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ODE  TO  DR  WILUAM  SANCROFT^  . 

LATE  LOED  AECHBISHOP  OF  CANTERBUKT* 

WRITTEN  IN  MAY  iCoQ,  AT  THE  DESIRE  OF  THE  LATE 
LORD  BISHOP  OF  ELY. 


[Sancroft,'  Primate  of  Englabd,  at  the  ReTolation,  joined  with 
his  brethren  in  resisting  the  encroachments  of  James  upon  li. 
\s^ttj  and  religion.  But  as  his  conscience  did  not  permit  him 
to  take  the  oaths  to  William  and  Mary,  he  was  deprived  oi  hit 
see,  and  died  in  retirement  That  Swift  should  have  addressed 
an  Ode  to  him,  under  such  circumstances,  is  a  prdof  that, 
what^yer  were  1^  principles  in  ciril  politics,  he  was  uniformlj 
a  staunch  |iigh.churchman.  This,  with  the  verses  to  Con. 
greve,  and  those  on  Temple's  illness,  were  first  published  by 
Mr  Nicol  in  1789^  from  an  authentic  manuscript] 


I. 

Truth  is  eternal,  and  the  Son  of  Heav'n, 
Bright  effluence  of  th'  immortal  ray,' 
Chief  cherub,  and  chief  lamp,  of  that  high  sacred 
Seven, 
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4  POBMS. 

Which  guard  the  throne  by  nighty  and  are  its  light 
by  day : 
First  of  God*s  darling  attributes^ 
Thou  daily  seeM  him  fq,ce  to  f^^pe^    , 
Nor*  does  thy  essence  fix-d  depend  on  giddy  *cireum- 
stance 
Of  time  or  place. 
Two  foolish  guides  in  ev'ry  sublunary  dance : 
How  shall  we  find  Thee  then  in  dark  disputes  ? 
How  shall  we  search  Thee  in  a  battle  gain'd. 
Or  a  weak  argument  by  force  maintain  d  ? 
In  dagger  contests,  and  th'  artillery  of  words, 
(For  swords  are  madmen's  tongues,  and  tongues  are 
madmen^s  swords). 
Contrived  to  tire  all  patience  out. 
And  not  to  satisfy  the  dpj^bt  ? 

II. 

But  where  is  ev*n  thy  Image  on  our  earth  ? 
For  of  the  person  much  I  fear. 
Since  Hes^^ft  will  cla4m  ite  re^denq?,'  as  well  ?« 

birth, 
And  God  himself  has  said.  He  shall  not  find  it  here. 
(  For  this  inferior  world  i&but  Heaven's  d^isky  shade. 
By  dark  reverte4  r^ys  from  itjs  reflect^n  mw^e  j 
Whence  the  Wipak  shapes  wild  AbA  imperfect 

pass,  . 

Like  sunbeams  shot  at  top  far  distance  from  a 
glass; 
Which  all  the  mimick  forms  express. 
Though  in  strange  uncouth  postures,  and  uncomely 
dress; 
So  when,  Cartesian  artists  try 
To  solve  appearances  of  sight 
In  its  reception  to  the  eye. 
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ODE  TO  ARCHBflMtfP  SANCROPT.  9 

And  catch  the  liting  Isuidsci^pe  throngh  a  icanty 
light,* 
The  figures  M  inverted  shew, 
And  colours  of  a  faded  hue ; 
Here  a  pale  shape  with  upward  footstep  treads. 
And  lAen  seem  walking  on  their  heads ; 
'f  here  Whole  hei^  suspended  lie. 
Ready  to  tumble  down  imo  the  ^ky : 
Su<jh  are  the  ways  ill-guided  mortals  go 
To  judge  of  things  above  by  things  below. 
D^jointing  shapes  as  in  the  fairy  liUid  of  dreams. 
Or  images  that  sink  in  stream^  ; 
No  wonder,  then,  v^e  talk  amiss 
Of  truth,  and  what,  or  where  it  is : 
Saty,  Muse,  for  thou,  if  any,  know*st. 
Since  the  bHght  essence  fied,  where  haunts  the 
t^vevend  ghost  ? 

IIL 

If  all  that  otir  weak  knowledge  titles  virtue,  be 
(High  Truth)  the  bett  resemblance  of  exalted 
Thee, 
If  a  mind  fix'd  to  combat  fete 
With  those  two  powerful  swords,  submission  and 
humility. 
Sounds  truly  good,  or  truly  great : 
HI  may  I  live^  if  the  good  Sancroft  in  his  holy  rest. 
In  the  divinHy  of  retreat. 
Be  not  the  brightest  pattern  earth  can  show 

Of  heav'n-lwra  Truth  bdow : 
But  foolish  man  still  judges  what  is  best 
In  his  own  balance,  fedde  and  light. 


P  The  eiperiment  of  the  darlfc  chamber,  to  demoitetfatc  light 
t^  he  by  recej)tioa  of  the  object^  and  not  by  emission;— §. 
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I         Foir wing  Opinion,  dark,  and  blind,  ' 

That  vagrant  leader  of  the  mind^ 
Till  honesty  and  conscience  are  clear  out  of  sight* 

IV. 

And  some,  to  be  large  ciphers  in  a  state, 
Pleas'd  with  an  empty  swelling  to  be  counted  great. 
Make  their  minds  travel  o'er  infinity  of  space,  • 
Rapt  through  the  wide  expanse  of  thought. 
And  oft  in  contradiction's  vortex  caught, . 
To  keep  that  worthless  clod,   the  body,  in  one 

place : 
Errors  like  this  did  old  astronomers  misguide. 
Led  blindly  oh  by  gtbss  philosophy  and  pride. 
Who,  like  hard  masters,  taught  the  sun 
Through  many  a  needless  sphere  to  run. 
Many  an  eccentric  and  unthrifty  motion  make. 
And  thousand  incoherent  journies  take. 

Whilst  all  th'  advantage  by  it  got. 
Was  but  to  light  earth's  inconsiderable  spot. 
The  herd  beneath,   who  see   the  weathercock  of 
state 
Hung  loosely  on  the  church's' pinnacle. 
Believe  it  firm,  because  perhaps  the  day  is  mild  gpd 

still ; 
But  when  they  find  it  turn  with  the  first  blast  of  fate. 
By  gazing  upward  giddy  grow. 
And  think  the  church  itself  does  so: 
Thus  fools,  for  being  strong  and  nmn'rous  known. 
Suppose  the  truth,  like  all  the  world,  their  own ; 
And  holy  Bancroft's  motion  quite  irregular  appears. 
Because  'tis  opposite  to  theirs. 

V. 
In  vain  then  would  the  Muse  the  multitude  advise, 
Whose  peevish  knowledge  thus  perversely  lies    - 
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L       In  gathVihg  follies  from  the  wise ; 
Rather  put  on  thy  anger  and  thy  spite. 

And  some  kind  pow'r  for  once  dispense 
Through  the  dark  niass,  the  dawn  of  so  much 
sense, 
To  make  them  understand,  and  feel  me  when  I 
write ; 
The  muse  and  I  no  more  revenge  ddsire. 
Each  line  shall  stab,  shall  blast,  like  daggers  and 
like  fire ; 
Ah,  Britain,  land  of  angels !  which  of  all  thy  sins, 
(Say  hapless  isle,  although 
It  is  a  bloody  list  we  know), 
Has  given  thee  up  a  dwelling-place  to  fiends  ? 

Sin  and  the  plague  ever  abound 
In  governments  too  easy,  and  too  fruitful  ground ; 
Evils  which  a  too  gentle  king, 
Too  flourishing  a  spring. 
And  too  warm  summers  bring : 
Our  British  soil  is  over  rank,  and  breeds 
Among  the  noblest  flow'rs  a  thousand  poisonous 

weeds. 

And  ev*ry  stinking  weed  so  lofty  grows. 

As  if  'twould  overshade  the  Royal  Rose, 

The  Royal  Rose,  the  glory  of  our  mom. 

But,  ah,  tod  much  without  a  thorn. 


^ 


VI. 

Forgive  (original  mildness)  this  ill-govern*d  zeal, 
'Tis  all  the  angry  slighted  Muse  can  do 
In  the  pollution  of  these  days  ; 
No  province  now  is  left  her  but  to  rail, 
And  poetry  has  lost  the  art  to  praise, 
Alas,  the  occasions  are  so  few  : 
None  e'er  but  you,  ^ 

And  your  Almighty  Master,  kn^w 
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With  heavenly  peace  of  mind  to  bear 
(Free  from  our  tyrant  passions,  anger^  sconi^<^  fear) 
The  giddy  turns  of  popMar  rage. 
And  all  the  contradictions  of  a  poison'd  age  j 
The  Son  of  God  pronounced  by  ihe  same  breatlv^ 

WliKh  straight  pronounced  his  destth ; 
And  though  I  should  but  ill  be  understood 
In  wholly  equalling  our  sin  aiid  theirs, 
And  measuring  by  the  scanty  thnsad  of  wit 
What  we  call  holy,  and  great,  and  just,  and 
good, 
(Methods  in  talk  whereof  our  pridi^  and  ighorance 
make  use)j 
And  which  our  wild  ambition  foolishty  compares 

With  endless  and  with  infinite ; 
Yet  pardon,  natite  Albion,  when  I  say^ 
Among  thy  stubborn  sons  therfe  haunts  that  spirit  oi 
Jews, 
That  those  forsaken  wretches  who  to-day 

Revile  his  great  ambassador, 
Seem  to  discover  what  they  would  have  done 
(Were  his  hmnanity  on  earth  once  more) 
To  his  undoubted  Master,  Heaven's  Almighty  Son. 

VII.      . 

But  zeal  is  weak  airf  ignorant,  though  wond'rous 
proud. 

Though  very  turbulent  and  very  loud ; 
The  crazy  composition  shows, 
Like  that  fantastic  medley  in  the  idoFs  toes. 

Made  up  of  iron  mixt  with  clay, 

This  crumbles  into  dust. 

That  moulders  ihto  rust. 

Or  meks  by  the  first  showV  away. 
Nothing  is  fix'd  that  mortals  see  or  know. 
Unless,  perhaps^  some  stars  above  be  so ; 
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And  those,  alas,  do  shoW^ 
Like  all  tratiscendetit  ^toeUence  below ; 
In  both,  false  mediums  cheat  our  sight. 
And  far  exalted  objects  leBsen  by  their  height : 
^         Thus  priilritiye  Sancfoft  moy^  too  high 
To  be  observed  by  yulgtt  eyci 
And  rolls  the  silent  year 
On  his  own  siecret  r^iilar  sphere, 
And  sheds,  though  all  unseenu  bis  jiacred  influence 
here, 

VjIII, 
Kind  star,  still  may'st  thou  sl^  thy  sacred  influ* 
enoe  ber^. 
Or  from  rtiy  prirate  peaceful  orb  appear ; 
For,  sure,  we  want  some  guide  from  Heay'n,  to 

sho^ 
The  way  which  et'ry  waml'ring  fool  bdow 

Pretends  so  perfectly  to  know  j 
And  which^  for  ailgfat  I  stfe,  and  «mch  I  fear» 

The  world  has  wholly  missM  j 
I  mean  the  w^y  which  leads  to  Christ : 
Mistaken  idiots !  see  how  giddily  they  run. 
Led  blindly  on  by  avarice  and  pride. 
What  mighty  numbers  follow  them ; 
Each  fond  of  erring  with  his  guide : 
Some  whom  ambition  drifves,  seek  Heaven's  high 

Son 
In  Csssar's  court,  or  in  Jerusalem : 
Others,  ignorsmtly  wise. 
Among  proud  doctors  ahd  disputing  pharisees : 
What  could  the  sliges  gain  but  unbelieving  scorn; 

Their  faith  was  so  uncourtly,  when  they  said 
That  Heaven's  high  Son  was  in  a  village  bom  s 
That  the  world's  Saviour  had  been 
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In  a  vile  manger  laid,  .     ^ 

And  fosteFd  in  a  wretched  inn  ? 

IX.  -  V     ■ 

Necessity,  thou  tyrant  conscience  of  the  great. 
Say,  why  the  church  is  still  led  blindfold  by  the 
state ; 
Why  should  the  first  be  ruinM  and  laid  waste. 
To  mend  dilapidations  in  the  last  ? 
And  yet  the  world,  whose  eyes  are  on  our  mighty 
Prince, 
Thinks  heaven  has  canceird  all  our  sins. 
And  that  his  subjects  share  his  hapf^y  influence ; 
Follow  the  model  close,  for  so  I'm  sure  they  should. 
But  wicked  kings  draw  more  examples  than  the 
good: 
And  divine  Sancroft,  weary  with  the  weight 
Of  a  declining  church,  by  faction,  her  worst  foe, 
oppressed. 
Finding  the  mitre  almost  grown 
A  load  as  heavy  as  the  crown. 
Wisely  rietreated  to  his  heavenly  rest. 

X. 

Ah  !  may  no  unkind  earthquake  of  the  state. 
Nor  hurricane  from  the  crown. 
Disturb  the  present  mitre,  as  that  fearful  storm  of 
late. 
Which,  in  its  dusky  march  along  the  plain. 
Swept  up  whole  churches  as  it  list, 
Wrapp'd  in  a  whirlwind  and  a  mist ; 
Like  that  prophetic  tempest  in  the  virgin  reign, 
And  swallowed  them  at  last,  or  flung  them  down. 
Such  were  the  storms  good  Sancroft  long  has 
borne ; 
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Themitre^  w}iich  his  sacted  head  has  worn,  ^ 
Was,  like  his  Master's  Crown,  inwreath'd  with  thorn* 
Deadi's  sting  is  swallow'd  up  in  victory  at  last, 
The  bitter  cup  is  from  him  past : 
Fortune  in  both  extremes 
Though  blasts  from  contrariety  of  winds. 

Yet  to  firm  heavenly  minds. 
Is  but  one  thing  under  two  different  names  ; 
And  even  the  sharpest  eye  that  has  the  prospect 
seen, 
Confesses  ignorance  to  judge  between ; 
And  must  to  human  reasoning  opposite  conclude. 
To  point  out  which  is  moderation,  which  is.  forti- 
tude* 

XI. 

Thus  Sancroft,  in  the  exaltation  of  retreat. 
Shows  histre  that  was  shaded  in  his  seat ; 
Short  glimm'rings  of  the  prelate  glorified ; 
Which  the  disguise  of  greatness  only  served  to  hide. 
Whv  should  the  Sun,  alas !  be  proud 
To  lodge  behind  a  golden  cloud ; 
Though  fringed  with  ev'ning  gold  the  cloud  s^pears 

so  gay,     ^ 
Tis  but  a  low-bom  vapour  kindled  by  a  ray : 
At  length  'tis  overblown  and  past. 
Puff 'd  by  the  people's  spiteful  blast, 
The  dazzling  glory  dims  their  prostituted  sight, 
\       No  deflowered  eye  can  face  the  naked  light : 
^      Yet  does  this  high  perfection  well  proceed 
From  strength  of  its  own  native  §^ed. 
This  wilderness,  the  world,  like  that  poetic  wood 
of  old. 
Bears  one,  and  but  one  branch  of  gold. 
Where  the  bless'd  spirit  lodges  like  the  dove, 
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And  Which  (to  h6ttV«ftly  soil  W«*fiJ*krtefed)  wHl  im- 

To  be^  as  'twas  beldW,  the  brightest  pUM  tib&r^  j 
For,  whatever  theologic  tev'll^rt  dMttttI, 
There  are  degrefe^  abav6  I  ktibW 
As  well  ds  her6  bela#, 
(The  goddess  Mtise  herself  hft^  t6ld  Me  so) 
Where  high  patriciHh  bouU,  df ess'd  heAVeiily  gay. 
Sit  dad  in  lawn  of  ptir^r  woven  daty^ 
There  some  high-spirited  throne  to  Srincroft  shall  be 
given, 
Iti  the  metl^polis  of  Heaven  5 
Chief  of  the  mitted  saints,  and  from  archprelate 
here. 
Translated  to  archangel  there. 

Xll. 

Since,  happy  saint,  since  it  has  been  of  latft 
Either  our  blindness  or  our  fate. 
To  lose  the  providence  of  thy  carts. 
Pity  a  miserable  church's  teafs. 

That  begs  the  powerful  blessing  of  thy  prayers. 
Some  angel  say,  what  wer6  the  nation's  crimes^ 
That  sent  these  wild  reformers  to  oui'  times :       * 
Say  what  their  senseless  malice  thtoht. 
To  tear  reliffioh's  lovely  fd.ce : 
Strip  her  of  ev  ty  ornament  Btid  grace ; 
In  striving  to  wash  ofFth'  imaginary  paint  ? 

Religion  now  does  on  her  death-bed  lie, 
Heart^sick  of  a  high  fever  and  consuming  atrophy ; 
How  the  physicians  sWarm  to  show  their  mortal 

skill. 
And  by  their  college  arts  methodically  kill : 
r    Reformers  and  physicians  differ  but  in  namev 
I        One  end  in  both,  and  the  design  the  same ; 
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Cordials  are  in  their  tattc,  while  all  they  mean 
Is  bujt  the  patient*$  deiitbi  wA  gain— **«* 
Chaok  in  thy  MtirO)  angry  Muse, 
Or  a  mora  worthy  wbf  e<^  choose : 
Let  not  the  mitcaat3  of  thif  outeast  nge 
Provoke  the  honour  of  my  Mu$e*i|  rage. 
Nor  be  Ihy  mighty  spirit  mis'd. 
Since  Heaven  mmI  Gato  botfc  are  pleaa'd — 

[The  rest  9f  tbi  pMm  it  lort.] 


ODE  TO  THE  HON-  SIR  WItWAM  TEMPLE. 


ViBTUE,  the  greatest  of  all  monarchies  \ 
Till,  its  first  emperor,  rebellious  man^ 
Depos'd  frcMH  off  his  seat. 
It  fell  and  brake  with  its  own  weight 
Into  small  states  and  principalities, 

By  many  a  petty  lord  possessed. 
But  ne'er  since  seated  in  one  single  breast. 
'Tis  you  who  must  this  land  subdue^ 
The  mighty  conquest's  left  fijr  you. 
The  conquest  and  discovery  too: 
Search  out  this  Utopian  ground. 
Virtue's  Terra  Incognita, 
Where  none  ever  led  the  way, 
Nor  ever  since  but  in  descriptions  found  5 

Like  the  philosopher's  stone. 
With  rules  to  search  it,  yet  obtained  by  none. 
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II. 

We  have  too  long  been  led  astray; 
Too  long  have  our  misguided  souls  been  taught 
With  rules  from  musty  morals  brought,' 
'Tis  you  must  put  us  in  the  way ; 
Let  us  (for  shame !)  no  more  be  fed  : 

With  antique  relics  of  the^ead, 
The  gleanings:  of  philosophy ;       ^  ^ 
Philosophy,  the  lumber  of  the  schools. 
The  roguery  of  alchemy ; 
And  we,  the  bubbled  fools, 
Spend  all  our  present  life,  in  hopes  of  golden  rules* 

III. 

But  what.dp^s  our  proud  ignorance  Learning  call  ? 
We  oddly  Plato's  paradox  make  good. 

Our  kn|||fledge  is  but  mere  remembrance  all ; 

RemenJirance  is  our  treasure  and  our  food ; 

Naturei's  fair  table-book,  our  tender  souls. 

We  scrawl  all  o'er  with  old  and  empty  rules. 
Stale  memorandums  of  the  schools :      r 
For  learning's  mighty  treasures  look  ^ 
In  that  deep  grave  a  book ;  ;  j  -. 
Think  that  she  there  does  all  her  treasures  hide. 

And  that  her  troubled  gho$t  still  haunts  there  since 
she  died,  «    / 

Confine  her  walks  to  colleges  and  schools  5 
Her  priest,  her  train,  ai[id  foUpwer^  show 
As  if  they  all  were  spectres  too  ! 
They  purchase  knowledge  at  th'  es^pense 
Of  common  breeding,  common  sense. 
And  grow  at  once  scholjars  and  fools ; 
Aifect  iU-manner'd  pedantry. 

Rudeness,  ill-nature,  incivility, 
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And,  sick  with  dregs  and  knowledge  grown,    ' 
Which  greedily  they  swallow  down. 
Still  cast  it  up,  and  nauseate  company* 

IV. 

Curst  be  the  wretch  \  nay  doubly  curst ! 

(If  it  inay  lawful  be 
To  curse  our  greatest  enemy) 
Who  leam*d  himself- that  heresy  first 
(Which  since  has  seiz'd  on  all  the  rest) 
That  knowledge  forfeits  all  humanity ; 
Taught  us,  like  Spaniards,  to  be  proud  and  poor. 

And  fling  our  scraps  before  our  door  ! 
Thrice  happy  you  have  'scap*d  this  general  pest; 
Those  mighty  epithets,  learn*  d,  good,  and  great^ 
Which  we  ne*er  joined  before,  but  in  romances  meet. 
We  find  in  you  at  last  united  grown. 

You  cannot  be  compar'd  to  one : 
I  must  like  him  that  painted  Venus'  face. 
Borrow  from  every  one  a  gi^ce ; 
Virgil  and  Epicurus  will  not  do. 

Their  courting  a  retreat  like  you. 
Unless  I  put  in  Caesar's  learning  too : 
Your  happy  frame  at  once  controls 
This  great  triumvirate  of  souls. 

V. 
Let  not  old  Rome  boast  Fabius's  fate ; 
•     He  sav'd  his  country  by  delays. 
But  you  by  peace  *. 
You  bought  it  a  cheaper  rate ; 


*  Sir  William  Tomple  was  ambassador  to  the  States  of  Hoi. 
land,  and  had  a  principal  share  in  the  negotiations  which  pre* 
ceded  the  treaty  of  Nimeguen^  1679. 
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To  9bow  it  qoit  ite  prii»  in  war ; 

War  that  mad  ^iu»?  thP  wori4  so  love^  tp  pl»y^ 
And  for  it  does  so  dearly  pay  ; 

For,  though  with  loss,  or  victory,  a  while 
Fortune  tb^  g^ffin^st^rs  ^9^  ^fegmh^ 

Yet  at  the  last  the  bos^  sMT^fep^  dll  s^^y* 

VJ. 

Only  ihe  ImM  ff<J*  by  p^ao(? 
No  tbiifl4?r  e*er  c^  biwt : 
Th'  artiikry  of  the  sfeii^s 
ShoQ^  tQ  the  ^arth  j>n4  jjies : 
Apd  eyer  gree»  and  flouriphiug  ^>yijl  J^^ 
Nor  dipt  IB  yood,  nor  widpw'^  te»rs»  i»Qr  <?rpb?fcp\ 
cri^. 
About  tba  he@d  crowned  wit^  ^e^^  b^ys^ 
Like  iambent  fijP^^i  tfee  Kgbtwpg  p W^ ; 
Nor,  its  triumphal  §Mid9^?  f^9  g^^ap^? 

Makes  up  its  solp^p^  ti^p  w^tb  det^tk  s 
It  mehs  the  sword  pf  ww'j  y?*,  H^P^  \t  ip  tfep  ^b^l^tb* 

VII, 

The  wily  sWfts  of  stat«,  thp»P  jiigg^r*^  %nQk% 
Which  we  call  deep  d^^ign^  wA  pdUtw:^, 
(As  in  a  theatre  the  ignorant  fry. 

Because  the  cords  escape  their  eye. 
Wonder  IP  ^m  %hp  nw^ipiuf  fly) 

Methinki;,  wb^  yov  W^pose  the  speiw, 
Down  the  ill-orgap'd  ^pgin^p  (^l  j 
Off  fly  the  vizards,  ^  ^Ppvey  ^  : 

How  plain  I  see  through  the  deceit ! 
How  shallow,  and  how  gross,  the  cheat ! 
I/^k  where  the  pulley's  tied  above  ! 
Gre»t  Q(^ !  (9*id  I)  wba,t  have  I  seen ! 
On  what  poor  e»gii^  inove 
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The  thoughts  of  monarchs  and  designs  of  states ; 

What  petty  motives  rule  their  fates  ! 
How  the  mouse  makes  the  mighty  mountMns  shake! 
The  mighty  mountain  labours  with  its  birth. 

Away  the  frightened  peasants  riy, 

Scar'd  at  the  unheard-of  prodigy. 
Expect  some  great  gigantic  son  of  earth  5 
Lo  1  it  appears ! 

See  how  they  tremble  !  how  they  quake  1 
Out  starts  the  little  mouse,  and  mocks  their  idle 
fears. 

VIIL 

Then  tell,  dear  favourite  Muse  ! 
What  serpent's  that  which  still  resorts, 
Siill  lurks  in  palaces' and  courts  ? 
Take  thy  unwonted  flight. 
And  on  the  terrace  light. 

See  where  she  lies ! 
See  how  she  rears  her  head. 
And  rolls  about  her  dreadtul  eyes. 
To  drive  all  virtue  out,  or  look  it  dead  ! 
'Twas  sure  this  basilisk  sent  Temple  thence. 
And  though  as  some  ('tis  said)  for  their  defence 
Have  worn  a  casement  o'er  their  skin. 
So  he  wore  his  within. 
Made  up  of  virtue  and  transparent  innocence^ 

And  though  he  oft  renew'd  the  iight. 
And  almost  got  priority  of  sight. 

He  ne'er  could  overcome  her  quite. 
In  pieces  cut,  the  viper  still  did  reunite ; 

Till,  at  last,  tir'd  with  loss  of  time  and  ease, 
Resolv'd  to  give  himself,  as  well  as  country,  peace.  * 


*  Sir  Williaoi  Temple,  disgusted  with  die  arbitrary  measures 
adopted  in  the  last  year  of  Charles  ll.'s  reign,  retired  to  Moor- 
VOL.  XIV.  B 
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IX. 

Sing,  beloved  Muse  !  the  pleasures  of^  retreat. 
And  in  some  untouched  virgin  strain. 
Show  the  delights  thy  sister  Nature  yields ; 
Sing  of  thy  vales,  sing  of  thy  woods,  sing  of  thy 
fields ; 
Go,  publish  o'er  the  plain 
How  mighty  a  proselyte  you  gain ! 
How  noble  a  reprisal  on  the  great ! 

How  is  the  Muse  luxuriant  grown  I    . 
Whene'er  she  takes  this  flight. 
She  soars  clear  out  of  sight. 
These  are  the  paradises  of  her  own  : 

Thy  Pegasus,  like  an  unruly  horse. 
Though  ne'r  so  gently  led. 
To  the  lov'd  pasture  where  he  us'd  to  feed. 
Runs  violent  o'er  his  usual  course. 
Wake  from  thy  wanton  dreams. 

Come  from  thy  dear-lov'd  streams, 
The  crooked  paths  of  wandering  Thamejy, 
Fain  the  fair  nymph  would  stay. 
Oft  she  looks  back  in  vain. 
Oft  'gainst  her  fountain  does  complain. 
And  softly  steals  in  many  windings  down. 
As  loth  to  see  the  hated  court  and  town ! 
And  murmurs  8^s  she  glides  away. 

X. 

In  this  new  happy  scene 
Are  nobler  subjects  for  your  learned  pen ; 


Park,  with  a  resolation  neyer  again  to  engage  in  public  business. 
Nor  did  the  favour  he  enjoyed  with  King  William,  on  his  being 
solicited  to  be  a  secretary  of  state  after  the  feyolntion)  induce 
him  to  change  his  resolution.  ^ 
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Here  we  expect  from  you 
More  than  your  predecessor  Adam  knew ; 
Whatever  moves  our  wonder,  or  our  sport, 
Whatever  serves  for  innocent  emblems  of  the  court ; 

How  that  which  we  a  kernel  see, 
(Whose  well-compacted  forms  escape  the  light, 
Unpierc'd  by  the  blunt  rays  of  sight) 

Shall  ere  long  grow  into  a  tree ; 
Whence  takes  it  its  increase,  and  whence  its  birth. 
Or  from  the  sun,  or  from  the  air,  or  from  the  earth. 
Where  all  the  fruitful  atoms  lie ; 
How  some  go  downwaixi  to  the  root. 

Some  more  ambitiously  upward  fly. 
And  form  the  leaves,  the  branches,  and  the  fruit. 
You  strove  to  cultivate  a  barren  court  in  vain. 
Your  garden's  better  worth  your  noble  pain, 
Pere  mankind  fell,  and  hence  must  rise  again. 

XL 

Shall  I  believe  a  spirit  so  divine 

Was  cast  in  the  same  mould  with  mine  ? 
Why  then  does  Nature  so  unjustly  share 
Among  her  elder  sons  the  whole  estate. 

And  all  her  jewels  and  her  plate?' 
Poor  we  !  cadets  of  Heaven,  not  worth  her  care. 
Take  up  at  best  with  lumber  and  the  leavings  of  a 
fare ; 
Some  she  binds  'prentice  to  the  spade. 
Some  to  the  drudgery  of  a  trade ; 
Some  she  does  to  Egyptian  bondage  draw. 
Bids  us  make  bricks,  yet  sends  us  to  look  out  for 
straw : 
Some  she  condemns  for  life  to  try 
•     To  dig  tlie  leaden  mines  of  deep  philosophy  : 
Me  she  has  to  the  Muse's  gallies  tied. 
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In  vain  I  strive  to  cross  the  spacious  main^ 
In  vain  I  tug  and  pull  the  oar, 
And  when  I  almost  reach  the  shore. 
Straight  the  Muse  turns  the  helm,  and  I  launch  out 
again : 
And  yet,  to  feed  my  pride. 
Whene'er  I  mourn,  stops  my  complaining  breath. 
With  promise  of  a  mad  reversion  sAer  death. 

XII. 
Then,  Sir,  accept  this  worthless  verse, 
The  tribute  of  an  humble  Muse, 
'Tis  all  the  portion  of  my  niggard  stars ; 
Nature  the  hidden  spark  did  at  my  birth  infuse. 
And  kindled  first  with  indolence  and  ease ; 
And  since  too  oft  debauched  by  praise, 
'Tis  now  grown  an  incurable  disease : 
In  vain  to  quench  this  foolish  fire  I  try 
In  wisdom  and  philosophy : 
In  vain  all  wholesome  herbs  I  sow. 
Where  nought  but  weeds  will  grow : 
Whatever  I  plant  (like  com  on  barren  earth) 
By  an  equivocal  birth 
Seeds,  and  runs  up  to  poetry. 
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ODE  TO  KING  WILLIAM, 


ON  HIS  SUCCESSES  IN  IRELAND. 


[The  recorery  of  this  Ode  wm  owing  to  the  exertions  of  Bfr  Ni« 
chol.  (See  his  Select  Collection  of  Poems,  1778.)  In  its 
structara  of  Terse,  and  turn  of  thought,  there  is  an  obyious 
imitation  of  Dryden's  Ealogy  upon  Olirer  CromwelL  This, 
among  other  circamstanoes,  shows,  that  the  taste  of  Swift's 
youth  was  formed  not  upon  the  better  compositions  of  the  end 
of  the  serenteenth  century,  but  upon  those  which  had  been  flu 
shionable  in  the  beginning  of  Charles  IL's  reign.  This  he 
probably  owed  to  his  residence  with  Temple.] 


To  purchase  kingdoms  and  to  buy  renown. 
Are  arts  peculiar  to  dissembling  France  ; 

You,  mighty  monarch,  nobler  actions  crown. 
And  solid  virtue  does  your  name  advance. 

Your  matchless  courage  with  your  prudence  joins, 
The  glorious  structure  of  your  fame  to  raise ; 

With  its  own  light  your  dazzling  glory  shines. 
And  into  adoration  turns  our  praise. 

Had  you  by  dull  succession  gained  your  crown 
(Coward^  are  monarchs  by  that  title  made,) 
Part  of  your  merit  Chance  would  call  her  own, 
.  And  half  your  virtues  had  been  lost  in  shade, 
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But  now  your  worth  its  just  rewards  shall  have  : 
What  trophies  and  what  triumphs  are  your  due ! 

Who  could  so  well  a  dying  nation  save. 
At  once  deserve  a  crown,  and  gain  it  too  I 

You  saw  how  near  we  were  to  ruin  brought, 
You  saw  th'  impetuous  torrent  rolling  on ; 

And  timely  on  the  coming  danger  thought, 
Which  we  could  neither  obviate  nor  shun. 

Britannia  stripped  of  her  sole  guard,  the  laws. 
Ready  to  fall  Rome's. bloody  sacrifice; 

You  straight  stepp'd  in,  and  from  the  monster's  jaws 
Did  bravely  snatch  the  lovely,  helpless  prize » 

Nor  this  is  all ;  as  glorious  is  the  care 
To  preserve  conquests,  as  at  first  to  gain  : 

In  this  your  virtue  claims  a  double  share. 

Which,  what  is  bravely  won,  does  well  maintain. 

Your  arm  has  now  your  rightful  title  show'd. 
An  arm  on  which  all  Europe's  hopes  depend^ 

To  which  they  look  as  to  some  guardian  God, 
That  must  their  doubtful  liberty  defend, 

Amaz'd,  thy  action  at  the  Boyne  we  see ! 

When  Schomberg  started  at  the  vast  design : 
The  boundless  glory  all  redoimds  to  thee, 

Th'  impulse,  the  nght,  th'  event,  were  wholly  thine. 

The  brave  attempt  does  all  our  foes  disarm ; 

You  need  but  now  give  orders  and  command. 
Your  name  shall  the  remaining  work  perform. 

And  spare  the  labour  of  your  conquering  hand. 
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France  does  in  vain  her  feeble  urts  apply, 
To  interrupt  the  fortune  of  yonr  course  : 

Your  influence  does  the  vain  attacks  defy 
Of  secret  malice,  or  of  open  force. 

Boldly  we  hence  the  brave  commencement  date 
Of  glorious  deeds,  that  must  all  tongues  employ  ; 

William's  the  pledge  and  earnest  given  by  fate, 
Of  England  s  glory,  and  her  lasting  joy. 


ODE  TO  THE  ATHENIAN  SOCIETY.  * 

Moor  P^rk,  Feb.  14, 1691. 


[The  noted  John  Dunton,  an  author  and  bookseller,  irho  often 
afterwards  encountered  the  edge  of  Swift's  ridicule,  about  the 
year  1690-1,  set  forth  a  literary  plan,  or  project,  as  he  called 
it,  for  an  association  of  wits,  to  be  entitled.  The  Athenian  So* 
cietj.  According  to  his  own  account,  the  body,  thus  formed, 
was  only  second  to  the  Royal  Society,  which  led  him  justly  to 
express  his  admiration,  why  the  ^^  great  Sprat  did  not  oblige 
the  age  with  a  second  best  history  of  the  second  best  institution 
for  the  promotion  of  learning  and  removing  epidemic  igno. 
ranee."  If  the  knowledge  of  this  second  best  institution  was 
at  all  inferior  to  that  of  their  great  prototype,  thdr  readiness 
of  communication  made  some  amends ;  for  they  proposed  not 
only  to  answer  curious  queries  in  diyinity,  physic,  law,  phi* 


*  ^^  I  hare  been  told,  that  Dryden  haying  perused  these  rerses, 
said,  <  Cousin  Swift,  you  will  neyer  be  a  poet  ;*  and  that  this 
denunciation  was  the  moti?e  of  Swift's  perpetual  malerolenoe  to 
Dryden.'*.^OHNSoN. 
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losopliy,  hfstoiy,  p<)etr)r,  mathematics,  trade,  ani  all  Mtier 
questions  proposed  by  either  tex^  or  in  any  language,  but  also 
to  give  a  complete  review  of  all  new  publications;  and,  ill 
case  they. were  faTonred  with  the  commonication  of  any  cu- 
rious experiment,  to  insert  it  in  their  Mercnry,  with  a  demon- 
stration  which  the  sender  could  not  adhibit  to  it.  This  pro- 
mising amiunciation  instantly  produced  a  Tolley  of  queries, 
some  grave,  some  gay,  some  in  mockery,  and  some  in  sad  ear- 
nest ;  all  which  the  society  answered  in  their  Weekly  Mercu* 
ries,  with  more  learning,  and  with  as  much  duiness  as  might 
have  been  expected  from  their  assurance.  The  Athenian  Mer- 
curies extended  at  length  to  twenty  volumes,  from  which  were 
selected  three  octavo  volumes,  1706,  and  a  supplement  in 
1710,  entitled  the.  Athenian  Oracle,  and  professing  to  contain 
an  entire  collection  of  what  was  valuable  in  the  publications  of 
the  society. 
That  Swift  should  have  looked  up  with  admiration  to  this  ^^  O- 
racle,  this  wooden  God,'*  can  only  be  pardoned  by  those  who 
have  known  in  what  extraordinary  and  disproportionate  re- 
spect an  author  who  has  attained,  however  unworthily,  the 
attention  of  the  public,  is  regarded  by  a  young  man  whose  in. 
stinctive  talents  for  literature  lead  him  to  estimate  the  labours 
of  such  a  person,  less  by  their  intrinsic  merit,  than  by  their 
having  attained  the  reward  of  public  notice,  to  which  his  owa 
secret  feelings  induce  him  to  aspire.  It  cannot,  however,  be  dis- 
guised, that  Swift,  though  he  might  regret^  having  offered  in- 
cense at  so  unworthy  a  shrine,  had  no  cause  to  lament  the  va- 
lue of  the  tribute.  In  point  of  poetical  merit,  the  Athenian 
Society  did  not  merit  a  more  valuable  eulogy  than  the  following 
ode  ;  and  assuredly  it  does  not  exceed  even  their  deserts.] 


I. 

As  when  the  deluge  first  began  to  fall. 

That  mighty  ebb  never  to  flow  again. 
When  this  huge  body^s  moisture  was  so  great. 

It  quite  overcame  the  vital  heat ; 
That  mountain  which  was  highest  first  of  all. 
Appeared  above  the  universal  main. 
To  bless  the  primitive  sailor's  weary  sight  I 
And  'twas  perhaps  Parnassus,  if  in  height 

13 
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Tt  be  M  great  as  'tis  in  fame. 

And  nigh  to  Heaven  as  is  its  name; 
So,  after  the  inundation  of  a  war. 
When  Learning's  little  household  did  embark, 
With  her  world's  fruitful  system,  in  her  sacred  ark, 

At  the  first  ebb  of  noise  and  fear. 
Philosophy's  exalted  head  appears  ; 
And  the  Uove-Muse  will  now  no  longer  stay. 
But  plumes  her  silver  wings,  and  flies  away ; 

And  now  a  laurel  wreath  she  brings  from  far, 

To  crown  the  happy  conqueror. 

To  shew  the  flood  begins  to  cease. 
And  brings  the  dear  reward  of  victory  and  peace. 

II. 

The  eager  Muse  took  wing  upon  the  waves'  decline. 

When  war  her  cloudy  aspect  just  withdrew. 

When  the  bright  sun  of  peace  began  to  shine^ 
And  for  a  while  in  heavenly  contemplation  sat. 

On  the  high  top  of  peaceful  Ararat : 
And  pluck'd  a  laurel  branch  (for  laurel  was  the  first 

that  grew. 
The  first  of  plants  after  the  thunder-storm  and  rain) 

And  thence,  with  joyful  nimble  wing, 

Flew  dutifully  back  again. 
And  made  an  humSle  chaplet  for  the  king.  ^ 

And  the  Dove-Muse  is  fled  once  more, 
(Glad  of  the  victory,  yet  frighten'd  at  the  war) 

And  now  discovers'  from  afar 

A  peaceful  and  a  flourishing  shore : 
No  sooner  did  she  land 

On  the  delightful  strand. 


♦  The  Ode  1  writ  to  the  king  in  Ireland.— SiriFT-^See  this  in 
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Than  straight  she  sees  the  country  all  around^ 
Where  fatal  Neptune  rul'd  erewhile. 
Scattered  with  flow'ry  vales,  with  fruitful  gardens 
crown'd. 
And  many  a  pleasant  wood !       : 
As  if  the  universal  Nile 
Had  rather  water'd  it  than  drown'd : 
It  seejras  some  floating  piece  of  Paradise, 

Preserved  by  wonder  from  the  flood,' 
Long  wandering  through  the  deep,  as  we  are  told 
Fam'd  Delos  did  of  old ; 
And  the  transported  Muse  imagined  it 
To  be  a  fitter  birth-place  for  the  God  of  wit. 
Or  the  much-talk'd  oracular  grove ; 
When,  with  amazing  joy,  she  hears 
An  unknown  music  all  around. 

Charming  her  greedy  ears. 
With  many  a  heavenly  song. 
Of  nature  and  of  art,  of  deep  philosophy  and  love; 
While  angels  tune  the  voice,  and  God  inspires  the 
tongue. 
In  vain  she  catches  at  the  empty  sound. 
In  vain  pursues  the  music  with  her  longing  eye. 
And  courts  the  wanton  echoes  as  they  fly. 

IIL 

Pardon,  ye  great  unknown,  and  far-exalted  men,  * 
The  wild  excursions  of  a  youthful  pen  ; 


*  I  cannot  help  inserting  one  question  put  to  these  *^  jjreat  un» 
known  and  far^xalted  men,"  with  their  sapient  response.  What 
Swift  would  hare  thought  of  their  dulness  at  a  future  period  of 
his  life  it  is  Tain  to  inquire. 

^^  Query,  Since  in  your  advertisement  yon  make  it  known, 
that  a  chirurgeon  is  taken  into  your  society,  I  have  thought  fit 
to  propound  the  following  question,  withal  assuring  yon  the 
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Forgive  a  young  and  (almost)  virgin  Muse, 
Whom  blind  and  eager  curiosity 
(Yet  curiosity,  they  say, 
Is  in  her  sex  a  crime  needs  no  excuse) 

Has  forced  to  grope  her  uncouth  way, 
After  a  mighty  light  that  leads  her  wandering  eye: 
No  wonder  then  she  quits  the  narrow  path  of  sense 

For  a  dear  ramble  through  impertinence ; 
Impertinence!  the  scurvy  of  mankind. 
And  all  we  fools,  who  are  the  greater  part  of  it. 
Though  we  be  of  two  different  factions  still, 

Both  the  good-natur*d  and  the  ill. 
Yet  wheresoe'er  you  look,  you'll  always  find 


matter  of  fact  is  true.  A  sailor  on  board  the  fleet,  by  an  unlack  j 
ac<;ident  broke  his  leg,  being  in  drink,  and  refusing  Uie  assistance 
of  the  surgeon  of  the  ship,  called  for  a  piece  of  new  tarpaulin  that 
laj  on  the  deck,which  he  rolled  some  turns  about  his  leg,  tying  up 
all  close  with  a  few  hoopsticks,  and  was  able  immediately  to  walk 
round  the  ship,  never  keeping  his  bed  one  day.  I  would  know 
whether  the  cure  is  not  to  be  attributed  to  the  emplastic  nature 
of  the  tarred  cloth  bound  on  strait  with  the  hoopsticks.  &c;  or 
rather,  whether  it  may  not  be  solved  according  to  the  Cartesiaa 
philosophy  ? 

^^  Jnswer.  Des  Cartes  has  less  to  do  with  this  question  than  Co* 
pemicus,  who,  in  a  drunken  fit,  by  the  course  of  his  brain, 
found  out  the  great  sc6ret  of  the  world's  turning  round ;  and  so 
might  our  drunken  sailor  be  inspired  with  this  novel  way  of  cur* 
ing  himself.  But  to  the  question.  If  the  lesser  focil  was  only 
broken,  he  might  not  be  decumbent  one  day ;  the  greater  (his 
head  being  pretty  light)  being  able  to  support  his  body  ;  but  if 
both  the  bones  were  broken,  be  could  not  stand,  unless  the  splin* 
ters  that  were  tied  round  his  leg  came  beloW  bis  heel,  and  rested 
upon  his  ham,  which  would  take  away  that  weight  the  leg  would 
otherwise  bear.  Besides,  the  tarpaulin  is  a  good  categmatic, 
which,  with  a  sober  and  a  regular  diet,  might  succeed,  though  it 
is  no  rule  to  walk  by.'*^Athenian  Oracle,  Vol.  II.  p.  349. 

It  is  hardly  necessary  to  point  out  to  the  reader,  unless  quali* 
fied  by  nature  to  joiu  the  Athenian  Society,  that  the  fracture  must 
have  befallen  a  wooden  leg. 
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We  jpin,  like  flies  and  wasps,  in  buzzing  about  wit 
In  me,  who  am  of  the  first  sect  of  these. 
All  merit,  that  transcends  the  humble  rules 
Of  my  own  dazzled  scanty  sense, 
Bf   ets  a  kinder  folly  and  impertinence 

Of  admiration  and  of  praise. 
And  our  good  brethren  of  the  surly  sect, 

Must  e'en  all  herd  us  with  their  kindred  fools  : 
For  though  possessed  of  present  vogue,  they've 
made 
Railing,  a  rule  of  wit,  and  obloquy,  a  trade ; 
Yet  the  same  want  of  brains  produces  each  effect. 
And  you,  whom  Pluto's  helm  does  wisely  shroud 

From  us,  the  blind  and  thoughtless  crowd,     , 
Like  the  fam'd  hero  in  his  mother's  cloud. 
Who  both  our  follies  and  impertinences  see. 
Do  laugh  perhaps  at  theirs,  and  pity  mine  and  me. 

IV. 

But  censure's  to  be  understood 
Th'  authentic  mark  of  the  elect, 
Th'  public  stamp  Heaven  sets  on  all  that's  great  and 
good. 
Our  shallow  search  and  judgment  to  direct. 
The  war  methinks,  has  made. 
Our  wit  and  learning  narrow  as  our  trade ; 
Instead  of  boldly  sailing  far,  to  buy 
A  stock  of  wisdom  and  philosophy. 

We  fondly  stay  at  home,  in  fear 
•  Of  every  censuring  privateer ; 
Forcing  a  wretched  trade  by  beating  down  the  sale. 
And  selling  basely  by  retail. 
The  wits,  I  mean  the  atheists  of  the  age. 
Who  fain  would  rule  the  pulpit,  as  they  do  the  stage, 
Wond'rous  refiners  of  philosophy. 
Of  morals  and  divinity. 
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By  the  new  modish  system  of  reducing  all  to  sense. 
Against  all  logic,  and  concluding  laws. 
Do  own  th'  effects  of  Providence, 
And  yet  deny  the  cause. 


This  hopeful  sect,  now  it  begins  to  see 
How  little,  veiy  little,  do  prevail 

Their  nrst  and  chiefest  force 
To  censure,  to  cry  down  and  rail. 
Not  knowing  what,  or  where,  or  who  you  be. 
Will  quickly  take  another  course  : 

And,  by  their  never-failing  ways 
Of  solving  all  appearances  they  please. 
We  soon  shall  see  them  to  their  ancient  methods  fall, 
And  straight  deny  you  to  be  men,  or  any  thing  at  all. 

I  laugh  at  the  grave  answer  they  will  make, , 
Which  they  have  always  ready,  general,  and  cheap : 
*Tis  but  to  say,  that  what  we  daily  meet. 
And  by  a  fond  mistake 

[Perhaps  imagine  to  be  wondVous  wit, 
And  think,  das !  to  be  by  mortals  writ. 
Is  but  a  crowd  of  atoms  justling  in  a  heap  : 
Which  from  eternal  seeds  begun, 
Justling  some  thousand  years,  till  ripen'd  by  the  sun: 
They're  now,  just  now,  as  naturally  born. 
As  from  the  womb  of  earth  a  field  of  com. 

VI, 
But  as  for  poor  contented  me. 
Who  must  my  weakness  and  my  ignorance  confess. 
That  I  believe  in  much  I  ne'er  can  hope  to  see ; 
Methinks  Tm  satisfy'd  to  guess. 
That  this  new,  noble,  and  delightful  scene. 
Is  wonderfiilly  mov'd  by  some  exalted  men. 
Who  have  well  studied  in  the  world's  disease, 
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(That  epidemic  error  and  depravity. 
Or  in  our  judgment  9r  our  eye) 
That  what  surprises  us  can  only  please. 
We  often  search  contentedly  the  whole  world  rounds 
To  make  some  great  discovery. 
And  scorn  it  when  'tis  found. 
jMst  so  the  mighty  Nile  has  suffered  in  its  fame, 
^  Because  'tis  said  (and  perhaps  only  said) 
We've  found  a  little  inconsiderable  head. 

That  feeds  the  huge  unequal  stream. 
Consider  human  folly,  and  you'll  quickly  own. 

That  all  the  praises  it  c^n  give, 
By  which  some  fondly  boast  they  shall  forever  live. 
Won't  pay  th'  impertinence  of  being  known : 
Else  why  should  the  fam'd  Lydian  king, 
(Whom  all  the  charms  of  an  usurped  wife  and  state. 
With  all  that  power  unfelt,  courts  mankind  to.  be 


great, 
im 


Did  wim  new  unexperienc'd  glories  wait) 
Still  wear,  still  doat  on  his  invisible  ring  ? 

VII. 

Were  I  to  form  a  regular  thought  of  Fame, 
Which  is,  perhaps,  as  hard  t'  imagine  right. 
As  to  paint  Echo  to  the  sight, 
I  would  not  draw  th'  idea  from  an  empty  name  \ 
Because,  alas  !  when  we  all  die. 
Careless  and  ignorant  posterity. 
Although  they  praise  the  learning  and  the  wit. 

And  though  the  title  seems  to  shew 
The  name  and  man  by  whom  the  book  was  writ. 
Yet  how  shall  they  be  brought  to  know. 
Whether  that  very  name  was  he,  or  you,  or  I  ? 
Less  should  I  daub  it  o'er  with  transitory  praise. 
And  water-colours  of  these  days  : 
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These  days !  where  e'en  th'  extravagance  of  poetry 
Is  at  a  loss  for  figures  to  express 
Men's  folly,  whimsies,  and  inconstancy. 
And  by  a  faint  description  makes  them  less. 
Then  tell  us  what  is  Fame,  where  shall  we  search 

for  it? 
Look  where  exalted  Virtue  and  Religion  sit, 
Enthron'd  with  heavenly  Wit ! 
Look  where  you  see 
The  greatest  scorn  of  learned  vanity  ! 
(And  then  how  much  a  nothing  is  mankind ! 
Whose  reason  is  weighed  down  by  popular  air. 
Who,  by  that,  vainly  talks  of  baffling  death  ; ' 
And  hopes  to  lengthen  Ufe  by  a  transfusion  of 
breath, 
Which  yet  whoe'er  examines  right  will  find 
To  be  an  art  as  vain  as  bottling  up  of  wind  !) 
And  when  you  find  out  these,  believe  true  Fame  is 
there. 
Far  above  all  reward,  yet  to  which  all  is  due : 
And  this,  ye  great  unknown  !  is  only  known  in 
you. 

VIIL 

The  juggling  sea-god,  when  by  chance  trepann'd 
By  some  instructed  querist  sleeping  on  the  sand. 
Impatient  of  all  answers,  straight  became 
A  stealing  brook,  and  strove  to  creep  away 

Into  his  native  sea, 
Vext  at  their  follies,  murmur'd  in  his  stream ; 
But  disappointed  of  his  fond  desire. 
Would  vanish  in  a  pyramid  of  fire. 
This  surly  slippery  God,  when  he  design'd 

To  furnish  his  escapes. 
Ne'er  borrow'd  more  variety  of  shapes 
Than  you  to  please  and  satisfy  mankind. 
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And  seem  (almost)  transformed  to  water,  flame,  and 
air, 
So  well  you  answer  all  phenomena  there : 
Though  madm^i  and  the  wits,  philosophers,  and 

fools. 
With  all  that  factious  or  enthusiastic  dotards  dream, 
AnH  all  the  incoherent  jargon  of  the  schools; 
Though  all  the  fumes  of  fear,  hope,  love,  and 
shame. 
Contrive  to  shock  your  minds  with  many  a  senseless 

doubt ; 
Doubts  where  the  Delphic  God  would  grope  in  ig- 
norance and  night. 
The  God  of  learning  and  of  light 
Would  want  a  God  himself  to  help  him  out. 

IX. 

Philosophy,  as  it  before  us  lies. 
Seems  to  have  borrowed  some  ungrateful  taste 
Of  doubts,  impertinence,  and  niceties, 
From  every  age  through  which  it  passM, 
But  always  with  a  stronger  relish  of  the  last. 
This  beauteous  queen,  by  Heaven  designed 
To  be  the  great  original 
For  man  to  dress  and  polish  his  uncourtly  mind. 
In  what  mock  habits  have  they  put  her  since  the 
fall ! 
More  oft  in  fools  and  madmen's  hands  than  sages. 
She  seems  a  medley  of  all  ages. 
With  a  huge  farthingale  to  swell  her  fustian  stufl^ 
A  new  commode,  a  topknot,  and  a  ruff, 
Her  face  patch'd  o'er  with  modem  pedantry. 
With  a  long  sweeping  train 
Of  comments  and  disputes,  ridiculous  and  vain. 
All  of  old  cut  with  a  new  dye  : 
How  soon  have  you  restored  her  charms, 
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And  rid  her  of  her  lumber  and  her  books^ 
Drest  her  again  genteel  and  neat. 
And  rather  tight  than  great ! 
How  fond  we  are  to  court  her  to  our  arms  ? 
.  How  much  of  heaven  is  in  her  naked  looks  ! 

X. 

Thus  the  deluding  Muse  oft  blinds  me  to  her  ways^ 
And  ev'n  my  very  thoughts  transfers 
And  changes  all  to  beauty  and  the  praise 
Of  that  proud  tyrant  sex  of  hers. 
The  rebel  Muse,  alas  !  takes  part. 
But  with  my  own  rebellious  heart. 
And  you  with  fatal  and  immortal  wit  conspire 
To  fan  th'  unhappy  fire. 
Cruel  unknown  !  what  is  it  you  intend  ? 
Ah !  could  you,  could  you  hope  a  poet  for  your 
friend ! 
Rather  forgive  what  my  first  transport  said : 
May  all  the  blood,  which  shall  by  woman*s  scorn 
be  shed. 
Lie  upon  you  and  on  your  children's  head ! 
For  you  (ah  !  did  I  think  I  e'er  should  live  to  see 
The  fatal  time  when  that  could  be !) 
Have  ev*n  increased  their  pride  and  cruelty. 
Woman  seems  now  above  all  vanity  grown. 
Still  boasting  of  her  great  unknown 
Platonic  champions,  gained  without  one  female  wile^^ 
Or  the  vast  charges  of  a  smile ; 
Which  'tis  a  shame  to  see  how  much  of  late 
YouVe  taught  the  cofeetous  wretches  to  overrate, 
And  which  they've  now'the  consciences  to  weigh 
In  the  same  balance  with  our  tears. 
And  with  such  scanty  wages  pay 
The  bondage  and  the  slavery  of  years. 
VOL.  xiy.  c 
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Let  the  vain  sex  dream  on ;  the  empire  comes  from 


us^ 


And  had  they  common  generosity. 
They  would  not  use  thus. 
]  Well— though  youVe  raised  her  tp  this  high 
degree, 
Ourselves  are  raisM  as  well  as  she ; 
And,  spite  of  all  that  they  or  you  can  d(>, 
'Tis  pride  and  happiness  enough  to  me^ 
Still  to  be  of  the  same  exalted  sex  with  you. 

XL 

Alas,  how  fleeting  and  how  vain. 
Is  ev'n  the  nobler  man,  our  learning  and  our  wit  I 
I  sigh  whene'er.  I  think  of  it : 
As  at  the  closing  of  an  unhappy  scene 
Of  some  great  king  and  conqueror's  death^^^ 
When  the  sad  melancholy  Muse 
Stays  but  to  catch  his  utmost  breath. 
1  grieve,  this  nobler  work  most  happily  begun 
So  quickly  and  so  wonderfully  carry'd  on. 
May  fall  at  last  to  interest,  folly,  and  abuse. 
There  is  a  noontide  in  our  lives. 
Which  still  the  sooner  it  arrives. 
Although  we  boast  our  winter  sun  looks  bright. 
And  foolishly  are  glad  to  see  it  at  its  height, 
Yet  so  much  sooner  comes  the  long  and  gloomy 
night. 
No  conquest  ever  yet  begun. 
And  by  one  mighty  hero  carried  to  its  height. 
E'er  flourished  under  a  successor  or  a  son ; 
It  lost  some  mighty  pieces  through  all  hands  it  past. 
And  vanish'd  to  an  empty  title  in  the  last. 
For,  when  the  animating  mind  is  fled 
(Which  nature  never  can  retain. 
Nor  e^^er  call  bjtck  again) 
The  body,  though  gigantic,  lies  all  cold  and  dead. 
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XIL 

And  thus  undoubtedly  'twill  fare 
With  what  unhappy  men  shall  dare 
To  be  successors  to  these  great  unknown, 
On  Leaming*s  high  established  throne. 
Censure,  and  Pedantry,  and  Pride, 
r  Numberless  nations,  stretching  far  and  wide, 
'    Shall  (I  foresee  it)  soon  with  Gothic  swarms  com^ 
forth 
From  Ignorance's  universal  ^orth. 
And  with  bimd  rage  break  all  this  peaceful  govern- 

^  ment: 
Yet  shall  these  traces  of  your  wit  remain, 
like  a  just  map,  to  tell  the  vast  extent 
Of  conquest  in  your  ^hort  and  happy  reign : 
And  to  all  future  mankind  shew 
How  strange  a  paradox  is  true. 
That  men  who  liv  d  and  died  without  a  name 
Are  the  chief  heroes  in  the  sacred  list  of  fame. 
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TO  MB  CONGREVE. 

WRITTEN   IN    NOVEMBEB  l695. 


{[As  the  following  verses  are  of  a  consolatory  tarn,  they  iroiild 
seem  to  have  been  written  after  the  representatiim  of  Congreve's 
second  play,  the  Double  ]>ealer,  which  was  acted  in  |L693-4^ 
and  appear s,  from  some  passages  in  the  dc()ication,  to  have  been 
less  favourably  treated  by  the  critics  than  the  Old  Bachelor. 
Swift's  attachment  to  Congreve  continued  sincerely  ardent,  even 
after  politics  had  severed  them.  His  iaterc^glon  with  the  Lord- 
Treasurer  M^  tM  ineans  of  Congreve's  retaining  his  pffic^ 
under  the  Tpry  aflmiQJstratiott»    See  Vol.  II.  p,  283.3. 


Thrice,  with  a  prophet's  voice,  and  prophet's 

pow'r. 
The  Muse  was  called  in  a  poetic  hour. 
And  insolently  thrice,  the  slighted  maid 
Dared  to  suspend  her  unregarded  aid ; 
Then  with  that  grief  we  form  in  spirits  divine. 
Pleads  for  her  own  neglect,   and  thus  reproaches 

mine : 
Once  highly  honoured !  false  is  the  pretence 
You  make  to  truth,  retreat,  and  innocence  1 
Who,  to  pollute  my  shades,  bring'st  with  thee  down 
The  most  ungen'rous  vices  of  the  to^vn ; 
Ne'er  sprung  a  youth  from  out  this  isle  before 
I  once  esteem'd^  and  lov'd,  and  favoured  mor^. 
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Nor  ever  maid  endured  sach  conrtlike  Bconi, 
So  much  in  mode,  so  rtfy  city-bom ; 
Tis  with  a  foul  design  the  mme  you  send, 
like  a  cast  mistress  to  y6ur  wicked  friend ; 
But  find  some  new  address,  some  fresh  deceit 
Nor  practise  such  an  antiquated  cheat; 
These  are  the  beaten  methods  of  the  steits. 
Stale  forms  of  course,  all  mean  deceirers  u^. 
Who  barbarousiy  think  to  *scape  reproach, 
Bjrprostituting  her  they  first  debauch. 

Tlius  did  the  muse  severe  unkindly  blame 
This  offering  long  designed  to  Congrere*s  fame ;     t 
First  chid  the  ze^  as  unpoetic  fire. 
Which  soon  his  merit  forced  her  to  inspire ; 
Then  call  this  verse,  that  speaks  her  largest  aid, 
The  greater  compliment  she  ever  made. 
And  wisely  judge,  no  pow'r  beneath  divine 
Could  leap  the  bounds  which  part  your  world  and 

For,  ycnith,  believe,  to  you  unseen,  is  fixM    . 
A  m^hty  gulf,  unpassable  betwixt. 

Nor  tax  the  goddess  of  a  mean  design 
To  praise  your  parts  by  publishing  of  mine ; 
That  be  my  thought  when  some  large  bulky  writ 
Shows  in  thid  front  the  ambition  of  my  wit; 
There  to  surmount  what  bears  me  up,  and  sing 
Like  ibex  victorious  wren  perch'd  on  the  eagle's 

wing;* 
This  could  I  do,  and  proudly  o'er  him  tower. 
Were  my  desires  but  heightened  to  my  power. 


*  This  absurd  simile  was  transferred  by  CoUey  Cibkcr  to  the 
linnet,  in  the  notable  lines, 

l^erck*d  on  the  eaglets  towering  wing, 
The  towly  Unnet  Iotcs  to  tUif . 
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Godlike  the  force  of  my  young  Coiigreve's  bays/ 
Softening  the  Muse's  thunder  into  praise ; 
Sent  to  assist  an  old  unvanquish'd  pride 
That  looks  with  scorn  on  half  mankind  beside  5; 
A  pride  that  well  suspends  poor  mortals*  fate. 
Gets  between  them  and  my  resentment's  weight. 
Stands  in  the  gap  Hwixt  me  aftd  wretched  men, 
T'  avert  th'  impending  judgments  of  my  pen. 

Thus  I  look  down  with  mercy  on  the  age. 
By  hopes  my  Congreve  will  reform  the  stage : 
For  never  did  poetic  mind  before 
Produce  a  richer  vein,  or  cleaner  ore ; 
The  bullion  stamp'd  in  your  refining  mind 
Serves  by  retail  to  furnish  half  mankind. 
With  indignation  I  behold  your  wit 
Forced  on  me,  crack'd,  and  clipp'd,  and  counterfeit. 
By  vile  pretenders,  who  a  stock  maintain 
From  broken  scraps  and  filings  of  your  brain. 
Through  native  dross  your  share  is  hardly  known. 
And  by  sliort  views  mistook  for  all  their,  own  j 
So  small  the  gain  those  from  your  wit  do  reap^  * 
^  Who  blend  it  into  folly's  larger  heap. 
Like  the  sun's  scatter'd  beams  which  loosely  pass. 
When  some  rough  hand  breaks  the  assembling  glass. 

Yet  want  your  critics  no  just  cause  to  rail. 
Since  knaves  are  ne'er  obUged  for  what  they  steal. 
These  pad  on  wit's  high  road,  and  suits  maintain 
With  those  they  rob,  by  what  their  trade  does  gain. 
Thus  censure  seems  that  fiery  froth  which  breeds 
O'er  the  sun's  face,  and  from  his  h^at  proceeds. 
Crusts  o'er  the  day,  shadowing  its  partent  beam. 
As  ancient  nature's  modem  masters  dream ; 
This  bids  some  curious  praters  here  below 
Call  Titan  sick,  because  their  sight  is  so ; 
And  well,  methinks,  does  this  allusion  fit 
To  scribblers,  and  the  god  of  light  and  wit ; 
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Thoae  who  }fy  wild  delusions  entertain 

A  lust  of  rhyming  for  a  poet's  vein, 

Raise  envy's  clouds  to  leave  themselves  in  night. 

But  q^  no  more  obscure  my  Congreve's  light 

Than  s^ic^urms  of  gnat3,  that  wanton  in  a  ray 

Which  gave  them  birth,  can  rob  the  world  of  day. 

What  northmt  hive  pour'd  out  these  foes  to  wit  ? 
Whence  came  these  Goths  to  overrun  the  pit  ?  ^ 


*  In  the  original  dedication  to  the  Poublf^Oealer,  as  publUhocI' 
in  1604,  there  are  some  Tery  wrathful  and  contemptuous  passaf^es 
respecting  the  critics,  which  Congrere^s  better  judgn^nt  omit- 
ted, or  softened|  in  luhseqnent  editions.  Swift  appears  to  Itare 
qmght  the  tone  of  his  friend  from  socb  a  timde  as  the  follow* 
ing: — 

«  And  give  me  leave,  without  any  flattery  to  you  or  vanity  in 
mjrself,  to  tell  my  illiterate  critics,  as  an  answer  to  their  impo* . 
tent  objections,  that  thev  have  found  fault  with  that  which  has 
been  pleasing  to  you.  Ihis  pkiy,  in  relation  to  my  concern  for 
its  reputation,  succeeded  before  it  was  acted  ;  for,  through  your 
early  patronage,  it  had  an  audience  of  several  persons  of  the  first 
rank  both  in  wit  and  quality  ;  and  their  allowance  of  it  was  a 
consequence  of  your  approbation.  Therefore,  if  I  really  wish  it 
might  have  hafl  ^  mpre  popular  reception,  it  is  not  at  all  in  oon* 
Bideraiion  of  myself,  but  because  I  wish  wel),  and  would  gladly 
contribute  to  the  benefit  of  the  sta^pe,  and  diversion  of  the  town. 
They  were  (not  long  since)  so  kind  to  a  very  imperfect  comedy 
of  mine,  that  I  thought  my  self  justly  indebt^  to  them  all  my  en. 
deavours  for  an  entertainipent  that  ^ight  merit  some  little  of  that 
applause  which  they  were  so  l^vi^h  of  whep  I  thought  I  }iad  no 
title  to  it.  But  I  find  the^  are  to  be  tre^ited  cheaply,  and  (  havo 
been  at  an  unnecessary  enpence. 

^^  I  have,  since  the  acting  of  this  play,  hearkened  after  the  ob. 
jections  which  have  been  made  to  it :  for  1  was  conscious  where  a 
true  critic  might  have  put  me  upon  my  defence.  1  was  prepared 
for  their  attack,  and  am  pretty  confident  1  could  have  vindicated 
some  parts,  and  excused  others  ;  and  where  there  were  any  plain 
miscarriages,  I  would  most  ingenuously  have  confessed  them.  But 
I  have  not  heard  any  thing  said  sufficient  to  provoke  an  answer^ 
Some  little  snarling  and  backbiting  there  has  been^  but  1  don't 
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How  would  you  blushthe  shsAifefuf  birth  to  hear 
Of  those  you  so  ignobly  stoop  to  fear;  ^ 

For,  ill  to  them,  long  have  I  trarelFd  since,  - 
Round  all  the  circles  c^  ixnpertiitenee,      :  ^  ;     /    t , 
Searched  in  the  nest  where  eVery  worm  did  lie  ;     >  ' 
Before:  it  grew  a  city  l>utterfly ;  -  J 

I'm  sure  I  found  them  other  kind  of  things 
Than  those  with  backs  of  silk  and  goldeii  wifigS  }'  • 
A  search,  no  doubt,  as  curious  and  as  wise 
As  virtuosoes  in  dissecting  flies: 
For,  could  you  think  ?  the  fiercest  foe^  you  dread. 
And  court  in  prologues,  all  are  country  bried,; 
Bred  in  my  scene,  and  for  the  poet's  sins 
Adjourn'd  from  tops  and  grammar  to  the  inns ; 
Those  beds  of  dung,  where  schoolboys  sprout  up 

beaux  ,     \ 

Far  sooner  than  the  nobler  mushropm  grows : 
Tbcise  are  the  lords  of  the  poetic  schools. 
Who  preach  the  saucy  pedantry  of  rules ; 
Those  pow'rs  the  critics,  who  may  boast  the  odds 
0*er  Nilfe,  with  all  its  wilderness  of  gods; 
Nor  could  the  nations  kneel  to  viler  shapes. 
Which  worshipped  ca^ts,  and  sacrificed  to  apes; 
And  can  you  think  the  wise  forbear  to  laugh 
At  the  warm  zeal  that  breeds  this  golden  calf  ? 

Haply  you  judge  these  lines  severely  writ 
Againi5rt;  the  proud  usurpers  of  the  pit ; 
Stay  while  I  tell  my  story,  short,  and  true-; 
To  draw  conclusions  shall  be  left  to  you ; 
Nor  need  I  ramble  far  to  force  a  rule. 
But  lay  the  scene  just  here  at  Farnham  school. 


know  one  well-mouth'd  cur  that  has  opened  at  all.^'-^Congrere's 
Dedication  to  the  Right  Honourable  Charles  Montague,  prefixed 
to  his  Double  Dealer.    Jjondon^  10P4/ 
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Last  ye»i  a;  Idd  hence  Iv^rhki  parents  sent 
With  othef  cattle  to  the  ciiy  Weiit ; 
Where  having  cast  hid  coat;  and  well  pursued 
The  methods  most  in  fisuf^hiOB  to  bd  lewd^ 
Retum'd  a  finii^h'd  spark  this  summer  down,     >  • 
Stock'd  with  the  freshest  gibberish  of  the  town  j 
A  jargon  ibrtti^d  from  the  lost  language^  wit. 
Confounded  in  that  Babel  of  the  pit ; 
Formed  by  diseased  conceptions,  weak  and  wild. 
Sick  lust  of  souls,  and  an  aboniie  child ; 
Bom  between  whores  and  fops,  by  lewd  compacts. 
Before  the  play^  or  else  between  the  acts ; 
Nor  wonder,  if  from  such  polluted  minds 
Should  spring  such  short  end  transitory  kinds. 
Or  crazy  rules  to  make  us  wits  by  rote. 
Last  just  as  long  as  ev'ry  cuckoo's  note : 
What  bungling,  rusty  tools,  iEii*e  us*d  by  fate! 
'Twas  in  an  evil  hour  to  urge  my  hate,* 
My  hate,  whose  lash  just  Heaven  has  long  decreed 
Shall  on  ^  day  make  sin  and  folly  bleed  r^ 
When  man*s  ill  genius  to  my  presence  sent 
This  wretch,  to  rouse  my  wrath,  for  ruin  meant ; 
Who  in  his  idiom  vile,  with  Gray's -Inn  grace, 
Squaiider'd  his  n6isy  talents  to  my  face  j 
Nam'd  every  player  on  his  fingers  ends. 
Swore  all  the  wits  were  his  peculiar  friends  j 
Talk'd  with  that  saucy  and  familiar  ease 
Of  Wycherly,  and  you,  and  Mr  Bays :  f 
Said,  how  a  late  report  your  friends  had  vex*d. 
Who  heard  you  meant  to  write  heroics  next ; 


*  Thns  early  in  life  did  Swift  feel  the  efforts  of  hlf  gaalvs 
strttggKng  for  birtb,  and  prognosticate  its  rigorous  exertiont  a* 
gfUnst  Tice  Mid  folly,  when  arrired  at  maturity.-^. 

+  Dryden^  whom  Swift  nerer  montions  with  reyerence. 
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For,  tragedy,  he  knew,  would  lose  you  quite^ 
And  told  you  so  at  Will's  but  t'otiier  night.  * 
Thils  Me  the  lives  of  fools  a  sort  of  dreams. 
Rendering  shades,  things,  and  substances  of  nanjieg^]^ 
Such  high  companicms  may  delusion  keep^ 
Lord^  are  a  footboy's  cronies  in  his  sleep. 
As  a  fre^h  miss,  by  fancy,  faCjB,  and  gown^ 
Rendered  the  topping  beauty  of  the  town, 
Dra,Ws  evVy  rhyming,  prating,  dressing  sot. 
To  boast  of  favours  that  he  never  got  j 
Of  which,  whoe'er  lacks  confidence  to  prate^ 
Brings  his  good  parts  and  breeding  in  debate  ; 
And  not  the  meanest  coxcomb  you  can  find, 
But  thanks  his  stars,  that  Phillis  has  been  kind  ) 
Thus  prostitute  my  Congreve's  name  is  grown^ 
To  ev'ry  lewd  pretender  of  the  to\yi^. 
'Troth  I  could  pity  you ;  but  this  is  it. 
You  find,  to  be  the  fashionably  wit ; 
Th^se  are  the  slaves  whom  reputation  chains. 
Whose  maintenance  r^aquires  no  help  fron)  brains. 
For,  should  the  vilest  scribbler  to  the  pit, 
WhcMn  sin  and  want  e'er  furpish'd  out  a  wit ; 
Whose  xiame  must  not  within  my  lines  be  shown> 
Lest  here  it  live,  when  perish'd  with  his  own ;  f 
Should  such  a  wretch  usurp  my  Cqngrevp's  plac^. 
And  choose  out  wits  who  ne'er  have  seeix  his  face  i 
I'll  be  my  life  but  the  dull  cheat  would  p^?3, 
Nor  need  the  lion's  ^in  conceal  the  ass  ^ 


*  There  iiras  probably  some  report  stirring  concerning  the 
IVIodi^iiig  Bride,  which,  howerer,  did  not  appear  till  1697. 

-t-  To  this  resolution  Swift  ever  after  adhered ;  for  of  the  infi. 
ivile  miiHitude  of  hbellers  who  personally  attacked  him,  there  is 
ilot  the  name  mentioned  of  a»y  o«e  of  them  throughout  liis 
works  ;^nd  thus,  together  with  their  writings,  hare  they  been 
consigned  to  cteroai  oblifioii.- 
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Yes^  Uittt  beau's  look^  that  vice,  those  critic  ear^    • 
Must  needs  be  right,  so  well  resembling  theirs. 

Perish  the  Muse's  hour,  thus  vainly  sptot 
In  satire,  to  toy  Congreve*s  praises  meant  • 
In  how  ill  season  her  resentments  rule. 
What's  that  to  her  if  mankind  be  a  fool  ? 
Happy  beyond  a  private  muse*s  fate, 
In  pleasing  all  that's  good  among  the  great^  * 
Where  though  her  elder  sisters  crowding  throng. 
She  still  is  welcome  with  her  inn'cent  song  ; 
Whom  were  my  Congreve  blest  to  see  and  know. 
What  poor  regards  would  merit  all  below ! 
How  proudly  would  he  haste  the  joy  to  meet. 
And  drop  his  laurel  at  Apollo's  feet- 
Here  by  a 'mountain's  side,  a  reverend  cave 
Gives  murmuring  passage  to  a  lasting  wave ; 
'Tis  the  world's  wat'ry  hour-glass  streaming  fest. 
Time  is  no  more  when  th'  utmost  drop  is  past  s 
Here,  on  a  better  day,  some  druid  dwelt. 
And  the  young  muse's  early  favour  felt ; 
Druid,  a  name  she  does  with,  pri(Je  repeat. 
Confessing  Albion  once  her  darling  seat ; 
Far  in  this  primitive  cell  might  we  pursue 
Our  predecessors'  footsteps  still  in  view  -, 
Here  would  we  sing — But,  ah !  you  think  I  dream, 
And  the  bad  world  may  well  believe  the  same  ; 
Yes :  you  are  all  malicious  standers  by. 
While  two  fond  lovers  prate,  the  Muse,  and  I- 

Since  thus  I  wander  from  my  first  intent, 
Nor  am  that  grave  adviser  which  I  meant. 
Take  this  short  lesson  from  the  god  of  bays, 
Aod  let  my  friend  apply  it  as  he  please ; 


»  This  alludes  to  Sir  William  Temple,  to  whom  he  gives  £hc 
name  of  Apollo  in  a  few  lines  after.«-S. 
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Beat  qot  the  dirty  paths  where  vulgar-  feet  ham 
trod, 
But  give  the  vigorous  fancy  room* 

For  when  like  stupid  alchymists  you  try 

To  fix  this  nimble  god,  ' 

This  volatile  mercury, 

The  subtile  spirit  all  flies  up  in  futne  ^  , 

Nor  ^hall  the  bubblecj  virtuoso  find 
M^re  than  a  fade  insipid  mixture  lefk  behilwl.  * 

While  thus  I  write,  va§t  shoals  of  Critics  ttime. 
And  on  my  verse  pronounce  their  saucy  doom  5 
The  muse,  like  some  bright  country  virgin,  show* 
Fall'n  by  ipishap  among  a  knot  of  beaux ; 
They,  in  their  lewd  and  fashionable  prate. 
Rally  her  dress,  her  language,  and  her  gait  > 
Spend  :their  base  coin  before  the  bashful  maid, . 
Cuprent  like  copper,  and  as  often  paid  : 
She,  who  on  shady  banks  has  joy'd  to  sleep  ; 
Near  bettejr  animals,  her  father's  sBeep:  , 

Shamed  and  amazed,  beholds  the  chattering  throngs, 
To  thinly  what  cattle  she  is  got  among ; 
But  with  the  odious  smell  and  sight  annoy'd. 
In  haste  «he  does  th'  offensive  herd  avoid,  f 

*Tis  tin^e  to  bid  my  friend  a  long  farewell, 
^Xhe  Muste  retreats  far  in  yon  crystal  cell ; 
Faint  inspiration  sickens  as  she  flies. 
Like  distant  echo  spent,  the  spirit  dies. 

In  tljis  descending  sheet  you'll  haply  find 
Some  short  refreshacient  for  your  weary  mind. 


♦  Out  of  an  Ode  I  writ,  inscribed  "  The  Poet."  The  rest  of 
it  is  lost. — Original. 

+  Would  not  one  imagine  that  Swift  had  at  this  time  alreadjr 
conceiTed  his  idea  of  the  Yahoos  ?— S. 
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«StR  W.  TEMPLB^S  ILLHBSS  AND  RECOVERY. 

Nought  it  contains  is  C4MnnKHi  or  unclean. 
And  once  drawn  up,  is  ne'er  let  down  again  ♦- 


< '  OCCASIONED   BY 

SIR  WILLIAM  TEMPLE'S 

LATE  ILLNESS  AND  RECOVERY. 

WRITTEN  IN  DECEMBER  1693. 

Strange  to  conceive,  how  the  same  objects  strike 

At  distant  hours  the  mind  with  forms  so  like ! 

Whether  in  time.  Deduction's  broken  chain 

Meets,  and  salutes  her  sister  link  again ; 

Or  hunted  Fancy,  by  a  circling  flight, 

Comes  back  with  joy  to  its  own  s^eat  at  night; 

Or  whether  dead  Imagination's  ghost 

Oft  hovers  where  alive  it  haunted  most; 

Or  if  Thought's  rolling  globe,  her  circle  run. 

Turns  up  old  objects  to  the  soul  her  sun ; 

Or  loves  the  muse  to  walk  with  conscious  pride 

O'er  the  glad  scene  whence  first  she  rose  a  bride  J 

Be  what  it  will ;  late  near  yon  whisp'ring  stream. 
Where  her  own  Temple  was  her  darling  theme ; 
There  first  the  visionary  sound  was  heard> 
When  to  poetic  view  the  Muse  appear'd. 
Such  seem'd  her  eyes,  as  when  an  evening  ray 
Gives  glad  farewell  to  a  tempestuous  day ; 
Weak  is  the  beam  to  dry  up  nature's  teai'S, 
Still  ev'ry  tree  the  pendent  sorrow  wears  ; 

^  The  allusion,  I  am  ftfraid,  li  tp  the  Tiaion  of  St  F^ul  in  the 
Acts  of  the  Apostles. 
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Such  are  the  imiiles  where  drops  of  cfjFStal  show 
Approaching  joy  at  strife  with  parting  woe. 

As  when  to  scare  th*  ungrateful  or  the  proud 
Tempests  long  frown,  and  thunder  threatens  loud> 
Till  the  blest  sun  to  give  kind  dawn  of  grace 
Darts  weeping  beams  across  Heaven's  wat'ry  face  ; 
When  soon  the  peaceful  bow  unstringM  is  shown, 
A  sign  God's  dart  is  shot,,  and  wrath  overblown ; 
Such  to  unhallowed  sight  the  Muse  divine 
Might  seem,  when  first  she  raised  her  eyes  tamine. 

What  mortal  change  does  in  thy  face  appear. 
Lost  youth,  she  cried,  since  first  I  met  thee  here  [ 
With  how  undecent  clouds  are  overcast 
Thy  looks,  when  every  cause  of  grief  is  past ! 
Unworthy  the  glad  tidings  which  I  bring, 
Listen  while  the  Muse  thus  teaches  thee  to  sing : 

As  parent  earth,  burst  by  imprisoned  winds, 
Scatters  strange  agues  o'er  men's  sickly  minds. 
And  shakes  the  atheist's  knees ;  such  ghastly  fear 
Late  I  beheld  on  every  face  appear ; 
Mild  Dorothea,  *  peaceful,  wise,  and  great, 
Trembling  beheld  the  doubtful  hand  of  fate; 
Mild  Dorothea,  whom  we  both  have  long 
Not  dared  to  injure  with  our  lowly  song ; 
Sprung  from  a  better  world,  and  chosen  then 
The  best  companion  for  the  best  of  men : 
As  some  fair  pile,  yet  spared  by  zeal  and  rage 
Lives  pious  witness  of  a  better  age ; 
So  men  may  see  what  once  was  womankind, 
u  the  fair  shrine  of  Dorothea's  mind. 


•  Sister  to  Sir  William  Temple.— S.  Lady  Gifford,  a  woman 
of  great  spirit  and  talents,  who  accompanied  her  brother  on  all 
his  embassies.'  Swift  afterwards  quarrelled  with  her  irreconcile- 
i^blj,  a»  appears  from  many  passages  in  his  JournaU 
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You  thai  ivoold  grief  describe^  come  here  and 
trace 
Its  wat'iy  footsteps  ii4  Dorindn's  face :  • 
Grief  from  Dorinda's  face  does  ne'er  depart 
Further  than  its  own  palace  in  her  heart : 
Ah,  since  our  fears  are  fled,  this  insolent  expd^ 
At  least  confine  the  tyrant  to  his  ceU. 
And  if  so  black  the  doud,  that  Heaven's  bright 

queen 
Shrouds  her  still  beams;  how  should  the  stars  be 

seen? 
Thus  when  Dorinda  wept,  joy  ev'ry  face  forsook. 
And  grief  flung  sables  on  each  menial  look ; 
The  humble  tribe  moum'd  for  the  quick'ning  sotd. 
That  fumish'd  spirit  and  motion  through  the  wholes 
So  would  earth's  face  turn  pal4  and  life  decay^ 
Should  Hearen  suspend  to  act%ut  for  a  day ; 
So  nature's  crazed  convulsions  make  us  dread 
That  lime  is  sick,  or  the  world's  mind  is  dead.— 
Take,  ^outh,  these  thoughts,  large  matter  to  employ 
The  fancy  fumish'd  by  returning  joy ; 
And  to  mistaken  man  these  truths  rehearse. 
Who  dare  revile  the  integrity  of  verse : 

Ah  fav'rite  youth,  hov/  happy  is  thy  lot  \ 

But  I'm  deceiv'd,  or  thou  regard'st  me  not ; 
Speak,  for  I  wait  thy  answer,  and  expect 
Thy  just  submission  for  this  bold  neglect. 

Unknown  the  forms  we  the  high-priesthood  use 
At  the  divine  appearance  of  the  muse. 
Which  to  divulge  might  shake  profane  belief. 
And  tell  the  irreligion  of  my  grief; 


*  Lady  Temple,  irhu  is  described  as  a  Tcry  extraordinary  and 
accomplished  woman. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


48  Mimn. 

Grief  that  e^icused  the  tribute  of  mykmf^$f 
And  shaped  my  passion  in  such  Mfoirds  as.tbeise. 

Malignant  goddess !  baiie  to  my  repose,  r 

Thou  univet^g^l  cause  of  all  my  woes  ^ 
Say  whence  it  come$  that  thou  art  growa  of  l«tf p 
A  poor  amusement  for  my  scorn  and  h^te ; 
The  malice  thou  inspif'st  I  nevefc  fail 
On  thee  to  wreak  the  tribiite  when  I  rail ;  . 
Fool's  commonplace  thou  art,  their  weak  enscon- 
cing fort, 
Th'  appeal  of  dulness  in  the  last  resort : 
Heaven  with,  a  pareut'$  eye  regarding  earth. 
Deals  out  to  man  the  planet  of  h^  birth  : 
But  3ecs  thy  meteor  bla«;ie  about  me  shine. 
And  passing  o'er,  mistakes. thee  still  for  mine :  \'  ' 
Ah,  should  I  tell  a  sfecret  yet  unknown. 
That  thou  ne'er  hadst  a  being  of  thy  own,    . 
But  fit  wild  form  dependent  on  tlie  brain,  \ 

Seatf  ring  loose  features  o'er  the  optic  vein ; 
Troubling  the  crystal  fotmtain  of  the  sight. 
Which  darts  on  poet's  eyes  a;  trembling  light ; 
Kindled  while  reSiiSon  sleeps,  but  quickly  flies. 
Like  antic  shapes  in  dteams,  from  waking  eyes :; 
In  sumj  a  glitt'rmg  voice,  a  painted  name, , 
A  walking  vapour,  like  thy  sister  fame^ 
But  if  thou  be'st  what  thy  mad  vot'ries  prate, 
A  female  pow'r,  loose  gavern'd  thoughts  create ; 
Why  near  the  dregs  of  youth  perversely  wilt  thou- 

stay,  . 

So  highly  courted  by  the  brisk  and  gay  ? 
Wert  thou  right  woman,  thou  shouldst  scorn  ta 

look 
On  an  abandon'd  wretch  by  hopes  forsook ; 
Forsook  by  hopes,  ill  fortune's  last  relief, 
Assign'd  for  life  to  unremitting  grief; 
1% 
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For,  let  Heaven's  wrath  enlarge  these  weary  days,  • 
If  hope  e'er  dawnft  the  smallest  of  its  rays.  ^ 
Time  o'ef  the  happy  takes  so  swift  a  flight. 
And  treads  so  soft,  so  easy,  and  so  light. 
That  we  the  wretched,  creeping  far  behind. 
Can  scarce  th'  impression  of  his  footsteps  find; 
Smooth  as  that  airy  njnmph  so  subtly  bom 
With  inoffensive  feet  o'er  standing  com ; 
Which  bow'd  by  ev'ning  breeze  with  bending  stalks. 
Salutes  the  weary  trav'Uer  as  he  walks ; 
But  o'er  the  afflicted  with  a  heavy  pace 
Sweeps  the  broad  scjrthe,  and  tramples  on  his  face. 
Down  falls  the  summer's  pride,  and  si^y  shows 
Nature's  bare  visage  furrow'd  as  he  mows  : 
See,  Muse,  what  lutvoc  in  theseif  ooks  appear. 
These  are  the  tyrant's  trophies  of  a  year ; 
Since  hope  his  last  and  greatest  foe  is  fled. 
Despair  and  he  lodge  ever  in  its  stead ; 
March  o'er  the  rain'd  plain  with  motion  slow. 
Still  sqsut'ring  desolation  where  they  go. ' 
To  thee  I  owe  that  fatal  bent  of  mind, 
Still  to  unhappy  restless  thoughts  inclin'd; 
To  thee,  what  oft  I  vainly  strive  to  hide. 
That  scom  of  fools,  by  fools  mistook  for  pride ; 
From  thee  whatever  virtue  takes  its  rise. 
Grows  a  misfortune,  or  becomes  a  vice ; 
Such  were  thy  rules  to  be  poetically  great, 
^  Stoop  not  to  int'rest,  flattery,  or  deceit ; 
Nor  with  hired  thoughts  be  thy  devotion  paid; 
Learn  to  disdain  their  mercenary  aid ; 


*  What  a  miserable  state  of  mind  must  Swift  haye  been  in 
when  he  wrote  this  !  which  was  owuig  to  the  state  of  dependence 
in  which  he  had  always  liTed  from  his  birth  to  that  time,  with 
but  Uttle  prospect  of  his  being  relieved  from  it.  How  grating 
must  this  have  beon  to  such  a  proud  and  generous  spirit  !-^S, 

VOL.  XIV,  D 
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Be  this  thy  sure  defence,  thy  brazen  wall. 
Know  no  base  action,  at  no  guilt  tnm  pale ; 
And  since  unhappy  distance  thus  denies  - 
T*  expose  thy  soul,  clad  in  this  poor  disguise  -, 
Since  thy  few  ill-presented  graces  seem 
To  breed  contempt  where  thou   hast  hoped  es- 
teem/'  

Madness  like  this  no  fancy  ever  seized. 
Still  to  be  cheated,  never  to  be  pleased ; 
Since  one  false  beam  of  joy  in  sickly  minds        'n 
Is  all  the  poor  content  delusion  finds. — 
There  thy  enchantment  broke,  and  from  this  hour 
I  here  renounce  thy  visionary  pow'r ; 
And  since  thy  essence  on  my  breath  depends. 
Thus  with  a  puff  tj^e  whole  delusion  ends* 


WRITTEN  IN  A  LADY'S  IVORY  TABLE- 
b60K,  1698. 


[This  Is  the  first  of  Swift's  poems  which  displays  his  strong  and 
peculiar  Tein  of  humour*  His  genius  seems  to  haye  thrown 
off  its  encumbrances,  and  assumed  proper  and  legitimate  ex- 
ercise, so  soon  as  he  was  released  from  his  slavish  dependence 
upon  Temple.  J 


Peruse  my  leaves  through  every  part. 
And  think  thou  seest  my  owner's  heart, 
Scrawl'd  o'er  with  trifles  thus,  and  quite 
As  hard,  as  senseless,  and  as  light ; 
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ExposM  to  every  coxcomb's  eyes. 

But  hid  with  caution  from  the  wise. 

Here  y oil  may  read.  **  Dear  charming  saint  i*^ 

Beneath  *«  A  new  receipt  for  paint  :** 

Here,  in  beau-spelling,  "  Tru  tel  deth  ;*' 

There,  in  her  own,  "  For  an  el  breth :" 

Here,  **  Lovely  njrmph,  pronounce  mv  doom  I'* 

There,  **  A  safe  way  to  use  perfume : 

Here,  a  page  fill'd  with  billet  doux ; 

On  t'other  side,  "  Laid  out  for  shoes" — 

**  Madam  I  die  without  your  grace" — ^ 

*^  Item,  foi*  half  a  yard  of  lace." 

Who  that  had  wit  would  place  it  here^ 

For  every  ^eping  fop  to  jeer? 

To  thinic  that  your  brains'  issue  is 

Expos'd  to  th*  excrement  of  his. 

In  power  of  spittle  and  a  clout. 

Whene'er  he  please  to  blot  it  out ; 

And  then,  to  heighten  the  disgrace,  • 

Clap  his  own  nonsense  in  the  place. 

Whoe'er  expects  to  hold  his  part 

In  such  a  book,  and  such  a  heart. 

If  he  be  wealthy,  and  a  fool. 

Is  in  all  points  ihe  fittest  tool ; 

Of  whom  it  may  be  justly  said. 

He's  a  gold  pencil  tipp'd  with  lead. 
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[This,  and  the  foUdwing  piece  of  humour,  which,  in  thelt  own 
peculiar  style,  will  proto^ly  nerer  be  equalled,  were  wriMi^n 
while  Swift  was  cj^plaii^  to  Lord  Berkeley  iq  Ifeland.  None 
of  his  talents  is  more  remarkable  than  the  ease-  with  w^hicjh 
he  could  assume  the  character  which  he  best  pleased  to  occupy 
for  the  moment,  and  bind  4own  his  powerful  ^tilus  to  the 
thoughts,  sentiments,  and  e^^prea^ng  qf  a  climbenBaid  or 
housekeeper*] 


To  their  excellencies  the  Lords  Justices  of  Ire- 
land, * 

The  humble  petition  of  prances  Harris, 

Who  must  starve  a;nd  die  a  maid  if  it  paipcarrie^ ; 

Humbly  sheweth,  tha^  I  ^^ent  to  w^xfifk  ^(Q^ijelf  in 
Lady  Betty*s  f  clji^aiber,  beqs^us^  }  wft^  9pld  5 

And  I  had  in  a  purse  seven  pounds,  fc^  4i^^Qg^> 
and  sixpence,  besid^  iarUiin^s,  ii^  xpoi^y  and 
gold; 

So  because  1  had  been  buying  things  for  my  lady 
last  night, 

I  was  resolv'd  to  tell  my  money,  to  see  if  it  was 
right. 


*  The  Earls  of  Berkeley  and  of  Galway.— H. 

f  Lady  Betty  Berkeley,  afterwards  Germain.—- H. 
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Now,  yoil  rimrt  know,  because  my  trfink  lias  ii\ 

very  bad  lock,  . 

Tfaferefore  all  the  money  I  hate,  whieb,  God  I 

knows^  is  a  very  small  stock, 
I  keep  in  my  pocket,  tied  about  niy  middle,  next^ 

my  smock.  > 

So  when  I  went  to  put  u!p  my  purse,  as  God  would 

have  it,  my  smock  was  unripp'd, 
Atid  instead  of  ][>utting  it  into  my  pocket,  down  it 

slipp'd; 
Then  the  bell  rung,  and  I  went  down  to  put  my 

lady  to  bed ; 
And,   God  knows,  I  thought  my  money  was  as 

safe  as  my  maidenhead. 
So,  when  1  came  up  again,  I  found  my  pocket  feel 

very  light ; 
6ut  when  1  s6arch*d,  andf  miss'd  my  purse.  Lord  ! 

I  thou'^ht  I  should  have  sdnk  outrigtit. 
**  Lotd }  maidam;"  sa/s  Mary,  "  how  d'ye  do  ?" — 

**  Indeed,'*  says  I,  **  never  worse  : 
But  ptay,  Mai^,  can  you  teH  what  I  have  done 

with  my  purse  ?" 
^  Ijtftd  help  mte  !"  says  Maify,  ^*  I  never  stirr'd  out 

of  this  place !" 
^^  Nay,"  said  I,  ''  I  had  it  in  Lady  Betty's  cham- 
ber, that's  a  plain  case." 
So  Mary  got  me  to    bed,    and  cover'd   me   up 

warm: 
However,  she  stole  away  my  garters,  that  I  might 

do  myself  no  harm. 
So  I  tmhbled  and  toss'd  all  night,  as  you  may  very 

well  think, 
But  hardly  evejr  set  my  eyes  together,  or  dept  a 

wink. 
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So  %  was  f^  dreapiM,  methought,  that  I  went  audi 

searched  the  folks  round, 
.A^^wi  in  a  comer  of  Mrs  Dukes's  *  box,  tied  in  a  rag, 

the  money  was  found. 
So  next  morning  we  told  Whittle  f,  and  he  fell  a 

swearing : 
Then  my  dame  Ws^Jgef  J  came;  and  she,  you  know, 

is  thick  of  hearing. 
*^  Dame,"  said  I,  as  Ipud  I  could  bawl,  "  do  yo>u 

know  what  a,  loss  I  have  had  ?" 
**  Nay,"  said  die,  f^  my  Lpfd  Colway's§  folks  are 

all  very  sad : 
l^OT  my  Lord  Dromedary  ||  comes  a  Tuesday  with- 
out fail." 
ff  Pugh  !"  said  I,  "  but  that's  not  the  business  th?it 

fail." 
Says  Cary,  %  says  he,  ''  I  have  been  a  servant  this 

five  and  twenty  years,  come  spring. 
And  in  all  the  places  I  liv'd  I  never  heard  of  such 

a  thing." 
f^  Yes,"  ss^y^  the  steward,  **  "  I  remember  wh^  I 

was  at  my  Lady  Shrewsbury's, 
Such  a  thing  as  this  happen'd^  just  about  the  time 

of  gooseberries/* 


*  Wife  to  one  of  the  footmen. — H. 

+  The  Earl  of  Berkeley's  valet.— H, 

J  The  old  deaf  housekeeper.— H. 

§  Galway.— H. 

U  The  l^iarl  of  Drogheda;^  nrho,  with  the  primate,  was  tosnc. 
^eed  the  two  earls,  then  lords  justices  of  Ireland. 

f  Clerk  of  the  kitchen—H. 

^  Ferris ;  whom  the  poet  t^rms  in  tik  Journal  a  scovAdrel 
dog.    Vol.  U.  p.  115. 
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MRS  Harris's  petition.  S5 

So  I  went  to  the  party  suspected,  and  I  found  her 
full  of  grief: 

(Now,  you  must  know,  of  all  things  in  the  woiid, 
I  hate  a  thief:) 

However,  I  was  resolved  to  bring  the  discourse  sWy 
about : 

**  Mrs  Dukes,**  said  I,  **  here*s  an  ugly  accident 
has  happen*d  out : 

*Tis  not  that  I  value  the  money  three  skips  of  a 
louse  5* 

But  the  thing  I  stand  upon  is  the  credit  of  the 
house. 

*Tis  true,  seven  pounds,  four  shillings,  and  sixpence, 
makes  a  great  hole  in  my  wages : 

Besides,  as  they  say,  service  is  no  inheritance  in 
these  ages. 

Now,  Mrs  Dukes,  you  know,  and  every  body  un- 
derstands. 

That  though  *tis  hard  to  judge,  yet  money  can*t  go 
without  hands.** 

**  The  rfm/ take  me!'*  said  she  (blessing  herself) 
*•  if  ever  I  saw*t  !'* 

So  she  roar*d  like  a  bedlam;  as  though  I  had  call*d 
her  all  to  naught. 

So  vou  know,  what  could  I  say  to  her  any  more  ? 

I  e  en  left  her,  and  came  away  m  v(ke  as  I  was  be- 
fore. 

Well ;  but  then  they  would  have  had  me  gone  to 
the  cunning  man ! 

''  No,**  said  I,  **  *Tis  the  same  thing,  the  Chap- 
lain t  will  be  here  anon.'* 


♦  A  Bsual  saying  of  hers.— H.  f  Swift.— H. 
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56  TOEM^. 

So  the  Chaplain  came  in.    Now  tht  servants  say 

he  is  my  sweetheart. 
Because  he^s  always  in  my  chamber,  and  I  alwi^ys 

take  his  part. 
So,  as  the  devil  would  have  it,  before  I  was  aware, 

out  I  blundered, 
♦*  Parson,-'  said  I,  *'  can  you  cast  a  nativif^y  wheti 

a  body's  plundered?" 
(Now  you  must  know,  he  hates  to  be  cidlM  Parsoh, 

like  tjie  devil !) 
*'  Truly,"  says  he,  "  Mrs  Nab,  it  might  beconte 

you  to  be  more  civil ; 
If  your  money  be  gone,  as  a  learned  Divine  sAys,* 

d'ye  see. 
You  are  no  text  for  my  handling;  so  take  tha* 

from  me ; 
I  was  never  taken  for  a  CoTtfurer  before,  I'd  have 

you  to  know." 
**  Lord  !"  said  I,  ^^  don't  be  angry,  I  am  sure  I 

never  thought  you  so ; 
You  know  1  honour  the  cloth;  I  design  to  be  a 

Parson's  wife ; 
I  never  took  one  in  mur  coat  for  a  conjurer  in  all 

my  life." 
With  that  he  twisted  his  girdle  at  me  like  a  rope,  as 

who  should  say, 
*'  Now  you  may  go  hang  yourself  for  me  !"  and  so 

went  away. 
Well :  I  thought  I  should  have  swoon'd.    **  Lord!" 

said  I,  "  what  shall  I  do  ? 
I  have  lost  my  money,  and  shall  lose  my  true  love 

too  1" 


*  Dr  Bolton,  one  of  the  cIuipUuiis.—- JFAUitSNEK* 
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MBS  HARRIb's  PETITION.  5? 

Then  my  lord  called  me :  "  Harry,  f*'  said  my  Lord, 
"  don't  cry ; 

I'll  give  you  something  toward  thy  loss" :  "  And,*' 
says  mj  buiy^  "  so  will  I." 

Oh!  but,  said  1,  what  if,  after  all,  the  Chaplain 
won't  come  to  ? 

For  that,  he  said,  (an't  please  your  Excellencies,) 
I  must  petition  you. 

The  premises  tenderly  considered,  I  desire  your 
Excellencies  protection. 

And  that  I  may  have  a  share  in  next  Sunday's  col- 
lection ; 

Ami,  over  and  above,  that  I  may  have  your  Excel* 
lencies  letter. 

With  an  order  for  the  Chaplain  aforesaid,  or,  in- 
stead of  him  a  better : 

And  then  your  poor  petitioner,  both  ni^t  and 
day. 

Or  the  chaplain  (for  'tis  his  trade,)   as  in  duty 
bound,  shall  ever />ray. 

*  A  cant  word  of  Lord  waA  Lady  Berkeley  to  Mm  Har. 
Jis.— H. 
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A  BALLAD  ON  THE  GAME  OF  TRAFFIC. 

WRITTEN  AT  THE  CASTLE  QF  DUBLIN,  1609* 

My  Lord,  ^  to  find  out  who  must  deal. 

Delivers  cards  about. 
But  the  first  knave  does  seldom  fail 

To  find  the  doctor  out. 

.  But  then  his  honour  cry*di  gadzooksl 
And  seem'd  to  knit  his  brow : 
For  on  3,  knave  he  never  looks 
But  h'  thinks  upon  Jiack  How.f 

My  lady,  though  she  is  no  player. 

Some  bungling  partner  takes. 
And,  wedg'd  in  comer  of  a  chair. 

Takes  snufT,  and  holds  the  stakes. 

Dame  Floyd  looks  out  in  grave  suspense 

For  pair  royals  and  sequents ; 
But,  wisely  cautious  of  her  pence. 

The  castle  seldom  frequents. 

Quoth  Herries,  J  fairly  putting  cases, 

I'd  won  it  on  my  word,  ' 

If  I  had  but  a  pair  of  aces. 

And  could  pick  up  a  third. 

But  Weston  has  a  new-cast  gown 
On  Sundays  to  be  fine  in. 


♦  The  Earl  of  Berkeley.— H. 

f  Paymaster  to  the  army,— H. 

X  Mrs  Frances  H^ririsi  the  heroine  of  the  precediiig  poem. 
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And,  if  she  can  but  win  a  crown, 
*Twill  just  new  dye  the  lining. 

^  With  these  is  parson  Swift,  * 

"  Not  knowing  how  to  spend  his  tune, 

^?  Does  make  a  wretched  shift;, 
^<  To  deafen  them  with  puns  wd  rhyme/' 


A  BALLAD, 

to  THE  TUNE  OF,  THE  CUT-PURSEff 
WRITTEN  IN  AUGUST  1702. 

I. 

Q^CE  on  a  time,  as  old  $tories  rehearse, 

A  friar  would  need  show  his  talent  in  Latin  ^ 
But  was  sorely  put  to*t  in  the  midst  of  a  verse. 
Because  he  could  find  no  word  to  come  pat  in 
Then  all  in  the  place 
He  left  a  void  space. 
And  so  went  to  bed  in  a  desperate  casei 


«  Written  by  Lady  Betty  Berkeley,  »fterwardg  Lady  Better 
Germain.     See  the  next  poem. 

f  tiady  Betty  Berkeley,  finding  the  preceding  rerses  in  the  au- 
thor's room  unfinished,  wrote  under  them  the  concluding  stanR^a, 
which  g^TC  occasion  to  this  baikd,  written  by  the  author  io  a 
counterfeit  hand,  as  if  a  third  person  had  done  it.— Swift. 

The  Cut'purse  is  a  ball^id  sung  by  Nightingale,  the  ballad, 
^nger,  in  Ben  Jonson's  Bartholomew  Fair.  The  tune  seems  to 
have  been  Tery  popular,  and  the  words  the  subject  of  many  paro- 
4ies.  See  one  upon  an  adventure  of  Jonathan  Wild^  in  Fope  an4 
Swift's  Miscellanies,  Vol.  XIIL  p.  36d. 
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66  pojL^s. 

When  behold  the  next  morning  a  wonderful  riddle  ! 
He  found  it  was  strangely  fiU'd  up  in  the  middle. 

Cho.  Let  censuring  critics  then  think  What  they 
Kst  on^t ; 
Who  would  not  write  verses  with  such  an  as* 
sistant? 

II. 

This  put  me  the  friar  into  an  amazement : 

For  he  wisely  considered  it  must  be  a  sprite ; 
TThat  he  came  through  the  keyhole,  or  in  at  the 
casement ; 
And  it  needs  must  be  one  that  could  both  read 
and  write : 

Yet  he  did  not  know 
If  it  were  friend  or  foe. 
Or  whether  it  came  from  above  or  below : 
iHowe'er,  it  was  civil,  in  angel  or  elf, 
For.he  ne'er  could  have  fiU'd  it  so  well  of  himself. 
Chq.  Let  censuring,  &c. 

III. 

Even  so  Master  Doctor  had  puzzled  his  brains 

In  making  a  ballad,  but  was  at  a  stand : 
He  had  mixt  little  wit  with  a  great  deal  of  pains. 
When  he  found  a  new  help  from  invisible  hand. 
Then,  good  Doctor  Swift, 
Pay  tlianks  for  the  gift. 
For  you  freely  must  own  you  were  at  a  dead  lift ; 
And,  though  some  malicious  young  spirit  did  do\ 
You  may  know  by  the  hand  it  had  no  cloven  foot. 
Cho.  Let  censuring,  &c, 
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[    61    ] 


THE  DISCOVERY. 


[In  the  author's  life  we  hare  mentioned  the  disappointment  wMcii 
he  experienced  under  the  inefficient  patronage  of  Lord  Berke. 
ley,  chiefly  from  the  influence  of  his  Lordship^s  secretary,  Mr 
Bud.  The  following  lines,  among  other  satirieal  elhuions, 
were  the  eridence  of  his  resentment,  and  probably  had  some 
share  in  determining  the  earl  to  get  rid  of  so  untractable  a 
dependent,  by  gratSying  him  with  a  living  so  soon  as  pos- 
sible.] 


When  wise  Lord  Berkeley  first  came  here,  * 

Statesmen  and  mob  expected  wonders^ 
Nor  thought  to  find  so  great  a  peer 

Ere  a  week  past  committing  blunders. 
Till  on  a  day  cut  out  by  fate. 

When  folks  came  thick  to  make  their  co^. 
Out  slipt  a  mystery  of  state. 

To  give  the  town  and  country  sport. 
Now  enters  Bush  t  with  new  state  airs. 

His  lordship's  premier  minister  j 
And  who,  in  all  profound  affairs. 

Is  held  as  needful  as  his  clyster.  % 
With  head  reclining  on  his  shoulder. 

He  deals  and  hears  mysterious  chat. 


*  To  Ireland,  a»one  of  the  lords  justices.— H. 
f  Bush,  by  some  underhand  insinuation,  obtained  the  post  of 
secretary,  ^hlch  had  been  promised  to  Swtft, — H. 
J  Always  taken  before  my  lord  went  to  council.— H. 
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62  rotuSf 

While  every  ignorant  beholder 

Asks  of  his  neighbour,  who  is  that  f 
With  this  he  put  up  to  my  lord. 

The  courtiers  kept  their  distance  due^ 
He  twitch'd  his  sleeve,  and  stole  a  word  j. 

Then  to  a  corner  both  withdrew. 
Imagine  now  my  lord  and  Bush 

Whispering  in  junto  most  profound. 
Like  good  king  I^hyz  and  good  king  Ush,  ^ 

While  all  the  rest  stood  gaping  round. 
At  length  a  spark,  not  too  well  bred. 

Of  forward  face  and  ear  acute. 
Advanced  on  tiptoe,  lean'd  his  head. 

To  overhear  the  grand  dispute  ; 
To  learn  what  Northern  kings  design^  • 

Or  from  Whitehall  some  new  express. 
Papists  disai-m'd,  or  fall  of  coin ; 

For  sure  (thought  he)  it  can't  be  less/ 
My  lord,  said  Bush,  a  friend  and  I, 

Disguis'd  in  two  old  threadbare  coats. 
Ere  morning's  dawn,  stole  out  to  spy 

How  markets  went  for  hay  tod  oats* 
With  that  he"  draws  two  handfuls  out^ 

The  one  was  oats,  the  other  hay ; 
Puts  this  to's  Excellency's  snout. 

And  begs  he  would  the  other  weigh. 
My  lord  seems  pleas'd,  but  still  directs 

By  all  means  to  bring  down  the  rates  ; 
Then,  with  a  congee  circumflex, 

Bush,  smiling  round  on  all,  retreats. 
Our  listenen^tQod  a  whil^  confes^d^ 

But  gathering  spirits,  wisely  ran  for't, 
Enrag'd  to  see  the  world  abus'd. 

By  two  such  whispering  kings  of  Brentford. 

♦  See  "  The  Rehearsal.'»...H'. 
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THE  PROBLEM. 


^^  THAT  MY  I.ORD  BERKELEY  STINKS  WHEN  HE  IS 
IN  LOVE." 


Did  ever  problem  thus  perplex^ 
Or  more  emplov  the  female  sex  ? 
So  sweet  a  passion,  who  Would  think, 
Jove  ever  formM  to  make  a  stink  ? 
The  ladies  vow  and  swear,  they'll  try, 
•Whether  it  be  a  truth  or  lie. 
Love's  fire,  it  seems,  like  inward  heat. 
Works  in  my  lord  by  stool  and  sweat. 
Which  brings  a  stink  from  every  pore. 
And  from  behind  and  from  before  ^ 
Yet  what  is  wonderful  to  tell  it, 
None  but  the  favourite  nymph  can  smell  it. 
But  now,  to  solve  the  natural  cause 
By  sober  philosophic  laws : 
Whether  all  passions,  when  in  ferment. 
Work  out  as  anger  does  in  vermin  5 
So,  when  a  weasel  you  torment. 
You  find  his  passion  by  his  scent. 
We  read  of  kings,  who,  in  a  fright, 
Though  on  a  throne,  would  fall  to  sh — . 
Beside  all  this,  deep  scholars  know. 
That  the  main  string  of  Cupid's  bow. 
Once  on  a  time  was  an  a —  gut; 
Now  to  a  nobler  office  put. 
By  favour  or  desert  preferred 
From  giving  passage  to  a  t — ; 
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64  POBMS. 

Bat  still,  though  fix*d  among  the  stars. 
Does  sympathize  with  hmnan  a — . 
Thus,  when  you  feel  a  hard-bound  breech. 
Conclude  love's  bowstring  at  full  stretch. 
Till  the  kind  looseness  eomes,  suid  then. 
Conclude  the  bow  relaxed  again. 

And  now,  the  ladies  all  are  bent 
To  try  the  great  experiment. 
Ambitious  of  a  regent's  heart. 
Spread  all  their  charms^  to  catch  a  fm- ; 
Watching  the  first  unsavoury  wind. 
Some  ply  before,  ^nd  some  behind. 
My  lord,  on  fire  ajpjd  tfee  dames, 
F — ^ts  like  a  laurel  in  the  flames. 
The  fair  approach  the  speaking  part, 
To  try  the  back-ipvay  to  his  heart. 
For,  as  when  we  a  gun  discharge, 
Although  the  bore  be  ne'er  so  large. 
Before  the  flame  from  muzzle  burst. 
Just  at  the  breech  it  flashes  first : 
So  from  my  lord  his  passion  broke. 
He  f — d  first,  and  then  he  spoke. 

The  ladies  vanish  in  the  smother. 
To  confer  notes  with  one  another ; 
And  now  they  all  figreed  to  name 
Whom  each  one  thought  the  happy  danie. 
Quoth  Neal,  whate'er  th^  rest  may  think, 
I'm  sure  'twas  I  that  sm^t  the  stink. 
You  smell  the  stink !  by  G— <l,  you  lie, 
Cluoth  Ross,  for  I'll  be  sworn  'twas  I. 
Ladies,  quoth  Levens,  pray  forbear: 
Let's  not  fall  out ;  we  all  had  share  ; 
And,  by  the  most  I  can  discover,^ 
My  lord's  a  universal  lover. 

.     13 
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THE  DESCRIPTION  OF  A  SALAMANDER.* 

1705. 


[At  the  siege  of  Namur,  in  1695,  LordCatts  commanded  a  body 
of  English  employed  as  a  storming  party,  and  displayed  such 
cool  intrepidity  amidst  a  most  tremendous  fire  of  artillery  and 
musquetry,  that  be  was  complimented  with  the  name  of  the 
Salamander,  as  if  the  scene  of  flame  and  terror  had  been  his 
proper  element. 

S^t,  no  admirer  of  military  merit,  and  unfriendly  to  Lord  Cutts 
in  particular,  has  employed  his  wit  in  deducing  from  his  rices 
and  follies,  the.  name  bestowed  on  bim  for  his  intrepid 
brarery.] 


As  mastiff  dogs  in  modern  phrase  are 
Call'd  Pofhpeyj  Scipio,  and  Cassars 
As  pies  and  daws  are  often  styl'd 
With  Christian  nicknames,  like  a  child ; 
As  we  say  Monsieur  to  an  ape. 
Without  offence  to  human  shape ; 
So  men  have  got,  from  bird  and  brute, 
^ames  that  would  best  their  nature  suit. 
The  LioUy  Eagle j  Fox^  and  Boar^ 
Were  heroes  titles  heretofore, 
Bestow'd  as  hieroglyphics  fit 
To  shew  their  valour,  strength,  or  wit: 


♦  From  Pliny,  Nat.  Hist.  lib.  x.  c.  67.  lib.  xxix.  c.  4. 
VOL.  XIV.  E 
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POEMS. 


For  what  is  understood  hy  fame, 

Beside  the  getting  of  a  name  ? 

But,  e*er  since  men  invented  guns, 

A  different  way  their  fancy  runs  : 

To  paint  a  Hero,  we  inquire 

For  something  that  will  coaquer.yfre. 

Would  you  describe  Turenne  or  Trump  f 

Think  of  a  bucket  or  a  pump. 

Are  these  too  low  ?— theft  find  out  grander. 

Call  my  Lord  Cutts  a  Salamander. 

'Ti§  well  I — ^but  since  we  live  among 

Detractors  with  an  evil  tongue, 

WJiM)  nwiy  ohject  against  the  term, 

Pliny  shall  prove  what  we  affirm  : 

Pliny  shall  prove,  and  we'll  apply,    • 

And  ni  be  judged  by  standers  by. 

First,  then,  our  author  has  defin'd 
This  reptile  of  the  serpent  kind. 
With  gaudy  coat,  and  shining  train  5 
But  loathsome  spots  his  body  stain: 
Out  from  some  hole  obscure  he  flies. 
When  rains  descend,  and  tempests  rise. 
Till  the  sun  clears  the  air ;  and  then 
Crawls  back  neglected  to  his  den. 

So,  when  the  war  has  rais'd  a  storm, 
I  Ve  seen  a  snake  in  human  form. 
All  stain*d  with  infamy  and  vice. 
Leap  from  the  dunghill  in  a  trice. 
Burnish,  and  make  a  gaudy  show,. 
Become  a  general,  peer,  and  beau. 
Till  peace  has  made  the  sky  serene. 
Then  shrink  into  its  hole  s^gain. 
"  All  this  we  grant — ^why  then  look  yonder. 
Sure  that  must  be  a  Salamander  !*' 

Further,  we  are  by  Pliny  told. 
This  serpent  is  extreipely  cold  ; 
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So  cold,  that  put  it  in  the  fire, 
'Twill  make  the  very  flames  expire  ; 
Besides,  it  spews  a  nlthy  froth 
(Whether  through  rage  or  love,  or  both) 
Of  matter  purelent  and  white, 
Which,  happening  on  the  skin  to  light, 
And  there  corrupting  to  a  wound. 
Spreads  leprosy  and  baldness  round. 

So  have  I  seen  a  batter*d  beau, 
By  age  and  claps  grown  cold  as  snow. 
Whose  breath  or  touch,  wherever  he  came. 
Blew  out  love's  torch,  or  chiU'd  the  flame : 
And  should  some  nymph,  who  ne'er  was  cruel, 
Like  Carleton  cheap,  or  fam'd  Du-Ruel, 
Receive  the  fiUh  which  he  ejects. 
She  soon  would  find  the  same  effects. 
Her  tainted  carcase  to  pursue. 
As  from  the  salamander's  spew ; 
A  dismal  shedding  of  her  locks. 
And,  if  no  leprosy,  a  pox. 
"  Then  I'll  appeal  to  each  bystander. 
If  this  be  not  a  Salamander  ?" 


TO  THE  EARL  OF  PETERBOROUGH, 

WHO   C0MMAND1BD   TJflR   BRtTISH    FORCES   tN   SPAIK. 

MoRDANTo  fills  the  trump  of  fame. 
The  Christian  worlds  his  deeds  proclaim, 
Aad  prints  are  crowded  with  his  name. 
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In  journies  he  outrides  th6  post^ 
Sits  up  till  midnight  with  hi^  host. 
Talks  polities,  and  gives  the  toast. 

Knows  every  prince  in  Eurppe's  face,    . 
Flies  like  a  squib  from  plac^  to  place, 
And  travels  not,  but  runs  ^  .race. 

From  Paris  gazette  d-la-ipajn. 
This  day's  arrivM,  without  bis  train^ 
Mordanto  in  a^  week  from  $pain. 

A  messenger  Comes  ajl  a-reek 
Mordanto  at  Madrid  to  seek ; 
He  left  the  town  above  a  week. 

Next  day  the  postboy  winds  his  horn. 
And  rides  through  Dover  in  the  mom  : 
Mordanto's  landed  from  Leghorn. 

Mordanto  gallops  on  alone, 
The  roads  are  with  his  followers  strown. 
This  breaks  a  girth,  and  that  a  bone  ; 

His  body  active  as  his  mind. 
Returning  sound  in  limb  and  wind, 
Except  gome  leather  lost  behind, 

A  skeleton  in  outward  figure^ ' 
His  meagre  corpse,  though  full  of  vigour, 
Would  halt  behind  him,  were  it  biggen 

So  wonderful  his  expedition. 
When  you  have  not  the  least  suspicion. 
He's  with  you  like  an  apparition. 
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Shines  in  all  climates  like  a  star; 
In  senates  bold,  and  fierce  in  war ; 
A  land  commander^  and  a  tar : 

Heroic  actions  early  bred  in. 
Ne'er  to  be  matchM  in  modem  reading. 
But  by  his  namesake,  Charles  of  Sweden, 


ON  THE  UNION, 


([Swift's  hatred  to  the  Scottiih  nation  led  him  to  look  upon  the 
Union  with  great  resentment,  as  a  measnre  degrading  to  Eng. 
land.  The  Scottish  themselves  hardly  detested  the  idea  more 
than  ht  did  ;  and  that  is  sayidg  as  much  as  possible.] 


The  queen  has  lately  lost  a  part 
Of  her  ENTIRELY-ENGLISH  *  heart. 
For  want  of  which,  by  way  of  botch. 
She  piec'd  it  up  again  with  Scotch, 
Blest  revolution  !  which  cregites 
Divided  hearts,  united  states  ! 
See  how  the  double  n£),tiqn  lies, 
Like  a  rich  coat  with  skirts  of  frize  : 
As  if  a  man,  in  making  posies. 
Should  bundle  thistles  up  with  roses. 


*  The  motto  on  Queen  Anne's  coronation  medal— r-N* 
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Who  ever  yet  a  amon  saw 

Of  kingdoms  without  faith  or  law  ?  * 

Henceforward  let  no  ^ti|.tei»ttaadare 

A  kingdom  to  a  ship  compare ; 

Lest  he  should  call  our  oommonweal, 

A  vessel  with  a  douUe  keel : 

Which,  just  like  ours,  new  rigg*d  aad  mann'd> 

And  got  about  a  league  from  land. 

By  change  of  wind  to  leeward  side. 

The  pilot  knew  not  how  to  guide. 

So  tossing  faction  will  overwhelm 

Our  crazy  double-bottom*d  realm^ 


TO  MRS  BIDDY  FLOYD  ^ 

OR,  THE  RECEIPT  TO  pORM  A  BEAUTY, f  1708, 


FThis  elegant  compliment  led  to  numerous  silly  imitations,  which 
causes  Swift  to  put  a  caution  in  Apollo's  Edict  to  the  Poets.; 

<<  With  females'  compounds  I  am  c|oy'd, 
Wbich  only  pleased  in  Biddy  Floyd,** 


When  Cupid  did  his  grandsire  Jove  entreat 
To  form  some  Beauty  by  a  new  receipt. 


*  f .  e.  Differing  in  religion  and  law. 

+  The  following  elegant  Latin  version  of  this  "  Receipt"  wa» 
first  printed  in  the  sixth  Tolume  of  Dryden's  Miscellanies  9 
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TO  MRS  BIDDY  FLOYD.  71 

Jove  sent,  and  found,  far  in  a  country  scene^ 
Truths  innocence,  good  nature,  look  serene : 
From  which  ingrements  first  the  dextrous  boy 
Picked  the  demure,  the  awkward,  and  the  coy. 
The  Graces,  from  the  court  did  next  provide 
Breeding,  and  Wit,  and  air,  and  decent  pride : 
These  Venus  cleans  from  every  spurious  grain 
Of  nice,  coquet,  affected,  pert,  and  vain. 
Jove  mix'd  up  all,  and  the  best  clay  employed  j 
Then  call'd  the  happy  composition  Floyd. 


IM  LYDIAM. 

Orabat  preeibus  Cnpi«1o  bfimcBs, 
Ut  tandem  omnipoteiig  pat^  fieormn 
Formoflam  lege  oonileret  recenti. 
Arridens  citd,  runs  ad  recetsum 
AlmiM  misit  a? as,  Fldemqae  uiidain 
lUic  repperity  Inoocentiamque, 
£t  vaitain  placidmny  Indulemqae  soaTem  2 
Dextrft,  qaae,  ftcili  Poer  peritiu 
Orif  k  atmio  pndore  pmi^ 
£t  morom  ruditete  iaelegafit^ 
Ac  nimis  timidi  fugadtate. 
Sacne  Pierides  paraiit  deinde 
Ex  anlli  ingenoani  lostitntioiieliiy 
Acmnenqae  acre,  Gratiamqae  tbrmcB, 
Com  se  uofB  nimU  effecente  Fnto. 
Ab  his  flava  Venns  removit  omnem 
Prociil  molitiem,  et  malas  dolosaB 
Mentis  lUecebras,  Ineptiasque 
Bouum  prav6  imitantiiun,  le? esqoe 
Motus,  Oloriolaeqae  Inanitatem. 
Miscet  omnia  Japiter,  lutoqiie 
Temperat  melidi'e,  Lydiamque 
lade  appellat  opo^^sttipefliy  snperbmn. 
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THE  REVERSE 

(to  swift's  verses  on  biddy  FJ.OYD)  ; 
OR  MRS  CLUDD. 


[These  Terses  were  first  printed  by  the  learned  Dr  Barrett,  from 
the  Whimsical  Medley,  a  Ms^nui^cfipt  from  which  he  recovered 
(several  of  Dr  Swift^p  lighter  pieces.  It  seems  to  be  alluded  to 
as  Swift's,  in  a  stupid  imitation  of  the  Liliputian  Ode,  occur- 
ring among  other  trash  in  the  Gulliveriana. 

Honse  of  Van,  Mother  Oudd 
Made  the  man^  fond  of  miid. 

I  do  not,  however,  pretend  to  deny  that  the  line  may  only  re- 
late  to  the  poem  on  Yan^s  house^  which  begins 

When  Mother  Cladd  rose  up  from  play. 

In  that  case  the  authenticity  will  rest   on  the  intrinsic  evi- 
dence.] 


Venus  one  day,  as  story  goes. 
But  for  what  reason  no  man  knows. 
In  sullen  mood  and  grave  deport, 
Trudg'd  it  away  to  Jove's  high  court ; 
And  there  his  Godship  did  entreat 
To  look  out  for  his  best  receipt : 
And  make  a  monster  strange  and  odd, 
Abhorr'd  by  man  and  every  god. 
Jove  ever  kind  to  all  the  fair. 
Nor  e'er  refus'd  a  lady's  prayer. 
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Straight  ope'd  'scrutore,  and  forth  he  toolf 

A  neatly  bound  and  well-gilt  book ; 

Siire  sign  that  nothing  entered  there. 

But  what  was  very  choice  and  rare. 

Scarce  had  he  tum'd  a  page  or  two, — 

It  might  be  moire  for  aught  I  know  -, 

But,  be  the  matter  more  or  less, 

'Mong  friends  'twill  break  no  squares,  I  guess;* 

Then,  smiling,  to  the  dame  quoth  he. 

Here's  one  will  fit  you  to  a  T. 

But,  as  the  writing  doth  prescribe, 

*Tis  fit  the  ingredients  we  provide. 

Away  he  went,  and  searched  the  stewsi, 

And  every  street  about  the  Mews  : 

Diseases,  impudence,  and  lies, 

Are  found  and  brought  him  in  a  trice. 

From  Hackney  then  he  dicl  provide, 

A  clumsy  air  and  awkward  pride : 

From  lady's  toilet  next  he  brought 

Noise,  scandal,  and  malicious  thought. 

These  Jove  ppt  in  an  old  close-stool^^ 

And  with  them  ;nix'd  the  vain,  the  fool. 

But  now  came  on  his  greatest  care. 
Of  what  he  should  his  paste  prepare ;  ^ 

For  common  clay  or  finer  mould 
Was  much  too  good,  such  ^uff  to  hold 
At  last  he  wisely  thought  on  mud ;  -* 

So  rais'd  it  up,  and  calFd  it — Cludd. 
With  this,  the  lady  well  content. 
Low  courtesy'd,  and  away  she  wen^. 
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APOLLO  OUTWITTED. 

i 

TO   THE    HOKd^tJhABLE    MfiS    PINCH,* 
UNDER  HEB  NAME  Or  ARDEti^A. 

Phoebus,  now  shorteninj^  every  shade. 
Up  to  the  northern  /rojwV  came. 

And  thence  beheld  a  lovely  maid, 
Attending  on  a  royal  dame. 

The  god  laid  down  his  feeble  rays. 

Then  lighted  froiti  his  glittering  coach ; 

But  fenced  his  head  with  his  own  bays. 
Before  he  durst  the  nymph  apjptoach. 

Under  those  sacred  leaves,  secure 
From  common  lightning  of  the  skies. 

He  fondly  thought  he  might  endure 
The  flashes  of  Ardelia's  eyes. 

The  nymph,  who  ofk  had  read  in  books 
Of  that  bright  god  whom  bards  invoke. 

Soon  knew  Apollo  by  his  looks. 
And  guess'd  his  business  ere  he  spoke. 

He,  in  the  old  celestial  cant, 

Confess'd  his  flame,  and  swore  by  Styx, 
Whatever  she  would  desire,  to  grant — 

But  wise  Ardelia  knew  his  tricks. 

*  Afterwards  Countess  of  Wincbelpea. 
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Ovid  had  warn*d  her,  to  beware 

Of  strolling  godis,  whose  usual  trade  is, 

Under  pretence  of  taking  air. 
To  pick  up  sublmniiry  ladies. 

However  she  gave  no  fla*  denial. 

As  having  malice  in  her  heart ; 
And  was  resolv'd  upon  a  trial. 

To  cheat  the  god  in  his  own  art. 

'*  Hear  my  request/'  the  virgin  said ; 

**  Let  which  I  please  of  all  the  Nine 
Attend,  whene'er  I  want  their  aid. 

Obey  ray  call,  and  only  mine." 

By  vow  oblig'd,  by  passion  led. 

The  god  could  not  reftise  her  prayer: 

He  wav'd  his  wreath  thrice  o'er  her  head. 
Thrice  mutter'd  something  to  the  air. 

And  now  he  thought  to  seize  his  due^ 

But  she  the  charm  already  tried : 
Thalia  heard  the  call,  and  flew 

To  wait  at  bright  Ardelia's  side. 

On  sight  of  this  celestial  prude^ 

Apollo  thought  it  vain  to  stay ; 
Nor  in  her  presence  durst  be  rude. 

But  made  his  leg  and  went  away* 

He  hop'd  to  find  some  lucky  hour, 
When  on  their  queen  the  Muses  wait( 

But  Pallas  owns  Ardelia's  power  ; 
For  vows  divine  are  kept  by  Fatfc 
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Then,  full  of  rage,  Apollo  3poke : 
^*  DeceilAil  nymph  !  I  see  thy  art  5 

And,  though  I  can't  my  gift  revoke, 
I'll  disappoint  its  pobler  part^ 

Let  stubborn  pride  possess  thee  long, 
And  be  thou  negligent  of  fame ; 

With  every  Muse  to  grace  thy  song, 
May* St  thou  despise  a  poet's  name  I 

Of  modest  poets  thou  be  first; 

To  silent  shades  repeat  thy  verse. 
Till  Fame  and  Echo  almost  burgt. 

Yet  hardly  dare  one  line  rehe^^rse. 

And  last,  my  vengeance  to  complete. 
May' St  thou  descend  to  tq,ke  renown, 

Prevailed  on  by  the  thing  you  hate, 
A  whig !  apd  one  that  wears  a  gown  V* 


VANBRUGH'S  HOUSE, 

BUILT  FROM  THE  RUINS   OF  WHITEHALL  THAT  WAS 
BURNT,    1703. 


[In  the  preface  to  the  Miscellanres,  m  which  this  lively  satire 
first  app^red^'  the  authors  expr-ess  some  conip^nctioa  for 
haying  written  it.  It  does  injustice  to  Vanhrugh,  both  as  a 
poet  and  architect.  The  comedies  of  that  celebrated  dramatist 
afiWrd  excellent  examples  of  light^  easy,  and  natural  dialogues; 
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and  w^re,  as  Gibber  has  recorded,  less  troublesome  to  €kt 
memory  of  the  performers  than  those  of  any  other  dramatist* 
He  died  at  the  house  in  Whitehall  (here  ridiculed),  26th  March 


In  times  of  old,  when  Time  was  young, 
And  poets  their  own  verses  sung, 
A  verse  would  draw  a  stone  or  beam^ 
That  now  would  overload  a  team  j 
Lead  them  a  dance  of  many  a  mile. 
Then  rear  them  to  a  goodly  pile. 
Each  number  had  its  different  power : 
Heroic  strains  could  build  a  tower ; 
Sonnets,  or  elegies  to  Chloris, 
Might  raise  a  house  about  two  stories ; 
A  lyric  ode  would  slate ;  a  catch 
Would  tile ;  an  epigram  would  thatch. 
But,  to  their  own  or  landlord's  cost, 
l^Jow  Poets  feel  this  art  is  lost* 
Kot  one  of  all  our  tuneful  throng 
Can  raise  a  lodging  for  a  song. 
For  Jove  considered  well  the  case, 
ObservM  they  grew  a  numerous  race  j 
And  should  they  build  as  fast  as  write, 
*Twould  ruin  undertakers  quite* 
This  evil  therefore  to  prevent. 
He  wisely  chang'd  their  element  i 
On  earth  the  God  of  Wealth  was  made 
Sole  patron  of  the  building  trade ; 
Leaving  the  Wits  the  spacious  air. 
With  licence  to  build  castles  there  : 
And  His  conceiv'd,  their  old  pretence 

To  lodge  in  garrets  comes  from  thence* 
^       Premising  thus,  in  modem  way. 

The  better  half  we  have  to  say  ; 
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Sing,  Muge,  the  house  of  Poet  Van, 
In  higher  strams  than  we  began. 

Van  (for  'tis  fit  the  reader  know  it) 
Is  both  a  Herald  *  and  a  Poet ; 
No  wonder  then  if  niceljr  sfctH*d 
In  both  capacities  to  build. 
As  Herald,  he  can  in.  a  day 
Repair  a  house  gone  to  decay ; 
Or,  by  achievements,  arms,  device, 
Erect  a  new  one  in  a  trice ; 
And  as  a  Poet,  he  has  skill 
To  build  in  speculation  still. 
*^  Great  JoveJ'*  he  cry'd,  •*  the  art  restore 
To  build  by  ver?e  as  heretofore. 
And  make  my  Muse  the  architect ; 
What  palaces  shall  we  erect ! 
No  longer  shall  forsaken  Thames^ 
Lament  his  old  Whitehall  in  flames ; 
A  pile  shall  from  its  ashes  rise^ 
Fit  to  invade  or  prop  the  skies." 

Jove  smird,  and  like  a  gentle  god, 
Consenting  with  the.  usual  nod, 
Told  Van,  he  knew  his  talent  best. 
And  left  the  choice  to  his  own  breast. 
So  Van  resoly*d  to  write  a  farce ; 
But,  well  perceiving  wit  was  scarce. 
With  cunning  that  defect  supplies : 
Takes  a  French  play  as  lawful  prize ;  f 
Steals  thence  his  plot  and  every  joke. 
Not  once  suspecting  Jove  would  smoke ; 
And  (like  a  wag  set  down  to  write) 
Would  whisper  to  himself,  ^  a  bite  J' 


*  Sic  John  Vanbrugh  at  that  time  held  the  office  of  Clarencieux 
king  of  anns^  which  he  afterwards  disposed  of. 

f  ScjTcral  of  Vanbrugh's  plays  are  taken  from  Moliercs* 

IS 
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Then,  from  this  motley  mingled  style. 

Proceeded  to  erect  his  pile. 

So  men  of  old,  to  gain  renown,  did 

Suild  Babel  with  their  tongues  conlbun4ed. 

Jove  saw  the  cheat,  but  thought  it  best 

To  turn  the  matter  to  a  jest : 

Down  from  Oljnfnpus*  top  he  slides, 

laughing  as  if  he'd  burst  his  sidei^ : 

Ay,  thought  the  god,  are  these  your  tricks  ? 

Why  then  old  plays  deserve  old  bricks  $ 

And  since  you're  sparing  of  your  §tuff. 

Your  building  shall  be  small  enough. 

He  spake,  and  grudging,  lent  hi?  aid ; 

Th'  experienc'd  bricks»  that  knew  their  trade, 

(As  being  bricks  at  second-hand) 

Now  move,  and  How  in  order  stand. 

The  building,  as  the  Poet  writ, 
Rose  in  proportion  to  his  wit : 
And  first  the  prologue  built  a  Mrall  y 
So  wide  as  to  encompass  alL 
The  scene,  a  wood,  product  no  more 
Than  a  few  scrubby  trees  before. 
The  plot  as  yet  lay  deep ;  and  so 
A  cellar  next  was  dug  below : 
But  this  a  work  so  hard  was  founds 
Two  acts  it  cost  him  under  ground. 
Two  other  acts,  we  may  presume. 
Were  spent  in  building  each  a  room  > 
Thus  far  advanced,  he  made  a  shift 
To  raise  a  roof  with  act  the  fifth. 
The  epilogue  behind  did  frame 
A  place  not  deceut  here  to  name. 

Now  Poets  from  all  quarters  ran. 
To  see  the  house  of  brother  Van  : 
Look'd  high  and  low,  walk'd  often  round;     . 
But  no  such  house  was  to  be  found. 
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One  asks  the  watermen  hard  by, 
"  Where  may  the  Poet's  palace  lie  ?" 
Another  of  the  Thames  inquires. 
If  he  has  seen  its  gilded  spires  ? 
At  length  they  in  the  rubbish  spy 
A  thing  resembling  a  goose-pye. 
Thither  in  haste  the  Poets  throngs 
And  gaze  in  silent  wonder  long- 
Till  one  in  raptures  thus  began 
To  praise  the  pile  and  builder  Van : 

**  Thrice  happy  Poet !  who  mayst  trail 
Thy  house  about  thee  like  a  snail : 
Or,  hamess'd  to  a  nag,  at  ease 
Take  journies  in  it  like  a  chaise  i 
Or  in  a  boat  whene'er  thou  wilt. 
Canst  make  it  serve  thee  for  a  tilt  J 
Capacious  house  !  'tis  own'd  by  all 
Thou'rt  well  contriv'd,  though  thou  art  small : 
For  every  Wit  in  Britain's  isle 
May  lodge  within  thy  i^acious  pile. 
Like  Bacchus  thou,  as  Foets  feign. 
Thy  mother  burnt,  art  born  again, 
Born  like  a  phoenix  from  the  flame : 
But  neither  bulk  nor  shape  the  same ; 
As  animals  of  largest  size 
Corrupt  to  maggots,  worms,  and  flies ; 
A  type  of  modern  wit  and  style. 
The  rubbish  of  an  ancient  pile  : 
So  chemists  boast  they  have  a  power. 
From  the  dead  ashes  of  a  flower 
Some  faint  resemblance  to  produce, 
But  not  the  virtue,  taste,  or  juice. 
So  modern  rhymers  wisely  blast 
The  poetry  of  ages  past ; 
Which, '  after  they  have  overtlirown. 
They  from  its  ruins  build  their  own." 

12 
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THE  HISTORY  OF  VANBRUQH^S  HOVSB, 

When  Mother  Cludd  *  ha4  rose  fr(OT^  pl?ty^ 

And  caird  to  take  the  cards  away,^ 

Van  saw,  but  seemed  not  to  regard^ 

How  Miss  pick'd  every  painted  cajrd. 

And  busy  bpth  with  h2(i[id  and  eye. 

Soon  rearVi  a  house  ^wo  stories  high.      ^  '  / 

Van*s  genius,  without  tl^ou^ht  or  lectur€f, 

Is  hugely  tum'd  to  jirchiteclure : 

He  viewed  the  edifice,  and  smil'd, 

Vow'd  it  was  pretty  for  a  child : 

It  was  so  perfect  in  its  l^ind, 

He  kept  the  model  in  his  mind. 

But,  when  h^  fpujfid  the  boys  at  play. 
And  saw  them  dabbling  ii\  their  clay^^ ' 
He  stood  behind  a  stall  to  lurk. 
And  mark  the  progress  of  \he\r  work  j 
With  true  delight  observed  them  ali 

Raking  up  mud  ta  luiUd  ft  vaU- 
The  plan  he  much  admir'd,  and  took 
The  model  in  his  taUe*bodk : 
Thought  himself  now  exactly  skitfd. 
And  so  resolv'd  a  house  to  build : 
A  real  house,  with  rooms,  and  stairs. 
Five  times  at  least  as  b%  as  theirs; 
Taller  than  Miss's  by  two  yards ; 
Not  a  sham  thing  of  clay  or  cards : 


*  The  sttnie  lady  who  is  fererely  handjied  in  the  satire  called  the 
KeTerse. 
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And  8o  he  did ;  for,  in  a  while. 

He  built  up  such  a  monstrous  pile, 

T^t  tio  two  ichiirmen  cAuId  be  fc^uid,  .     .  *' 

Able  to  lift  it  from  the  grpund. 

Still  at  Whitehall  it  stands  in  view. 

Just  in  the  place  where  first  it  grew ; 

There  all  the  little  schoolboys  run, 

Envying  to  see  themselves  outdone. 

From  such  deep  rudiments  as  these,        \ 
Van  is  become,  by  due  degrees. 
For  building  fam'd,  and  justly  reckoned. 
At  court,  Vitruvius  the  second :  * 
No  wonder,  since  wise  authors  show. 
That  best  foundations  must  be  low : 
And  now  the  duke  has  wisely  ta'en  him  - 

To  be  his  architect  at  Blenheim. 

But  raillery  at  once  apart,  , 

If  this  rule  holds  in  every  art ; ' 
Or  if  his  grace  were  no  more  skillM  in 
The  art  of  battering  walls  than  buildfng,  ^ 

We  might  expect  to  see  ne;xt  year, 
A  mouse-trap  inan  cjiief  engineer. 

i  .       '    fi '' J"'  I 

«  Sir  John  Vanbrugh  I|eld  ihe  office  of  compt^oUer-g^eral 
of  his  majesty's  works*  , 
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BAUCIS  AND  PHILEMON. 

ON   THB    BVBR-LAMRNTBD    LOSS    OF   THB   TWO    VKW- 
TRBBS  IN  THE  PARISH  OP  CHILTHORNE,  SOMERSBT. 

1706. 

IMITATXO  rROM  TRV  EieUTII  BOOB  Of  OVlb.  ' 

In  ancient  times,  as  story  tells. 
The  saints  would  often  leave  their  cells, 
And  stroll  about  but  hide  their  quality 
To  try  good  people's  hospitality. 

It  happened  on  a  wirtter  night. 
As  authors  of  the  legend  write. 
Two  brother  hermits,  saints  by  trade. 
Taking  their  tour  in  masquerade. 
Disguised  in  tatter*d  habits,  went 
To  a  small  village  down  in  Kent ; 
Where,  in  the  strollers'  canting  strain. 
They  begg*d  from  door  to  door  in  vain. 
Tried  every  tone  might  pity  win ; 
But  not  a  soul  would  let  them  in. 

Our  wandering  saints,  in  woful  state, 
Treated  at  this  ungodly  rftte. 
Having  through  all  the  village  past, 
To  a  small  cottage  came  ttt  last  ^ 
Where  dwelt  a  good  oW  honest  ye'man, 
Caird  in  the  neighbourhood  Philemon ; 
Who  kindly  did  these  saints  invite 
In  his  poor  hut  to  pads  the  night  ^ 
And  then  the  hospitable  sire 
Bid  goody  Baucis  mend  the  fire  ; 
While  he  from  out  the  chimney  took 
A  flitch  of  bacon  off  the  hook. 
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And  freely  from  the  fattest  side 
Cut  out  large  slices  to  be  fry'd ; 
Then  stepped  p«id(^  to  fetch  them  drittki 
FiU*d  a  large  jug  up  to  the  brink. 
And  saw  it  fairly  twice  go  round  j 
Yet  (what  was  wonderfm)  they  found, 
*Twas  still  replenished  to  the  top. 
As  if  they  ne'er  hitd  touchM  a  drop* 
The  good  old  couple  were  ^ma^'d* 
And  often  oli  each  other  gaz'd ; 
For  both  were  frightened  to  the  heart, 
And  just  began,  to  cry,  "  What  arH  T* 
Then  softly  turned  aside,  to  view 
"Whether  the  lights  Were  burning  Wiuei 
The  gentle  pilgrims^i  soon  aw»r0  OW*^ 
Told  them  their  calling  and  their  ^rrlM^d  t 
^*  Good  folks,  yon  need  not  be  afraid^ 
We  are  but  saints/'  ^e  herauU^  said  i 
"  No  hurt  shall  come  to  you  or  yours : 
But  for  that  pack  of  ckunii^  boonb 
Not  fit  to  live  on  Christian  groundt 
They  and  theiir  h^usest  sbftlfb^  drown'.d; 
While  you  shall  see  voUr  oottage  rise. 
And  grow  a  churqH  pefore  your  ^yes/V 

They  scarce  had  i^k>^9  when  fair  and  softr 
The  roof  began  to  movmt  alpft  i 
Aloft  rose  every  beam  and  rafter  j 
The  heavy  wall  climbM  ^wly  after. 

The  chimney  wid^n'di  luftd  grew  higher^ 
Became  a  steepJie  with  a  fi)>ire«  , 

The  kettle  to  the  top  yf»^  koia^y 
And  there  stood  (neX&BCd,  to  a  joi^^ 
But  with  the  upside  (k>wn^  to  show 
Its  inclination  for  below : 
In  vain;  for  a  superior  force 
Apply^d  at  bottom  &top)»  it^  course  : 
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Doem*d  ever  in  suspense  to  dwdl» 
'Tis  now  no  kettle»  but  a  bcH. 

A  wooden  jade,  wfaicii  had  aifliart 
Uost  by  disuse  the  nrt  to  roast, 
A  sudden  alteration  fecAs, 
Increased  by  new  intestine  wkeds ; ' 
And,  what  exalts  ^9ie  vmnieT  more. 
The  number  made  the  (notion  slower. 
The  flier,  though  it  had  Idufen  leet. 
Turned  round  so  quick  3rou  scarce  could  leeH  i 
But,  slackened  hf  some  lectret  power. 
Now  hardly  moves  ato  inoh  an  hour. 
The  jack  and  >cfaimMey,  near  aUied, 
Had  never  left  ^eaofa  crther's  side : 
The  chimney  to  a  Meeple  |;rown. 
The  jack  would  not  be  left  alone ; 
But,  up  against  the  steeple  rear'd. 
Became  a  dock>  and  stiU  adher'd ; 
And  still  ite  k>ve  to  housebrid  cares. 
By  a  shrill  voice  at  noon,  declares, 
W  aming  the  coaksiatd  npt  to  bum    / 
That  roast  meat,  which  it  cannot  turn. 

The  groaningrchair  begim  to  crawl, 
Like  a  huge  snail^  along  the  wall ; 
There  stuck  aloft  in  puUic  view,  ^ 

ABd  with  small  ohawge,  a  pulpit  gnm. 

The  porringers,  that  in  a  raw 
Hung  high,  and  made  a  glittering  «how. 
To  a  less  noble  substltace  chang'd. 
Were  now  but  leadiem  buckets  rang'd. 

The  ballads,  pasted  on  the  wall. 
Of  Joan  of  Franoe^^  and  English  Mall,  * 


♦  Probably  Molly  Ambree,  upon  whose  warlike  exploits  In 
Aiaaefli  a  j^opukr  ballad  was  eonpostd.  It  is  prawned  hi  tlpe 
B^nes  ^-fiflgtitll  Poetiy,  Vol.  II. 
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Fair  Rosamond^  ahd  Robinhoo^^  •     '*  - ' 

The  little  Children  in  the'  W^od,  -         .       1  * 

Now  seem'd  toie^^k  abutidamie^better^    . ^  (  ..  / 
Improv'd  in  picture,  size?  and  letter :       ii)   y  J  -.>  ^ 
And,  high  in  order  plac'd,  describe  i    [/  i     y  . 

The  heraldry  of  every  trihei?*'.*         ?  ^    •  ' 

A  bedstead  of  the  antique,  mode,  "J 

Compact  of  timber  many  «.  load/  -  ^  '  i' 

Such  as  our  ancestors  did. Use/ i  ^r  ;i    -      /.  -'     *  ^ 
Wasm^Bihoiphos'dinto  pei;rs^::   ^  ^  J  '  ^  i    i' 

Which  still  their  anciient  Jiatwe  kc^p,  .u>f  f 

By  lodging  folks  disposid  to  sleep.  . '  :       .    >" 

The  cottage,  by i  such  fCTjts  as,  these/  ;>  !  .d  i 
Grown  to  a  church  by  just  degrees,  ■  :  .  i  i  J  t 
The  hermits  then  de-sir'd  their  ihost  :  .  .m  .  il 
To  ask  for  what  he  faiicy*d  moi^  ;*  ..[     iT' 

Philemon,  having  paus'd  a  while/ ;  *  /  •     ^  '  * 

Returned  them  thanks  in  homely  style ;  • 

Then  said,  **  My  house  is  grown  so  fine,  '"      •    ; 
Methinks,  I  still  would  caU  it  mine.   . 
I'm  old,  and  faiiiM^ould  live  iatrease;   . 
Make  me  the  parson  if  ydu  please.** 

He  spoke,  and  presently  he  feels 
His  grazier's  coat  fall  down  his  heels : 
He  sees,  yet  hardly  can  believe, 
About  each  aim  a  pudding  sleeve ; 
His  waistcoat  to  a  cassock:  grew. 
And  both  a^^sumM  «  sable  hue  ;  l 

But,  being  old,  continu'd  just 
As  threadbare,  and  as  full  of  dust. 
His  talk  was  now  of  tithes  aM.dues ;  * 

He  smok'd  his  pipe,  and  read  the  news ;  , 


^  The  tribes  of  Israel  are  sometimes  distkiguisbed  in. country 
churches  by  the  ensigns  giYen  to  th^n  l^y  Ja^b^-^H* 
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Knew  how  to  preach  old  sermons  next^ 
VampM  in  the  preface  and  the  text  j  ^ 

At  christenings  well  could  act  his  part. 
And  had  the  service  all  by  heart;  ^ 

Wished  women  might  have  children  fieist. 
And  thought  whose  sow  had  farrow'd  last ; 
Against  dissenters  would  repine,  J 

And  stood  up  firm  for  "  right  divine  ;*^        '  ^ 

Found  his  head  filled  with  many  a  system ;     ,  .  ,  t\ 
But  classic  authors,— he  ne'er  miss'd  *em.  \  j 

Thus  having  furbishM  up  a  parson,  .  :    | 

Dame  Baucis  next  they  play*d  their  farce  on.         • 
Instead  of  homespun  coits,^  were  seen    ^  / 

Good  pinners  edg'd  with  cdberteen ;       ,  ,  j 

Her  petticoat,  transformed  apace^  .  '  '  ^ 

Became  black  satin  fiounc'd  with  lace. 
*^  Plain  Goc^ly"  would  no  longer  down,  , 

•Twas  ^^  Madam,''  in  her ^ogram  gown. 
Philemon  was  in  great  surprise. 
And  hardly  could  believe  his  eyes, 
Amaz'd  to  sec  her  look  twryrim ; 
And  she  admir'd  as  much  at  him. 

Thus  happy  in  their  chajige  of  life. 
Were  sev^al  years  this  man  and  wife  •/ 
When  Oft  ^^^flay,  which  prov'd  their  last^ 
Discoursing  o'er  old  stories  past. 
They  went  by  chance,  amid  their  tidk'. 
To  the  churchyard  to  take  a  walk ; 
When  Baucis^  hastily  crv'd  out,      ' 
"  My  dear,  I.  see  your  forehead  sprout'!'*'— 
•^  Sprout !','  <^uoth  the  man;  •*  what's  this  you  tell 
us*?  "•''-' 

I  hgpe.you  don't  believe^inejealousj 
But  yet,  methinks,  I  feel  it  true ; 
And  reaUy  yours  is  buddiiig  too- 
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Nay, — ^now  I  6atinbt  stif  itiy  ?obt ; 

It  feels^as  if  Hwe^fe  ikkitig  i'tfot.''  '      ; 

Description  w6ul^  but  i\th  my  ifiuSe,      '    '  :  / 
In  short,  they  both  Wef6  toWi^A  to  y 6Ws-  *  *     ' 

Old  goodm^ri  i>bbsbh  of  lh6  'gi^6eh  '':\'  , 

Remembers  he  tlh^  ii^^H  his  seen ;  .     »» ^  ^ 

He'll  talk  of  them  fr6tti  tabdh  ttll  ili'gto,         '     Z'  ' 
And  goes  with  fofe  Vo  sl^W  the  iigtii ; ' 
On  Sundays,  after  eVMti^  plf^y^v. 
He  gathers  all  *l!he  i>krish  thete.;  /   ^       .; 

Points  out  the  ^fe<!;6^  tof  Wittier  yeW •  , ;' 

Here  6aucis,  thfeire  'PhSfetiaoii,  gre^ ':        ';',/' 
Till  once  a  pai^oh  ot  oiir  to'^ii,  '  , 

To  mend  his  ba.i^,  ctft  feat/tis  tlbwh-  '  ' 

At  which,  His  hard  to  b6  Mi^t^d  V.      ^  ' 

How  much  the  oth^'r ti^^e  Vasi  gWeVM,     /^ 
Grew  scrubiyed,  died  k-to|>,  ^ite  bunted  I ' 
So  the  next  tiarso'h  stubbM  iVid  burtit  it. ' 


A  GfeiyB-imiEiEit  %ttm    / 

ON  THE  strrtptfsiE*ii  bfeA-itr'  ow-  ^Afctfefefe*  irtte 


NACK'  MAKER. 


\m.^ 


WkLL;  *tis  as  Bickerstaff)ias  gues3'4^ 
Though  we,9ll  too|c  it  for  a  jest : .  ^ 
Partridge  i^  de^ ;  nay'  V^QV^f  he  4ie^^ 
lEre  tie  cbiild  prove  the  good  ^squire  lied. 


^        if 


ntt  -f-  f!  'v   '  '--*-  >'v/„ 


*  See  the  ludicroui^  CQi^mr|]^  siMfbAied  'by  Sm^tfliNri  STsUbn 
on  the  pretended  death  of  Partridge  the  ustrologer.  Vol.  IX. 
p.  161. 
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Strange,  im  astrologer  shoiild  di^ 
Without  one  wmder  in  the  !*y : 
Not  one  of  all  hi^  crony  stars 
To  pay  their  duty  at  his  hearse ! 
No  meteor,  no  eclipse  ap^ar'd  1 
No  comet  with  a  flaming  beard ! 
The  sun  has  :ro9e  and  gone  to  bed, 
Just  as  if  Partridge  were  ikot  dead ; 
Nor  hid  himself  behind  the  moOn 
To  make  a  dreadful  night  at  noon. 
He  at  fit  periods  walks  through  Aries,* 
Howe'er  our  earthly  m<Aion  varies ; 
And  twice  a-year  he'll  cutth*  Equnior, 
As  if  there  had  hetfa  Hd  such  matter. 

Some  wits  have  wonderM  wfaaet  analogy 
There  is  'twixt  cobbling  *  and  astrbh^ ; 
How  Partridge  made  his  optics  rise 
From  a  shoe*sole  to  reach  the  skies. 

A  list  the  cobbler's  teitoples  ties. 
To  keep  the  hair  out  of  his  eyes ; 
From  whence  His  plain  the  diadem 
That  princes  wear  derives  from  them : 
And  therefore  crowns  are  nowadays 
Adorn'd  with  golden  stars  and  rays^^ 
Which  [Mainly  shows  the  near  alliance 
Twixt  cobbling  and  the  planets'  science. 

Besides,  that  slow<-pac^d  sign  Bootes, 
As  'tis  miscoird,  we  know  not  who  'tis : 
But  Partridge  ended  all  disputes ; 
He  knew  his  trade,  and  caU'd  it  boots,  f 

The  homed  moon,  which  heretofore 
Upon  their  shoes  the  Komans  wore. 


*  Partridge  was  a  cobbler. — Swift. 
f  See  ^18  AkDaoack.-^SwiFT. 
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Whose  wideness  fcepf  theiir  tspen  fr^ica;  owm,  / 
And  Whence  we  clafim  our  9boemgrborn8^i    .       ;  // 
Shows  how  the  art  of  cobbling  hears !    .  / 

A  near  resemblance  to  the  spheres.    ,  ,m   >! 

A  scrap  of  parchment  hung  by  g(^metry^ , »     . ,  -    / 
(A  great  refiner  in  barometry ) .  ,     „       ,     : 
Can,  like  the  star$;  foretiel  the  weather ;        f  ; 

And  what  is  parchm^wt  else  but  leather  ?   i  i 

Which  an  astrologer  might  use 
Either  for  almanacks  or  shoes.      .  ,    . .    :, 

Thiis  Partr^idge,  by  liis  wit  and  pArts> 
At  once  did  practisie  both  the^e  arte.:  ♦  .  u 
And  as  the  boding  awl  (or  r^her    . 
The  bat,  because  her  wings  are  leather)    . 
Steals  from  her  private  cejl  by  night. 
And  flies  ^boulthe  can41«-4ight ;       :   .    , 
So  learned  Partridge  couW  as  wdl 
Creep  in  the  dark  from  leathern,  cell. 
And  in  his  fancy  fly  as  far 
To  peep  upon  a  twinklingiStar.    .  ;   ,.  ,    .  .  ; 

Besides,  he  coiuld  cqiifomiii  the  sph^ec^  /  ? 

And  set  the  plaiaeits  :by  the  ears  ; 
To  show  his  skill,  he  Mars  could  join  / 

To  Venus  in  aspect  malign ; 
Then  call  in- Mercury  for  aid,  ;     .    t 

And  cure  .the  wounds  that  Venus  made.  ,     . 

Great  scbcdars  h^^ve  in  Lucian  read,. 

When  Philip,  king  of  Greece  .was  de^4> 
His  soul  and  spirit  did.divide,  .  .,;} 

And  each  part  took  a  different  side  :       .  /      j     i  : 
One  rose  a  star;  the  other  fell  .  J 

Beneath,  and  mended  shpes  in  Hell.  ,  i 

Thus  Partridge  still  shines  in  each  art. 

The  cobbling  and  ^ar-gazing  part, — 

And  is  instali'd  as  good  a  star 
As  any  of  the  Caesars  are,     . 
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Triumphant  Star !  somepit^Bhofir 
On  cobblers  militant  below,  • 
Whom  roguisb  boys,  in  stormy  nightsi,      !      • 
Torment  by  pissing  out  their  lights,  ^ 

Or  through  a  (^hink  convey  thetr  smoke,        :  *    >  - 
Enclosed  artificers  to  <^6lce.  • 

Thou,  high  exalted  in  thy  sphere,  ' 

Mayst  follow  still  thy  calling  there. 
To  thee  the  Bull  wiU  lend  his  hide. 
By  Phoebus  newly  tann'd  and  dry'd : 
For  thee  they  Argo's  hulk  jvill  tax. 
And  scrape  ner  pitchy  sfdesTbr  wax : 
Then  Ariadne  kindly  lends 
Her  braided  hair  to  m^ke  thee  ends : 
The  points  of  Sagittarius"  dart  -  *     *  ^ ' 

Turns  to  an  awl  by  heavenly  art ; 
And  Vulcan,  wheedled  by  his  wif(9. 
Will  forge  for  th^  a  parikig-rknife.  • 

For  want  of  room  by  Virgo's  side, 
SheMl  strain  a  pointy  land  sit^  astride. 
To  take  the^,  kindly  in  between ; 
And  then  the  Signs  will  be  Thirteen. 


.     THE  EPITAPH. 

Hbrb,  five  fejBt  deep,  lies  on  his  back 
A  cobUery  starwippger,  and  quack ; 
Who  to  the  stars,  in  pure  good  will. 
Does  to  his  beijt  Ipok  upward  still. 
Weep,  all  you  customers  that  use 
His  pills,  his  almanacks,  or  shoes : 


*  <<  Tibi  bracbia  contrabit  ingens 
Scorpius/'  &c. 


I ^ 
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And  you  that  dM  j^our  fortunes  seek. 
Step  to  his  graye  but  onqe  «-#eek  t 
This  earthy  which  beam  his  body's  fvi^i 
You'll  find  has  90 okMich  virtue  in\ ■•  r 
That  I  durst  ptmn  mf  ^ears^  'twiU  ldl»    . 
Whatever  concerns  y^u.foU  ia  i|ireU> 
In  physic,  stolen  g6cAs,or  love^ 
As  he  himsdf  couid^  wbed  above. 


Se VBN  and  ten,  istddyd  ^to  ^miie. 

Of  Fraunce  her  woe  this  is  the  syg«i5, 

Tamys  rivere  twys  y-froiaien, 

Walke  sans  w«y^  wholes  tie  tio£S€ai«  - 

Then  comyth  fooi«the,  tdi  undertstonAe^    ^  •  ' 

From  towne  of  ^^fiffib  «t6  firttjm  Icttide,    ' 

An  hardie  chyftan,*  woe  the  mome, 

Xo  Fraunce  that  evere  he  was  bom. 

Then  shall  the  ^'he  f  be^ejfte  his  bosse : 

Nor  shall  grin  berrys  {  make  up  the  losse. 

Yonge  SyAi^det  shtfll  «gaito  misc^e : 

And  Norway's  ptyd  §  k^in  i^hsBl'ttifitrrylk.         *  ^ 

And  from  the  tree  Wheife  %lttiuitis  feele,  '   " 

Ripe  fruit  shall  cbme,  ttlid  isill  is  t^te.     •  '  ■ 

«  Dukeof  MarlboxoQgh.— H.     f  The  I^a^phio.— H. 

$  Duke  of  Berry.— H.  H  The  yomg  Pretender.— H. 

§  Queen  Anne.— H. 
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Amd  it  i^afi  be  mectye  hi  dlde  la^cmde^ 
Then  old  Inglonde  ishall  be  n6  more. 
And  no  ttian  sl^li  be  sorie  therMenre. 
Geiyonf  «hall  have  three  hedes  agayne^ 
Till  Hapsburge  %  makyth  them  but  twayne^ 


ittfc 


A  DESCRIPTION  OF  THE  MORNING* 

Written  in  april  1709* 

AND  MaST  PftlNTfiD^tK  THE  TATLBR^ 

Now  hardly  here  and  there  a  hackney-coach 
Appearing,  show'd  the  ruddy  mom's  approach*^ 
Now  Betty  from  h^  master's  bed'had  flovii» 
And  softly  s^ole  to  diftoompo^  hei*  own; 
The  dip-shod  ^prentice  itp«  his  master's  door 
Had  par'd  live  dirt,  and  sprinkled  round  the  ioor. 
Now  Moll  bod  whirled  hrdrmop  with  dextrous  airs. 
Prepared  to  scrub  the  entry  and  the  irtaira. 
The  youth  with  broomy  stnnps  faegmn  to  trace 
The  kennel's  edge,  where  wheels  had  worn  the 
place.  §  ' 

♦  Bf  tiie  UiiioQ.-*H. 

f  A  king  of  Spain^  slsin  hy  Hercules,— -& 

%  The  AicUttke  Clwrtes  was  of  tM  HsfpsUlf  fimay.— ff  • 

§  To  find  <dd  iiaO».**-FAvi.misii. 
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The  small^coal  man  was  heard  with  caiieftce  dee^i 
Till  drown'd  in  shriller  ^notes  of  chimney-sweep^^ 
Duns  at  his  lordship's  gate  began  to  me^ }/ , 
And  brickdust  Moll  h^  sereajsii'd  tfaa^iqili  half  tiye 
street.  '.',..•'•.-•:.-; 

The  tun^y  now  his  ilo^fa  vetuming  sees,     ^ ! 
Duly  let  out  a-night9  to  steal  for  fees : 
The  watchful  bailiffs  take  their  silent  stands. 
And  schoc4boys  lag  with  satchels  in  their  hands. 


A  DESCRIPTION  OF  A  CITY  SHOWER. 

IN  IMITATION  OF  VIRGIl's  GEORaiCS. 

WRITTEN  IN  OCTOBER    1710;   AND   FIRST   PRINTED  IN  THE 
TATLEU.  . 

CAREfriTL  observers  hiay  foretd  the  hour, 
(By  sure  prognostics)  when  to  dread  a  shower. 
While  rain  depend^  tke  pensive  cal;  gives  o*fer    * 
Her  frcdies,  ami  pmsuesi^.  tail  no  mdre/     ^ 
Betnming  home  at  night,  you'll  find  th6  siti^ 
Strike  your  offend^  sense  with  double,  stkik. 
If  yoiL  hfe(  wise  then  go  liot  far  to  di Ae : 
Youllspbnd  in  coiaeh^sir^nioxe  than  save  in  wine. 
A  coming  shower  your  shooting  corns  f»resage. 
Old  aches  will  throb,  your  hollow  tooth  will  rage  j 
Sauntering  in  coffeehouse  is  Dulman  seen ; 
He  damns  the  climate,  and  complain^  of  spleen. 
Meanwhile  the  $outh»  rising  with  dabbled  wings, 
A  sable  cloiiid  athwart  the  welkin  flingSs^ 
That  swiird  more  liqwH*  Ihan  it  could  conta'm, 
And^  like  a  drunkard,  gives  it  up  again. 
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Brisk  Su^San  whips  her  Iml^h  from  the  rope. 
While  the  firtft  drii^Hing  shower  is  borne  aslope  r 
Such  is  that  spMlilkling  which  aolne 'Careless  qHeaa 
Flirts  dn  you  from  her  mop,  but  not  so  cieaa :    ■ 
Yon  fly,  invoke  the  gods ;  then,  turning,  stop 
To  rail ;  she,  singing,  stiU  whirison  her  mop. 
Not  yet  the  dnst  had  shunned  th'  unequal  stnfe,    * 
But,  aided  by  thie  wind,  fonght  stiii  for  life» 
And  wafted  with  its(  foe  by  violent  gust, 
'Twas  doubtful  which  was  rain,  and  which  was  durt.* 
Ah !  where  must  needy  poet  seek  for  aid. 
When  dust  and  rain  at  onee  hts  coat  invade  ? 
t  Sole  coat !  wtiere  dost,  cemented  by  the  rain. 
Erects  f  the  nap,  and  leaves  a  cloudy  staiR ! 
Now  in  contiguous  drops  the  flood  comes  down. 
Threatening  with  dehige  this  devoted  town. 
To  shops  in  crowds  the  daggled  females  fly, 
Pretend  to  cheapen  goods,  but  nothing  buy. 
The  Templar  spruce,  while  every  spout's  abroach^ 
Stays  till  His  fair,  yet  seems  to  call  a  coach. 
The  tuck'd-up  sempstress  walks  with  hasty  strides, 
.  While  streams  run  down  her  oird  lunbpella's  tides* 
Here  various  kinds,  by  various  fortunes  led. 
Commence  acquaintance  underneath  a  shed. 
Triumphant  Tories,  and  desponding  Whigs,  J 
Forget  their  feuds,  and  join  to  save  their  wigs. 


*  ^^  'Twaa  dof  btffil  wUcii  W98  tea  mi  which  was  skj.*' 

Garth's  Dispensary. 

f  Originally  thus,    but  altered  when  Pope  published   the 
'<  Miscellanies:" 

<*  Rib  only  coat,  where  dnt  eonfWd  with  rain, 
Roagheof  the  nap,  and  l€av««  a  minsled  stain.** 

X  Written  in  the  first  year  of  the  Ekrl  of  Oxford's  minislry. 
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While  9pouts  ran  cl«lter«ig  o  af  tW  W^  b^y  fius,i  .  *' 
And  e¥€»r  and  ano9  wijbh  f%l^^l  ()in 
The  leather  aouncU ;  he,  tremU^  frof^  igiriibiQ. 
So  whaot  Troy  chwrmen  bore  the  yoodep  sti^jed. 
Pregnant  with  Greeks  impatient  tati^  freed> 
(Those  birily  Greeks>  who^  a^  th?.  moclenii^  4o, 
Instead  of  payii^  ch^^rmen^  ifw  tbegi  thfOiagb) 
Laocoon  stroek  the  outside  wifh  hia  speiur. 
And  each  imprisoned  h?ro  quak'd  fo9  fear. 

Now  from  all  parts  the  swelling  ^fiipM^e^lis  fiqvr,j 
And  bear  their  trophif  s  with  them  afs  they  gq ; 
Filths  of  all  httes  and  odour^  ^^em  t^  tell 
What  street  they  saiFd  frpnis  by  their  sight  aqcl 

smell. 
They,  as  eaoh  torrent  drives  i|iFith[nq|iid  force. 
From  Smithfi^  to  St  Pulchre'a  shsipe  their  couf^^ 
And  in  hugfi  cenftuepce  joined  pit  SnciwhiU  ridg^^ 
$'all  fFow  the  eondmit  profit  to  Hoiborn  bridge^ 
Sweepings  from  butchers'  ^1%  d^^gs  g^s,  9^  < 

bloody 
Drowft'd  piippks»  stii^ijlg  ^aVfi  ^  4rench'( 

miid^ 
Dead  oat^  and  tar»ip?topa  CQWff  f nmUi^g  dowQ 

the  floods 


OK  THE  LITTLE  HOUSE 
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THE  cniTBCHYARD  OF  CASTI^EHOCf.      I7l0« 

Whobver  pleases  to  inquire 
Why  yonder  steeple  wants  a  spire^ 

12 
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The  grey  old  fellow,  poet  Joe,* 
The  philosophic  ^^ausemll  i^ow* 
Once  on  a  time  a  western  blast. 
At  least  twelve  inches  overcast. 
Reckoning  roof,  weathercock,  and  all. 
Which  came  Mrith  a  prodigious  Ml ; 
And  tumbling  topsy-turvy  round. 
Lit  with  its  bottom  on  the  ground  : 
For,  by  the  laws  of  gravitation. 
It  fell  into  its  prpper  station: 

This  is  the  little  i^utting  pile 
You  see  just  by  the  churchyard  stil^ ; 
The  walls  in  tumbling  gave  a  knock. 
And  thus  the  steeple  got  a  shock  ;  * 
From  whence  the  neighbouring  farmer  oaBs 
The  steeple,  Kaock ;  the  vicar,  Wa&s.  f 

The  vicar  once  a^week  creeps  in. 
Sits  with  his  knees  Up  to  hb  chin; 
Here  cons  his  ilotes,  and  tldkes  a  whet. 
Till  the  small  ragged  flock  is  met. 

A  traveller,  who  by  did  pass,       /      »   *! ; 
Observed  the  roof  behind  the  grass  5 ,  i   ' 
On  tiptoe  stood,  smd  rear'd  his  snout, 
And  saw  the  parson  creeping  out : 
Was  much  surprised  to  see  a  crow 
Venture  to  build  his  nest  sb  low. 

A  schoolboy  ran  unto't,  and  thought 
The  crib  was  downy  the  HlackbiFd  caught. 
A  third,  who  lost  his^wiyby  night, 
Was  forced  for  safety  to  itlight, 
And  stepping  o'er  the  fabric  roof. 
His  horse  had  like  to  spoilTiis  hoof. 


*  Mr  Beaumont  of  Trim,  remarkable,  though  not  a  tery  old 
man,  for  Tenerable  white  locks. 

+  Archdeacon  Wall,  a  correspondent  of  Swift's.— F. 
VOL.  XIV.  G 
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Warburton*  took  it  id  his  npddk, 
This  building  was  desigh'd  a  model ; 
Or  of  a  pigeon-house  or  oven. 
To  bake  one  loaf,  and  keep  one  dove  in. 

Then  Mi-s  Johnsout  gave  her  verdict. 
And  every  one  was  pleased  that  heard  it ; 
All  that  you  make  this  stir  about 
Is  but  a  still  which  wants  a  spout. 
The  reverend  Dr  Rayniond  J  gue^s'd   ' 
More  probably  than  all  the  rest; 
He  said,  but  that  it  wanted  room. 
It  might  have  been  a  pigmy's  tomb. 

The  doctor's  family  came  by. 
And  little  miss  began  to  cry, 
(jive  me  that  house  in  my  own  hand ! 
Then  madam  bade  the  chariot  siand^ 
Call'd  to  the  clerk,  in  manner  mild. 
Pray,  reach  that  thing  here  to  the  child : 
That  thing,  I  mean,  among  the  kale ; 
And  here's  to  buy  a  pot  of  aJe. 

The  clerk  said  to  her  in  a  heat,     , 
What !  sell  my  master's  country  seat. 
Where  he  comes  every  week  from  town  ! 
He  would  not  sell  it  for  a  crown. 
Poh  !  fellow,  keep  not  such  a  pother; 
In  half  an  hour  thou'lt  make  another. 

Says  Nancy,  §  I  can  make  for  miss^ 
A  finer  house  ten  times  than,  this ; 
The  dean  will  give  me  willow  ^icks, 
And  Joe  my  apron-fiiU  of  bricks. 


♦  Dr  Swift's  curate  at  Laracor.— F.  +  Stella. 

J  Minister  of  Trim.— F.  §  The  waitiDg.woman,— F» 
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A  TOWN  ECLOGUE.    17ia 

(PIIUT  FUHTXO  IN  THE  TAtKIR.) 


[Swift  and  Pope  delighted  to  ridicule  Philips'  Pastorals^  and 
wrote  seyerai  parodies  upofi  them,  the  fame  of  which  has  beeii 
swallowed  ap  in  Gay's  Shepherd's  Week.] 


Scene,  the  Royal  Exchange. 

CORTDON. 

Now  the  keen  rigour  of  the  wintjer'8  o'er, 
No  hail  descends,  and  frost  can  pinch  no  more. 
While  other  girls  confess  the  genial  spring. 
And  laugh  aloud,  or  amorous  ditties  sing. 
Secure  from  cold,  their  lovely  necks  display. 
And  throw  each  useless  chamng-dish  away  i 
Why  sits  my  PhiUis  discontentai  here^ 
Nor  feels  the  turn  of  the  revolving  year? 
Why  on  that  brow  dwell  sorrow  and  dismay. 
Where  Loves  were  wont  to  sporty  and  Smiles  to  play  ? 


PHILLiSi 

Ah,  Corydon !  survey  the  'Change  around, 
I'hrough  all  the  'Change  no  wretch  like  me  is  found : 
Alas !  the  day,  when  1^  poor  heedless  maid,  ^ 

Was  to  your  rooms  in  Lincoln's  Inn  betray'd ;      > 
Then  how  you  swore,  how  many  vows  you  made ! ) 
Ye  listening  Zephyrs,  that  overheard  his  love. 
Waft  the  soft  accents  to  the  gods  above. 
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Alas !  the  day ;  for  (O,  eternal  shame  !) 
I  sold  your  handkerchiefs,  and  lost  my  fame. 

CORYDON. 

When  I  forget  the  favour  you  bestowed, . 
Red  herrings  shall  be  spawn'd  in  Tyburn  Road : 
Fleet-Street,  transformed,  become  a  flowery  green. 
And  mass  be  sung  where  operas  are  seen. 
The  wealthy  cit,  and  the  St  James's  beau. 
Shall  change  their  quarters,  and  their  joys  forego ; 
Stock- jobbing,  this,  to  Jona1;han's  shall  come. 
At  the  Groom  Porter's,  that  play  off  his  plum. 


.-} 


PI^ILLIS. 

But  what  to  me  does  all  that  love  avail. 

If,  while  1  dose  at  home  o'er  porter's  ale, 

Each  night  with  wine  and  wenches  you  regale  i 

My  livelong  hours  in  anxious  cares  are  past. 

And  raging  hunger  lays  inay  beauty  waste. 

On  templars  spruce  in  vain  I  glances  thro\(r. 

And  with  ^rill  voice  invite  them  as  th6y  go. 

Expos'd  in  vain  my  glossy  ribbands  shiiie. 

And  unregarded'  wave  iipoii  the  twine.  '    * ' 

The  week  flies  round,  and  when  my  profit's  known^ 

I  hardly  clear  enough  to  chamge  a  crown. 

coRvnom     '  i    i   »     :   .- 

Hard  fiate  of  virtue,  thus  to  be  di^rest,       '      •»     • 
Thou  fairest  of  thy  trade,  and  far  the  best ; 
As  fruitmen's  stalls  the  summer  market  grace. 
And  ruddy  peaches  them ;  as  first  in  place 
Plumcake  is  seen  o'er  smaller  pastry  wate. 
And  ice  on  that :  so  Phillis  does- appear      ' 
In  playhouse  and  in  Park,  abor6  the  rest 
Of  belies  mechanic,  elegantly  drest. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


A   TOWN   BCLOOUB.  101 

PHILLIS. 

And  vet  Crepundia,  that  conceited  fair. 

Amid  her  toys,  affects  a  saucy  air. 

And  views  me  hourly  with  a  scornful  eye. 

CORYDON. 

She  might  as  well  with  bright  Cleora  vie. 

PHILLIS. 

With  tliis  large  petticoat  I  strive  in  vain 
To  hide  my  folly  past,  and  coming  pain ; 
Tis  now  no  secret ;  she,  and  fifty  more. 
Observe  the  symptoms  I  had  once  •  efore : 
A  second  babe  at  Wapping  must  be  plac'd. 
When  I  scarce  bear  the  charges  of  the  last. 

CORYDON. 

What  I  could  raise  I  sent ;  a  pound  of  plums, 
Five  shillings,  and  a  coral  for  his  gums ; 
To-morrow  I  intend  him  something  more. 

PHILLIS. 

I  sent  a  frock  and  pair  of  shoes  before. 

CORYDON. 

However,  you  shall  home  with  me  to-night, 
Forget  your  cares,  and  revel  in  delight. 
I  have  in  store  a  pint  or  two  of  wine. 
Some  cracknels,  and  the  remnant  of  a  chine. 

And  now  on  either  side,  and  all  around, 
The  weighty  shop-boards  fall,  and  bars  resound ; 
Each  ready  sempstress  slips  her  pattens  on. 
And  ties  her  hood,  preparing  tp  begoue. 

LB.    W.  H.    J.S.    S.T. 
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A  CONFERENCE 

B£TWB£N 
SIR  H.  P— Ce's  chariot,  AND  MRS  D.  ST— ^d's  CHAIR^ 


[This  dialogue}  which  bears  strong  internal  marks,  of  Swift's  hii^ 
monr,  was  among  those  published  by  Dr  Barrett,  from  the 
Whimsical  Medley.  The  lady  so  severely  handled  was  Miss 
Dorothy  Stopford,  afterwards  Countess  of  Meath,  and  termect 
by  Swift,  in  his  Journal  to  Stella,  <<  that  owl  Doll,  Countess^ 
of  Meath.'*  She  married  Gener^  Gorges  on  the  death  of 
Lord  Meath  ;  and  as  her  second  husband  and  she  died  withia 
a  few  days  of  each  other,  the  circumstance  occasioned  a  second 
satirical  effusion  of  Swift's  humour,  entitled  Dicky  and 
Doily.] 


CHARIOT. 

My  pretty  dear  Cuz,  tho'  I*ve  rov*d  the  town  o'er. 
To  dispatch  in  an  hour  some  visits  a  score ; 
Tho',  since  first  on  the  wheels,  I've  been  every  day 
At  the  'Change,  at  a  raffling,  at  church,  or  a  play  ; 
And  the  fops  of  the  town  are  pleas'd  with  the  notidii 
Of  calling  your  slave  the  perpetual  motion  5 — 
Tho'  oft  at  your  door  I  have  whin'd  font]  my  love^ 
As  my  Knight  does  grin  his  at  your  Lady  above  5 
Yet  ne'er  before  this,  tho'  I  used  all  my  care, 
I  e'er  was  so  happy  to  meet  my  dear  Chair; 
Apd  since  we're  so  near,  like  birds  of  a  feather. 
Let's  e'en,  as  they  say,  set  our  horses  together. 
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CHAIR. 

By  your  awkward  address,  you're  that  thing  which 

should  carry,  •       / 

With  one  footman  behind,  our  lover  Sir  Harry. 
By  your  language,  I  judge,  you  think  me  a  wench  j 
He  that  makes  love  to  me,  must  make  it, in  French. 
Thou  that's  drawn  by  two  beasts,  and  carry 'st  a  brute. 
Canst  thou  vainly  e'er  hope,  I'll  answer  thy  suit  ? 
Tho'  sometimes  you  pretend  to  appear  with  your  six. 
No  regard  to  their  colour,  their  sexes  you  mix: 
Then  on  the  grand-paw  you'd  look  very  gi'eat. 
With  your  new-fashion'a  glasses,  and  na^ty  old  seat. 
Thus  a  beau  I  have  seen  strut  with  a  cock'4  hat. 
And  newly  rigg'd  out,  with  a  dirty  cravat. 
You  may  think  that  you  make  a  figure  moist,  shining. 
But  its  plain  that  you  have  an  old  cloajc  for  ^  lining. 
Are  th6se  double-gilt  nails?  Where's  the  lustre  of 

Kerry, 
To  set  off  the  Knight,  and  to  finish  the  Jerry  ? 
If  you  hope  I'll  be  kind,  you  must  tell  me  what's  due 
In  George's-lane  for  you,  ere  I'll  buckle  to. 

CHARIOT. 

Why,  how  now,  Doll  Diamond,  you're  very  alert  ^ 
Is  it  your  French  breeding  has  made  you  so  pert  ? 
Because  I  was  civil,  here's  a  stir  with  a  pox : 

Who  is  it  that  values  your or  your  fox  ? 

Sure  'tis  to  her  honour,  he  ever  should  bed 
His  bloody  red  hand  to  her  bloody  red  head. 
You're  proud  of  your  gilding;  but  I  tell  you,  each 

nail 
Is  only  just  ting'd  with  a  rub  at  her  tail : 
And  although  it  may  pass  for  gold  on  a  ninny. 
Sure  we  kn,ow  a  Bq-th  shilling  soon  from  a  guinea. 
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Nay,  her  foretop's  a  cheat ;  each  mom  she  does 
black  it, 

Yet,  ere  it  be  night,  it's  the  same  with  her  plackets 

1*11  ne'er  be  run  down  any  more  with  your  cant ; 

Your  velvet  was  wore  before  in  a  mailt. 

On  the  back  of  her  mother;  but  now  'tig 'much  dul- 
ler,— 

The  fire  she  carries  hath  changed  its  colour. 

Those  creatures  that  draw  me  you  never  would  mihd^ 

If  you'd  but  look  on  your  own  Pharaoh's  lean  kine ; 

They're  taken  for  spectres^  they're  so  meagre  and 
spare. 

Drawn  damnably  low  by  your  sorrel  mare. 

We  know  how  your  lady  was  in  you  befriended ; 

You're  not  to  be  paid  for  'till  the  lawsuit  is  ended : 

But  her  bond  it  is  good,  he  need  not  to  doubt ; 

She  is  two  or  three  years  above  being  out. 

Could  my  Knight  be  advis'd,  he  should  ne'er  spend 
his  vigour 

On  one  he  can't  hope  of  e'er  making  bigger. 
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A  DIALOGUE 

BETW£Efi 

SIR  WILLIAM  HANDCOCK  AND  THADY  FITZPATRICK, 
IK  THE  devil's  ANTICHAMBBR. 

Also  from  the  Whimsical  Miscellany. 

THADY. 

You're  welcome  Sir  William ;  by  my  shoul  and  sal- 
vation, 

I  rejoice  for  to  see  one  from  my  own  nation: 

We  have  long  wanted  news:  was  it  growing  wealthy. 

Has  made  all  my  brothers  so  damnable  healthy  ? 

When  I  think  of  their  number,  I  look  for  them 
faster ; 

Sure  they  are  not  grown  honest,  and  quitted  their 
Master. 

Come,  never  look  squeamish,  nor  be  out  of  order. 

We're  here  on  a  level,  good  Master  Recorder. 

Let  me  know  what  has  pass'd,  and  you'll  find  I'll 
be  civil. 

And  speak  a  good  word  for  you  here  to  the  peyil. 

SIR  WILLIAM. 

Oh,  thank  you,  dear  Thady,  and  must  own  for  my 

part. 
It's  much  more  your  goodness  than  it  is  my  desert  \ 
But,  to  speak  for  his  fee.  you  know  'twas  our  calling ; 
Which  because  I  could  not,  I  then  fell  a-bawlingi 
I  never  stuck  out  to  quote  a  false  case  : 
And  to  back  it,  I  e'er  had  an  impudent  face ; 
Or  on  my  right  hand  I  had  always  my  brother. 
To  vouch,  which  we  still  did,  the  one  for  the  other. 
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To  be  sure,  to  be  rich  was  always  my  guide ; 
To  take,  when  I  could,  a  fee  on  each  side. 
All  this  you  well  know.     But  pr'ythee  now  tell 
If  I  have  any  more  acquaintance  in  hell. 
Is  not  that  TuUamore  ?  * 

THADY. 

You  see  how  he  trudges 
At  the  head  of  a  shoal  of  unrighteous  judges. 
By  oppression  and  cheating,  by  rapine  iand  lust, 
"^^e  shall  in  good  time  have  the  rest  of  the  Trust, 
But  our  Master,  the  Devil,  has  solemnly  swore,, 
Till  they're  out  of  commission,  not  to  admit  more. 
If  you  speak  me  but  fair,  you  shall  not  go  far 
To  m^t  with  your  friends  of  the  Bench  or  the  Bar : 
Look  at  Reynolds,  and  Lyndon,  and  Whitshed,  pi\4 

Keating, 
The  four  rogues  s^re  ?|,1I  got  together  a  prating, 

SIR  WILLIAM. 

Pr'ythee,  where  is  fat  Hely  ?  I  durst  lay  my  life. 
That  Jie's  got  tq  heaver^,  by  help  of  his  wife. 

THADY. 

You'll  ever  be  urging  a  reason  that's  faint ; 
If  that  would  have  done,  we  might  each  be  a  saint. 
But  what  is  become  of  Sir  Toby  and  Stephen  ?  f 
There's  neither  of  theiu,  I  am  sure,  gone  to  heavep. 


*  J<>)ia  Moore,  of  Croghan,  in  the  King's  County  ;  cFc^^ted  ia 
1715,  6aroi^  Moore  of  Tull^more:  in  1716,  and  ^gain  in  Feb, 
1722-3,  appointed  one  of  the  Lords  Commissipners  for  holding 
the  Great  Seal  during  the  absence  of  J^ord  (Chancellor  Middleton, 
— Babrett.  v> 

t  Probably  Sir  Theobald  Butler,^nd  Sir  Stephen  Ric^,  Thb 
latter  W^  liQrd  Cljief  Baron  pf  the  ExcJiequen-rBAua^TT. 
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Does  your  brother  as  yet  speak  law  in  a  eause ; 
And  has  Pauca  left  on  making  use  of  his  claws  ? 
Does  the  Bar  from  the  Bench  v/ith  patience  still 

pocket 
The  calling  them  rogue,  and  raspal,  and  blockhead? 

SIR  WILLIAM. 

Paith,  Thady,  our  Judges  are  grown  very  humble  j 
And  one  is  suspicious,  he'll  soon  have  a  tumble. 
The  new  ones  they  keep  the  old  ones'in  awe, 
And  have  taught  them  civility,  prudence,  ^nd  law, 

THADY, 

Pox  take  me.  Sir  William,  why  was  not  I  asking. 
All  this  lime  youVe  been  here,  for  poor  Clara  Gas* 

coyne  ? 
The  woman  that  lay  so  long  by  my  side  ;-^ 
But  I  show'd  I  forgot  her  before  that  I  died. 
I  believe  she's  unmarried,  for  I  think  I  took  caT<f 
To  leave  her  but  little,  jmi4  much  to  niy  heir* 

sin  WILLIAM. 

She  still  is  thy  widow,  thou  barbarous  league^ 
Both  living  and  dead,  thous't  to  her  been  a  plagued: 
It's  not  for  that  sin,  that  I  am  come  here, 
Having  left  all  the  wealth  I  h^  to  my  dear. 

THADY. 

That  thou  e'er  wert  a  blockhead,  you  need  not  no# 

own, 
'But  this  thy  last  action  all  others  does  crown  t 
Thou  scarce  wert  got  hither,  thou  pitiful  cully. 
Before  she  had  gotten  a  lusty  youii^  bully : 
I  have  of  our  Master  a  proverb  to  tell  you ; 
What's  got  o'er  his  back,  is  spent  under  b^»  bell^^ 
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* 

%*  Tbis^Dialogiie  is  taken  from  the  same  MS* ;  and  ascrijied 
to  Swift  on  conjecture.  It  mast  hare  been  written  about  1703.; 
about  which  time  Sir  William  Handcock,  Recorder  of  Dublin^ 
^ied,  and  was  succeeded  in  that  office  by  Mr  John  Forster. 
Thady  Fitzpatrick  represented  the  town  of  Maryborough  in 
King  James's  Pariiament.-^BiiRnETT. 


TO  LORD  HARLEY,  ON  HIS  MARRIAGE, 

OCTOBER  31,  1713. 


[Lord  Harley  married  Lady  Henrietta  Carendish  Holies,  the  daugh* 
ter  and  sole  heiress  of  John  Duke  of  Newcastle.  Bolingbroke 
malignantly  called  this  match  ''  the  ultimate  end  of  a  certain 
administration."  It  was  certainly  the  only  advantage  whiph 
the  Earl  of  Oxford's  family  derired  from  his  possession  of  o^i- 
nisterial  power.] 


Among  tlia  numbers  who  employ 
Their  tpngjies  and  pens  to  give  you  joy. 
Dear  Harley !  generous  youth,  admit 
What  friendship  dictates  more  than  wit. 
'Forgive me,  when  I  fondly  thought 
(By  frequent  observations  taught) 
A  spirit  so  informed  as  yours 
Could  never  prosper  in  amours. 
The  God  <rf  Wit,  and  Light,  and  Arts, 
With  aU.aequir'd  and  natural  parts. 
Whose  harp  could  savage^  beasts  enchant^ 
Was  an  unfortunate  gallant. 

13 
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Had  Bacchus  after  Daphne  reePd, 

The  nymph  had  soon  been  brought  to  yield: 

Or,  had  embroidered  Mars  pursued. 

The  nymph  would  ne*er  have  been  a  prude. 

Ten  thousand  footsteps,  full  in  view, 

Mark  out  the  way  where  Daphne  flew : 

For  such  is  all  the  sex's  flight. 

They  fly  from  learning,  wit,  and  light : 

They  fly,  and  none  can  overtake 

But  some  gay  coxcomb,  or  a  rake. 

How  then,  dear  Harley,  could  I  guess 
That  you  should  meet,  in  love,  success  ? 
For,  if  those  ancient  tales  be  true, 
Phoebus  was  beautiful  as  you : 
Yet  Daphne  never  slack'd  her  pace. 
For  wit  and  learning  sfK)ird  his  face. 
And  since  the  same  resemblance  held 
In  gifts  wherein  you  both  excell'd, 
I  fancy'd  every  nymph  would  run 
From  you,  as  from  Latona's  son. 
Then  where,  said  I,  shall  Harley  find 
A  virgin  of  superior  mind. 
With  wit  and  virtue  to  discover. 
And  pay  the  merit  of  her  lover? 

This  character  shall  Ca'endish  claim, 
Bom  to  retrieve  her  sex's  fame. 
The  chief  among  the  glittering  crowd. 
Of  titles,  birth,  and  fortune  proud, 
(As  fools  are  insolent  and  vain) 
Madly  aspir'd  to  wear  her  chain : 
But  Pallas,  guardian  of  the  maid. 
Descending  to  her  charge's  aid. 
Held  out  Medusa's  snaky  locks. 
Which  stupify'd  them  all  to  stocks. 
The  nymph  with  indignation  view'd 
The  dull,  the  noisy,  and  the  lewd : 
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For  Pallas,  with  celestial  light. 
Had  purify*d  her  mortal  sight ; 
Showed  her  the  virtues  all  combined. 
Fresh  blocnning,  in  young  Harley's  mind^ 
Terrestrial  nymphs,  by  formal  arts. 
Display  their  various  nets  for  hearts : 
Their  looks  are  all  by  method  set. 
When  to  be  prude,  and  when  coquette  $ 
Yet,  wanting  skill  and  power  to  choose, 
iTheir  only  pride  is  to  refuse. 
But,  when  a  goddess  would  be^ow 
Her  love  on  some  bright  youth  below, 
Kound  all  the  earth  she  casts  her  eyes ; 
And  then,  descending  from  the  i^ies. 
Makes  choice  of  him  she  fancies  besty 
And  bids  the  ravish'd  youth  be  bless'd« 
Thus  the  bright  empress  of  the  mom 
Chose  for  her  spouse  a  mortal  bom: 
The  goddess  made  advances  first; 
Else  what  aspiring  hero  durst  ? 
Though,  like  a  virgin  of  fifteen. 
She  blushes  when  by  mortals  seen ;? 
Still  blushes,  and  with  speed  retires, . 
When  Sol  pursues  her  with  hi&  fires* 

Diana  thus.  Heaven's  chastest  queen^r 
Struck  with  Endymion'$  graceful  mien, 
Down  from  her  silver  chariot  came. 
And  to  the  shepherd  own'd  her  fiame. 

Thus  Ca'endish,  as  Aurora  bright. 
And  chaster  than  the  Queen  of  Nighty 
Descended  from  her  sphere  to  find 
A  mortal  of  superior  kind. 
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I  ■ 

PHYLLIS; 

OR,   THE  PROGRESS  OP  LOVE,    1716. 

Desponding  Phyllis  was  endued 

With  every  talent  of  a  prUde  t 

She  trembled  when  a  man  drew  near ; 

Salute  her,  and  she  tnm'd  her  ear : 

If  o'er  against  her  you  were  plac'd. 

She  durst  not  look  above  your  waist : 

She*d  rather  take  you  to  her  bed. 

Than  let  you  see  her  dress  her  head ; 

In  church  you  hear  her,  through  the  crowd, 

Repeat  the  absolution  loud : 

In  church,  secure  behind  her  fan. 

She  durst  behold  that  monster  man  : 

There  practised  how  to  place  her  head. 

And  bite  her  lips  to  make  them  red ; 

Or,  on  the  mat  devoutly  kneeline. 

Would  lifk  her  eyes  up  to  the  ceUing, 

And  heave  her  bosom  unaware. 

For  neighbouring  beaux  to  see  it  bare. 

At  length  a  lucky  lover  came. 
And  found  admittance  to  the  dame. 
Suppose  all  parties  now  agreed. 
The  writings  drawn,  the  lawyer  feeM, 
The  vicar  and  the  ring  bespoke : 
Guess,  how  could  such  a  match  be  broke  F 
See  then  what  mortals  place  their  bliss  in ! 
Next  mom  by  times  the  bride  was  missing : 
The  mother  scream'd,  the  father  chid; 
Where  can  this  idle  wench  be  hid  ? 
No  news  of  Phyl !  the  bridegroom  camcf. 
And  thought  his  bride  had  skulk'd  for  shame; 
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Because  her  father  us'd  to  say. 
The  girl  had  such  a  bashful  way  ! 

Now  John  the  butler  ipust  be  sent 
To  learn  the  road  that  Phyllis  went : 
The  groom  was  wished  to  saddle  crop ; 
iPor  John  must  neither  light  nor  stop,' 
But  find  her,  wheresoe'er  she  fled. 
And  bring  her  back  alive  or  dead. 

See  here  again  the  devil  to  do ! 
For  truly  John  was  missing  too  : 
The  horse  and  pillion  both  were  gone . 
Phyllis,  it  seems,  was  fled  with  John. 

Old  Madam,  who  went  up  to  find 
What  papers  Phyl  had  left  behind, 
A  letter,  on  the  toilet  sees, 
*'  To  my  much  honoured  father — ^these— " 
('Tis  always  done,  romances  tell  us. 
When  daughters  run  a^way  with  fellows) 
Fiird  with  the  choicest  common-places. 
By  others  us'd  in  the  like  cases. 
'*  That  long  ago  a  fortune-teller 
Exactly  said  what  now  befel  her ; 
And  in  a  glass  had  made  her  see 
A  servant  man  of  low  degree. 
It  was  her  fate,  must  be  fcwgiven ;       .. 
For  marriages  were  made  in  Heavei^ : 
His  pardon  begg'd  :  but,,  to  be  plain. 
She'd  do't  if  'twj^re  to  do  again : 
Thank'd  God,  'twas  neither  shame  nor  sin ; 
For  John  was  come  of  honest  kin. 
Love  neyer  thinks  of  rich  and  poor ; 
She'd  beg  with  John  from  door  to  door.  , 
Forgive  her,  if  it  be  a  crime ;  , 

She  11  never  do't  anotlier  time. 
She  ne'er  before  in  all  her  life 
Once  disobey'd  him,  maid  nor  wife." 
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One  argiunent  she  summ'd  up  all  iiu 
'^  The  thing  was  done  and  past  recalling} 
And  therefore  hop'd  she  should  recover 
His  favour  yfheji  h^f  passi^'s  fif^^r. 
She  valued  not  what  others  thought  her. 
And  was — his  most  obedient  daughter/' 
Fair  auddena  ^1  attend'^e  Muse^ 
Who  now  the  wandering  pair  pursues : 
Away  they  rode  in  home^  sort, 
Tb?irJoiuniey  long,  their  ^looey  sjiorti 
T^Q  hvln^  cpuple  well  benH^^a ; 
The  luMTse  md  Wh  the  riders  Air'd : 
Their  victuals  bad,  their  lodgings  worse  s 
Phyl  cried !  and  John  began  to  curse : 
Phyl  wishM  that  she  had  strain'd  a  limb, 
When  first  she  ventured  out  with  him  ^ 
John  wish'd,  that  ^e  1^»4  tfToke  a,  l?g. 
When  first  for  her  he  quitted  Peg. 

But  what  adveQtur#s  mo^^  )>eiei  tbfiofi* 
The  Muse  has  now  90  tiui/e  tQ  teU  tb^nfii 
How  Johnny  wheedled,  tbff  sten'i)^  ff^wn'^t 
nil  Phyllis  all  heir  tnnke^  pawn'4  ^ 
How  on  she  brolce  h^  pa^rri^g^  vows. 
In  kindness  to  maintain  Jt^r  ^ousi^s 
Till  swains  unw^pl^^^yve  ^p^U'd  the  tn4e ; 
For  now  the  surgec^  nw^t  b^  ppiidf 
To  whom  those  p^qnif  ite^  i^re  goa^^ 
In  Chri^an  j^9tlc#  due  tQ  Jolui. 

When  food  and  ra?ipept  wm  grew  9P»P<r^ 
Fate  put  a  p^rM  to  the  fer<5^ 
And  with  exact  pontic  juslipo ; 
For  John  was  lai)4kird^  PhylUs  hostess ; 
They  keep,  at  S^i)baes,  <k?  OHi  Bk^  i3(QW, 
Aie  cat  and  dog^  aqd  ro^f  land  wbore. 

VOL.  XIV.  H 
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HORACE,  Bi)ok  IV.  Ode  IX. 

f.'-  ADDRESSED  TO  ARCfiBISpOP  tIN6»    1718. 


[With  Archbishop  King,  .Swift  preserred  a  sort  of  dnbioiu  friend, 
ship,  ihe  nature  of  Vrhich  is  best  illustrated  by  refeirence'  to 
the  correspondebee  between  them  and  the  cdrrespon&ig  pfts* 
sages  in  the  Jonmal  to  StielU.} 


Virtue  conceal'd  within  our  breast 

Is  inactivity  at  be^ : 

But  never  shall  the  Muse  endure  ' 

To  let  your  rirtties  lie  obscure  ; 

Or  sufFeif  Envy  to  conceal 

Your  labours  for  the  public  weal. 

Within  your  breast  all  wisdom  liesj 

Either  to  govern  or  advise ; 

Your  steady  soul  preserves  her  frame. 

In  good  and  evil  time's  the  same. 

Pale  Avarice  and  lurking  Fraud, 

Stand  in  your  sacred  presence  aw- d ; 

Your  hand  alon^  from  gold  abstains. 

Which  drags  the  slavish  world  in  chains. 

Him  for  a  happy  man  I  own. 
Whose  fortune  is  not  overgrown ; 
And  happy  he  who  wisely  knows 
To  use  the  gifts  that  Heaven  bestows ; 
Or  if  it  please  the  powers  divine,  ^ 
Can  suffer  want  and  not  repine. 
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The  man  who  infamy  to  shun 
Into  the  arms  of  death  to  ran  i 
That  man  is  ready  to  defend^ 
With  life  his  country  or  his  friend. 


TO  MR  DELANY,  Nov.  10,  1718. 


[Tlie  ReT.  Patrick  Delanj,  an  excellent  and  learned  diTine,  had 
been  greatly  patronized  br  Sir  Constantine  Phipps,  who  was 
chancellor  of  Ireland  nnder  Harlej'i  administration.  Being 
in  a  corresponding  d^free  discountenanced  by  the  Whig  mini, 
stry,  lie  was  recommended  to  Swift  as  much  by  similarity  of 
situation  as  by  learning,  wit,  and  social  talents.  He  was  at 
this  time  a  tutor  in  Trinity  college,  Dublin.  The  following 
piece  has  relation  to  tiie  playful  exercises  of  fimcy,  which  She* 
ridan,  Delany,  the  Grattaas,  and  other  friends  of  the  Dean, 
were  wont  to  indulge,  and  which  they  sometimes  drore  to  the 
▼erge  of  extraTagance.] 


To  you  whose  virtues,  I  must  own 
"With  shame,  I  have  too  lately  known ; 
To  you  by  art  and  nature  taught 
To  be  the  man  I  long  have  sought. 
Had  not  ill  Fate,  perverse  and  blind, 
PlacM  you  in  life  too  far  behind  : 
Or,  what  I  should  repine  at  more, 
Plac'd  me  in  life  too  far  before : 
To  you  the  Muse  this  verse  bestows. 
Which  might  as  well  have  been  in  prose ; 
No  thought,  no  fancy,  no  sublime^ 
But  simple  topics  told  in  rhyme. 
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Talents  for  conversalH)^  fit 
Are  humour,  breeding,  senve,  iMAd  iv^ : 
The  last,  as  boundless  as  the  wind^ 
Is  well  conceived,  Itholigh  not  d^fti'd  *, 
For,  sure  by  wit  is  chiefly  meant 
Applying  well  what  we  invent. 
W  hat  humour  is,  not  all  the  tribe 
Of  logic-mongers  can  describe ; 
Here  nature  only  acts  her  part, 
Unhelp'd  by  practice,  books;  t)r  art : 
For  wit  and  humour  differ  quite ; 
That  gives  surprise,  and  this  delight. 
Humour  is  odd?  |[rotesque,  and  wild. 
Only  by  affectaXkm  spoird : 
Tis  never  by  invention  got. 
Men  have  it  when  they  know  it  not. 

Our  conversation  to  refine. 
Humour  and  wit  must  both  combine  t 
From  both  we  learn  to  rally  well. 
Wherein  sometimes  the  French  excel; 
Voiture,  in  various  lights,  displays 
That  irony  which  turns  to  praise : 
His  genius  flrst  found  out  the  rule 
For  an  obliging  ridicule  : 
He  flatters  with  peculiar  air 
The  brave,  the  witty,  and  the  fair : 
And  fools  would  fancy  he  intend^ 
A  satire  where  he  most  commends.  * 


*  These  lines  are  perfectly  chancteristic  of  Yoituve.  ^who  ^f^» 
famous  for  introducing  new  and  €837  graces  into  the  French  btii. 
guage,  and  giving  a  more  agreeable  turn  to  many  trite  and  faini* 
Jiar  modes  of  expression,  by  a  happiness  pecnimr  to  himself.  His 
irony  has  been  particularly  admired  for^  its  singularity  and  ad- 
dress.  Hcj  as  well  as  the  courtly  Waller^  wu  the. poet  ot  the  ftvr  ; 
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But  as  a  poor  fiiMeidii^  beau,     ' 
Because  he  faki  WMdi  Misdce  ii  shmr. 
Nor  can  arrive  M  ^ihrer  hu^e, 
Take3  dp  with  cofiper  ih  thtt  pUm  t 
So  the  pert  dunces  of  mankind^ 
Whene'er  they  would  be  thfougfbt  t>^Aa% 
As  if  the  difference  lay  ahslrura 
Twixt  raillery  aitd  gmeis  ^USD  ^ 
To  show  their  paft^  will  icotd  audi  nit. 
Like  porters  o*«  a  pot  of  ale. 

Such  is  that  claft  of  iioiMariMtK  bears^ 
Always  together  by  the  eatls  j 
Shrewd  fellows  and  arch  wags^  st  tribe 
That  meet  for  lidtbi^g  but  a  gibe  ^ 
Who  first  run  one  atnother  iamtt, 
Aud  then  fall  foul  on  aU  iAke  town  ^ 
Skilled  in  the  horse^au^  flknd  dry  mb. 
And  caird  by  exceH^noe  TU  Clufb. 
I  mean  your  BuU^r^  Dawse^  Car, 
All  special  friendf^  and  alwaya j^r 

The  mettled  Md  the  viciotts  steed 
Differ  as  little  iti  theilf  bre^d  t 
Nay,  Voiture  i^  ^  KkeHofn  Leigh^ 
As  rudeness  is  to  repartee. 

If  what  yon  s^d  t  ^sh  taft^xdce. 
Twill  not  suffice  it  wad  « joke; 
Reproach  not,  though  in  jest^  a  Inend 
For  those  defeats  im  camsot  mend  i 


and  both  hare  oelelMted  tte  tharmiffg  Coutrtesft  of  CarKste.  •  It 
lias  been  obserredt  tbat  fbw  4uUkh^  liUTe  saftmd  so  mttch  by 
translation  as  Voiture.  HU  natiTe  bcaaties  are  of  too  delicate  a 
•Uiut  tO'  DO  copied  Ift  a  forei^ii  Jmi|[wi|^ 

(i  bj  Vdtnrt*!  XMten^  Ibat  he  wat  in  Engtoad  in  1653. 
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His  lineage,  caIliDgi:shtip6^)0£  sense. 
If  nam'd  with  scorn,  gives  jusl  offence. 

What  use  in  life  to  make!  men  fret. 
Part  in  worse  humour  than  they  met  ? 
Thus  all  society  is  lost, 
Men  laugh  at  one  ano^er's  cost  i 
And  half  the  company  is  t^as'd 
That  came  together  to  be  pleas'd : 
For  all  buffoons  have  most  in  view 
To  please  themselves,  by  vexing  you. 

You  wonder  now  to  see  me  iwrite 
So  gravely  on  a  subject  lights  .       ^ 

Some  part  of  what  I  here  design 
Regards  a  friend  *  of  yours  and  mine  5 
Who  neither  void  of  sense  nor  wit. 
Yet  seldom  judges  what  is  fit. 
But  sallies  oft  beyond  his  bounds. 
And  takes  unmeasurable  rounds. 

When  jests  are  carried  on  too  far, '  ■. 
And  the  loud  laugh  begins  the  war,      : 
You  keep  your  countenance  for  shamic,  1 
Yet  still  you  think  your  friend  to  blamet: 
For  though  men  cry  they  love  a  jest, 
*Tis  but  when  others  stand  the  test ; 
And  (would  you  have  their  meaning  known) 
They  love  a  jest  that  is  their  ownl 
You  must,  although  the  point- be  nicc^ 
Bestow  your  friend  some  good  advice ; 
One  hint  from  you  will  set  him  right. 
And  teach  him  how  to  be  polite.         • 
Bid  him  like  you  observe  witl^  care,  ^ 

Whom  to  be  hard  on,  whom  to  spare ; 


*  Dr  Sheridan.— H. 
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Nor  indistinctly  to  suppose 

All  subjects  like  Dan  Jackson's  nose.  * 

To  study  the  obliging  jest^ 

By  reading  those  who^teaqh^it  best; 

For  prose  I  recommend  Voiture*s,  f 

For  verse  (I  speak  my  judgment)  youfs. 

He*U  find  the  secret  out  from  thence«      ' 

To  rhyme  all  day  without  offence ; 

And  I  no  more  shall  then  accuse 

The  flirts  of  his  ill-manner*d  muse. 

1/  he  be  guilty,  you  must  mend  him  ? 
If  he  be  innocent,  defend  him.  • 


«  Which  was  afterward  th«  subject  of  ser ^ral  poems  by  Dr 
Swift  a9dothers.^H. 

f  Sa  pros^  dit  Pelisson,  .est  ce  qa*il  y  a  de  pl)is,chatie|  et  de 
plus  exact ;  elle  a  uii  certain  air  de  galanterie,  WPP  m  troi|?a 
point  ailleurs,  et  quelque  chose  de  si  naturel,  et  de  si  fin  tout  en. 
aemble,  que  la  lecturei  en  est  infinitement  agreable.  Ses  Ters  ne 
8ont  peut^tregueres  moins  beaux^  encore  qu'ils  soient  plus  n^li. 
gez ;  mais  quand  il  meprise  les  regies,  c'cst  en  niattre«"-«MoRERi, 
VUL167.  .      -    ,  .  .    >' 
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ON  THE  bpATta  or  JbfpMA*^  THE  tfSui^B  ; 
WHO  DIED  THE  SIXTH  ,0|.  ^VLr,   17SQ. 


[My  bte  regretted  friend,  Mr  Cooper  Walker,  favoured  Hie  MA 
the  followtngHBticCTcoucemiiig  UiiKBt^  r  *♦  TlKnBil!)jBCt  traa 
John  Demar.  a  great  merchant  in  Dublin,  who  died  9th  July 
I7i0;  SWifl^  wiifi  ^ojooe  6f  htt  il^al  pnHr^  Upp^iHidt id  be  in 
Mr  Sheridan's,  in  Capel  Street,  when  tW  ht^Wi^W'  VkstAkt'^i 
di^tit  Wito  bl'd^  fo  ChM  ;  ah4  the  ^e|(ir  #iil  th«f  jdlbf  cdm- 


Know  all  men  by  these  presents.  Death,  the  tartlfef, 
By  mortgage  has  secured  the  corpse  of  Demar : 
Nor  can  four  hundred  thousand  sterling  pound 
Redeem  him  from  his  prison  under  ground. 
His  heirs  might  well,  of  all  his  wealth  possessed,. . 
Bestow  to  bury  him  one  iron  chest. 
Plutus,  the  god  of  wealth,  will  joy  to  know 
His  faithful  steward  in  the  shades  below. 
He  walk'd  the  streets  and  wore  a  threadbare  cloak  5 
He  din'd  and  supp'd  at  charge  of  other  folk : 
And  by  his  looks,  had  he  held  out  his  palms. 
He  might  be  thought  an  object  fit  for  alms* 
So,  to  the  poor  if  he  refiisM  his  pelf. 
He  us'd  them  fyll  as  kindly  as  himself. 
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Wherever  he  went,  he  never  saw  his  betters ; 
Jjovds,  knights>  and  squires,  were  all  his  humble 

debter^; 
And  under  hand  and  seal,  the  Irish  nation 
Were  forc'd  to  own  t^  him  their  obligation. 

He  that  could  once  liave  bal^  a  kingdom  bought 
In  half  a  minttte  is  not  worth  a  groat. 
His  coffers  from  the  colSft  could  not  save, 
Nor  all  his  interest  keep  him  from  the  gtave.  .  - 
A  golden  mbnument  would  not  be  right. 
Because  we  wish  the  earth  upon  him  lighU 

Oh  London  Tavern  t  *  thou  hast  lost  a  friend. 
Though  in  thy  walls  he  ne'er  did  farthing  spend: 
He  touchM  the  pence  when  others  touch d  the  pot; 
The  hand  that  signed  the  mortgage  paid  the  shot. 

Old  as  he  was,  no  vulgar  known  disease 
On  him  could  ever  boast  a  power  to  seize  ; 
*^  t  B^  as  he  weighed  his  gold,  grim  Death  hi  spite 
Cast  in  his  dart,  which  made  three  moidores  light} 

l^lew  his  last  breath  to  siii  the  lighter  scale.*' 
He  who  so  long  waa  current,  'twould  be  strange 
If  he  should  now  be  cry'd  down  since  his  changf  • 

The  seKMm  shall  green  sodd  to  thee  bestow } 
Alas,  the  sextan  is  t%  banker  now  I 
A  dismal  banker  must  tbat  banker  be. 
Who  give&  no  billis  but  of  mortality ! 


•  A  taTera  in  Dablin,  where  Demar  kept  bis  office—- F. 

Mr  Walker  found  this  note  in  the  diar  j  of  a  deceased  friend : 
<^  As  I  passed  through  Smithfield  (Dablin),  I  saw  the  honse, 
No.  34,  in  which  the  rraaafkable  John  Demar,  the  usnrer  lired 
and  died.  He  was  buried  ia  the  S.  W.  corner  of  St  Fkul'i  cbnrclp. 
yard.— No  tombstone  for  mamy  jears/' 

f  These  four  lines  werd  wxittm  by  Stella«— F. 
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EPITAPH  ON  THE  SAME-  ; 

BEifiEATH  this  verdaiit  hillock  lies 
Demar,  the  wealthy  aad  the  wise. 
His  heirs,  that  he  might  safely  rest^ 
Have  put  his  carcase  in  a  chest  5 
The  very  ches;t  in  which,  they  say. 
His  other  self,  his  money,  lay. 
Audi  if  his  heirs  continue  kind. 
'  To  that  dear  self  he  left  behind, 
I  darjB  believe,  that  four  in  fiye 
Will  think  his  better  half  alive. 


i 


TO  MRS  HOUGHTON  OF  BOURMONT, 

OH  PRAISINQ  HBR  HUSBAND  TO  DR  SWIFT. 

You.  always  are  making  a  God  of  your  Spouse ; 
But  this  neither  Reason  nor  Conscience  allows : 
Perhaps  you  will  say,  *tis  in  gratHtide  due. 
And  you  adorcf  him,  because  he  adores  you. 
Your  argument's  weak,  and  so  you  will  find ; 
For  you,  by  this  rule,  must  adore  all  mankinds 


Digitized  by 


Google 


[   i»s  ] 


VERSES, 

WRITTEN  ON  A  WINDOW,  AT  THE  DEANSRT  HOUSE, 
ST  PATKICt's. 

Are  the  guests  of  this  house  still  doom'd  to  be 

cheated  ? 
Sure  the  Fates  have  decreed  they  by  halves  should 

be  treated. 
In  the  days  of  good  John,  *  if  you  came  here  to  dine. 
You  had  choice  of  good  meat,  but  no  choice  of 

good  wine. 
In  Jonathan's  reign,  if  you  came  here  to  eat. 
You  have  chpice  'of  good  wine,  but  no  choice  of 

good  meat. 
O  Jove !  then  how  fully  might  all  sides  be  blest, 
Would'st  thou  but  agree  to  thi^  humble  request! 
Put  both  deans  in  one ;  or,   if  that's   too  much 

trouble. 
Instead  of  the  deans,  make  the  deanery  double. 


ON  ANOTHER  WINDOW,  t 

A  BARD,  on  whom  Phoebus  his  spirit  bestowed. 
Resolving  t*  acknowledge  the  bounty  he  ow'd. 


*  Dr  Sterne,  the  predecessor  of  Swift  in  the  deanery  of  St  Bfu 
trick's,  and  afterward  bishop  of  Clogher,  was  distinguished  for 
hb  hospitality^— F. 

+  Written  by  Dr  Delany,  in  conjunction  with  Stella,  as  appears 
from  the  Terses  which  follow. 
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Found  out  a  new  method  at  once  of  confessing. 
And  making  the  most  of  so  mighty  a  blessing : 
To  the  God  he'd  be  gratefid;  but  mortals  he'd 

chouse. 
By  making  his  patron  preside  in  his  house  ^ 
And  wisely  foresaw  this  advantage  from  thence. 
That  the  God  would  in  honour  bear  most  of  th* 

^ypehce; 
So  the  bard  he  finds  drink,  and  leaves  Ph^bus  to 

treat 
With  the  thoughts  he  inspires,  regardless  of  meat. 
Hence  ih^y  that  come  hither  expecting  to  dine, 
Arp  alwu^s  fobb'4  off  witb  sheer  wit  ?md  sheer  win^. 


APOLLO  TO  THE  DEAN.    17*0, 


[This  was  written  by  Swift^  in  reply  to  tke  Teries  on  tb^  win^ 
dows.3 


KiGHT  trusty,  and  so  forth|r—  ,w«  let  you  t^^  know 
We  are  very  ill  us*d  hy  you  mortals  bek>w. 
For,  first,  I  hate  often  by  chemists  been  told. 
Though  I4now  notbtng  W^iti»l4h«tmakegold^ 
Which  when  you  have  got^you  so  carefulty  hidQ  it. 
That,  since  I  was  bolH)  1  hardly  have  spy  dit 
Then  it  must  be  allowed,  that,  whenever  t  sb^^e^ 
I  forwi^  the  grassi  wii  I  ripm  the  vm^ } 
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To  n^  the  9Qod  fellows  B^ply  for  relief, 

Wi^oHt  wj^m  they  coi^  get  neUlier  djBMt  hbt 

beef: 
Yet  their  wine  «nd  dieir  victuals  those  cm^tnlgeon 

lohbards 
Look  up  from  my  nght  in  cellars  and  cupboanfe. 
That  I  h|tw  an  ill  eye,  they  wi<^e41y  think. 
And  taint  aU  theur  meat,  and  sour  all  their  jifadnk. 
But,  tlurdly  and  lastly,  it  must  be  allowed, 
I  alone  oan  inepiDe  the  poetical  crowd ! 
This  is  gratefoUy  own'd  by  each  boy  in  ih&c^eg^ 
Whom  if  I  inspire,  it  is  not  to  my  knowledge. 
This  erery  pretender  to  rhyme  will  admit,  ' 

WitboMi  troubling  Ins  head  about  jndgmei^  ^  wit 
These  geatilemen  use  me  with  kindness  and  free- 

Amy 
And  as  for  their  works,  when  I  please  i  May  read, 

'i9m«  . 
They  he  opm  oa  .piurpose  on  cpuntei^  and  stalls. 
And  the  titles  I  view,  when  I  shine  on  the  walls. 
But  a  comrade  of  yours,  that  traitor  Dekuiy, 
Whom  I  for  your  sake  love  better  than  any. 
And,  of  my  mere  motion,  aiMl  spi^cial  good  gmce^r ! 
Intended  in  time  to  succeed  in  your  place. 
On  Tuesday  the  tenth  seditiouriy  came 
With  a  ceirtain  fidse  traitress,  one  Stella  by  name, 
To  the  deanery  house,  and  on  the  fK>rth  glass^ 
Where  for  fear  of  the  cold  I  never  can  pass. 
Then  and  there,  vi  et  urmis,  with  a  certain  utensil. 
Of  value  iive  shillings,  in  English  a  pencil. 
Did  maliciously,  falsely,  and  traitoroui^y  write,     * 
While  Stella  aforesaid  stood  by  with  a  light. 
My  sister  had  lately  deposed  upon  oath. 
That  she  stopt  in  her  course  to  look  at  them  both  i 
That  Stella  was  helping,  abetting  and  aiding ; 
And  still,  as  he  writ,  stood  smiling  and  reading: 
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I 

That  her  eyjfes  were  as  bright  as  my»elf  atnodn-dapr. 
But  her  graceful  black  locks  were  all  mingled  with 

grey: 
And  by  the  description  I  certainly  know, 
'Tis  the  nymph  that  I  courted  some  ten  years  ago; 
Whom  when  I  with  the  best  of  my  tatents  endued 
On  her  promise  of  yielding,  she  acted  the  prude : 
That  some  verses  were  writ  with  felonious  intent. 
Direct  to  the  north,  where  1  never  fet  went : 
That  the  letters  appeared  reversed  through  the  pane. 
But  in  Stella's  bright  eyes  they  were  placed  right 

again: 
Wherein  she  distinctly  could  read  every  line. 
And  presently  guess'd  that  the  fancy  was  mine. 
She  can  swear  to  the  pierson,  whom  oft  she  has  seeii 
At  night  between  Cavan  Street  and  College  Green. 
Now  ycai  see  why  his  verses  so  seldom  are  shown ; 
I'he  reason  is  plain,  they  are  none  of  his  own : 
And  observe  while  you  live  that  no  man  issby 
To  discover  the  goods  he  came  honestly  by. 
If  I  light  on  a  thought,  he  will  certainly  steal  it. 
And  when  he  has  get  it,  find  ways  to  conceal  it : 
Of  all  the  fine  things  he  keeps  in  the  dark. 
There's  scarce  one  in  ten  but  what  has  my  mark  ; 
And  let  them  be  seen  by  the  world  if  he  dare,    ' 
I'll  ms^e  it  appear  tlaey  are  all  stolen  ware. 
But  as  for  the  poem  he  writ  on  your  sash, 
I  think  I  have  now  got  him  under  my  lash ;       i 
My  sister  transcribed  it  last  night  to  his  sorrow. 
And  the  public  shall  see't,  if  I  Kve  till  to-morrow.  ^ 
Through  the  zodiac  around,   it  shall  quickly  be 

spread 
In  all  parts  of  the  globe  where  your  language  is 

read.  .  \ 

.  He  knows  very  well,  I  ne'er  gave  a  refusal,  "  ; 
When  he  ask'd  for  my  aid  in  the  forms  that  are  usual : 
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But  the  secret  is  this ;  I  did  lately  intend 
To  write  a  few  verses  on  y*oti  as  my  friend : 
I  studied  a  foiHiight;  before  I  could  find. 
As  I  rode  in  my  chariol;,  a  thought  to  my  mitid. 
And  resolved  the  next  winter  (for  that  is  my  time. 
When  the  days  are  at  shortest)  to  get  it  in  rhyme ; 
Till  then  it  was  lock'd  in  my  box  at  Parnassus ; 
When  Uiat  subtle  companion,  in  hopes  to  surpass 

USy 

Conveys  out  my  paper  of  hints  by  a  trick, 

(For  I  think  in  my  conscience  he  deals  with  Old 

Nick) 
And  from  my  own  stock  provided  with  topics. 
He  gets  tQ  a;wi;idow  beyond  both  the  tropics. 
There  out  of  my  sight,  just  against  the  north  zone. 
Writes  down  my  conceits,  and  then  calls  them  his 

own ; 
And  you,  like  a  booby,  the  bubble  can  swallow : 
Now  who  but  Delany  can  write  like  Apollo  ? 
High  treason  by  statute  !  yet  here  you  object. 
He  only  stole  hints,  but  the  verse  is  correct; 
Though  the  thought   be  Apollo's  'tis  finely  ex- 
pressed ; 
So  a  thief  steals  my  horse,  and  has  him  well  dress'd. 
Now  whereas  the  said  criminal  seems  past  repent- 
ance. 
We  Phoebus  think  fit  to  proceed  to  the  sentence. 
Since  Delany  has  dar^d,  like  Prometheus  his  sire. 
To  clime  to  our  region,  and  thence  to  steal  fire  ; 
We  order  a  vulture  in  shape  of  the  spleen, 
To  prey  on  his  liver,  but  not  to  be  seen: 
And  we  order  our  subjects  of  every  degree 
To  believe  all  his  verses  were  written  by  me : 
And  under  the  pain  of  our  highest  displeasure. 
To  call  nothing  his  but  the  rhyme  and  the  measure, . 
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And  lastly,  for  Stdia,  ji^  piit^)ifef  priflp^y     • 
Tm  too  iip»cjb  re¥eqg^4  #r^y  by  tim0.      ;  , 
In  return  t^  b^r  Bcam^  J,  m^%  k&t  diaeMQf>   , .  p :    . 
But  wiU  i)^w  be  her  friend  wrh^OM^vw  ei^  frtwsf  s : 
And  the  gififp  I  bfB^w'4  hw  will  fifld  ^  » jkww, 
JbPHf  b  sbi^.  Kve^  t^U  rf»e'»  grey  m  »  bw^gw  «*1 


NEWS  FROM  PARNASSUS. 


BY  DR  DBLAVT* 
OCCASIONED  BY  **  APQLLO  TO  THE  D?AN-** 

1780. 

Parnassus,  February  th?  tw^ty-seyenth. 
The  Poets  assembled  here  on  tbe  ej^ve^tb^ 
Convened  by  Apollo,  who  gave  them  to  know, 
H^'d  have  a  vicegereiat  in  bis  empire  below ) 
But  declared  that  ue  bard  should  this  hon^r  inbe- 

rit. 
Till  th^  rest  had  agjr^ed  he  s#rpa^*d  them  i|i  ipe- 

rit: 
Now  this,  you'll  allow,  was  a  difficult  case, 
For  each  bard  believed  he'd  a  right  to  the  plaoe  ; 
So,  finding  the  assembly  grow  warm  in  debate,    * 
H^  put  them  in  mind  of  bis  Phaeton's  fate  : 

13 
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Twaa  iifipr jl  to  no  pikcpbie ;  disputes  high« '  rode), 
Scarce  Phoebus  himself  could  their  qwurrels  com- 

.pose-;  .    •    .•  :!  ;  >■'      .  -'J  :     I'i     ':      »        i 

Tilltat  leugth  he  determined  tl^t  ev^rr  herd         ' 
Should  (^each  in  bis  Uim)  be  patiently^  iiMrd.    '    * 
First,  one  who  believ'd  he  excetfd  in  transla- 
;  :tion*,  '  '     '  "  •    '*'"  '  '    ''^ 

Fo^nds.his  claim  on  the.doc^ne  t^  manV  transmit 
gration:  if;     t  : 

<^  Since  ^e  soul  of*  great  Milion  itas  given  to  9ne^ 
I  hope.th^  Convention  will  quickly  agreei'*    •     •  '^ 
•*  Agree  !^'  quoth  Apollo :  **  from  whence  is  thfe 

,fOoR       .     :         •  .-)         ^•..   ,      .    . 

Is  he  just  come  from  reading  Pythagoras  mt  school  ? 
Begone,  .^,. you've  got  your  subscnptions  in  time, 
Ac^  giyen  in  return  inetther  reason  nor  rhynle/' . 
To  the  next  says  the  God,  "  Though  now  I  won't 

•    ,  iPhoose,yot,>  -  •'      :       '    '"-^  "  ' 
ril  tell  you  the  reason  for  which  I  refute' you : 
Love[^  .Goddess  hai  oft  to  her  ^arente  oomplain'd,^ 
Of  my  favouring  a  bard  who  her  empire  disd^inM ; 
That  at  my  instigation,  a  poem  you  writ; 
Which  to  ^eimty  ^dyouth>preim*'d  judgiti^it  arid 

wit;-  '     ,    '  '    ■  K 

Th^t,  to  loake  you  a;  Laureat,  I  gave  the  !first  voice. 
Inspiring  the  Britons  t'approve  of  my  choice. 
Jove  iienVher  to  me,  Uei  power  to  l»y ;    • 
The  Groddess  of  beauty  what  God  can  deny? 
She  forbids  your  pref!^:*ment;  I  grant  her  desire.  ^ 
Appease,  th^  fair  Goddess :    you  >then  may^  rise 
higher."  -a 


♦  Dr  Trapp,  of  whom  Swift  talks  contemptnoiiily  in  his 
Journal. 
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Tkdtmx  *  that  appeared  had  foad  hapKV  ictfimt- 

For  he  merited  much  for  his  wit  and  hid  breeding. 
Twas  wile  in  the  Britoni  no  iw6nt  to  show  hinb. 
He  else  might  eistpeot  they  ihbald  pay  wtjiat  thiey 

owe  him; 
And  therefore  they  prudently  chose  to  disdsird 
The  Fatrioty  whose  merits  they  woofd  noirewatd  t 
The  Grod)  with  a  smile,  bade  his  favourite  advance^ 
**  Yon  were  ieni  hy  Astrtea  her  envoy  to  France : 
You  bend  your  ambition  to  rise  in  the  static ; 
{.refuse  you,  because  you  could  stoop  to  be  great.** 
Then  a  bard  who  had  been  a  successful  transla* 

tor,t 
^*  The  convention  adlows  n(ie  a  versificator/' 
Says  Apcdlo,  f^  You  mention  the  least  ol  y^ur  me* 

rit; 
By  your  works,  it  appesCrs  you  have  much  of  my 

spirit. 
I  esteem  yon  so  well,  thiat  to  tell  you  ihe  truth. 
The  greatest  objection  against  you's  vonr  youth ; 
Then  be  not  concevn'd  you  are  now  laid  aside; 
If  you  live  you  shall  certainly  one  day  preside/' 

Another,  low  bending,  Apollo  thus  greets, 
^^  *Twas  I  taught  your  suti^ects  to  wi^  through  the 

streets,    t 
**  You  taught  Aem  to  walk  ^  why,  they  knew  it  bfe- 

fore: 
But  give  me  the  bard  that  can  teach  them  to  soar. 
Whenever  he  chums,  His  his  right,  I'H  confess. 
Who  lately  attempted  my  style  with  success ; 


♦  M^  Prioiw^N. 

i  Mr  Pope  was  probably  here  ineaiit.«*»N« 

}  Mr  Gay  ;  alluding  io  hb  "  TriTia/'—N. 
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Who  writes  like  Apollo  has  most  of  his  spirit,        ' 

And  therefore  'tis  just  I  dislmgtiish  his  merit  i        ' 

Who  makes  it  appter,  hj  all  he  has  writ^ 

His  judgment  alone  canH^  bounds  to  his  wit ;    ' ' 

Like  Virgil  correct,  with  his  own  native  ease,      '  '^ 

But  excels  even  Virgil  in  elegant  praise : 

Who  admires  the  andents,  annl  knows  'tis  their  dile. 

Yet  writes  in  a  maniier  errtirely  new; 

Though  none  with  more  ease  their  depths  can  jsk^ 

plore. 
Yet  whatever  he  wants  he  takes  from  my  stcwre  j     • 
Though  I'm  fond  of  his  virtues,  his  pride  I  can  see> 
In  scorning  to  borrow  f^m  any  but'mfe :  * 

It  is  owing  to  this,  that,  like  Cjnthia,  his  lays 
Enlighten  the  world  by  reflecting  my  rays."        ^ 
This  said,  the  whole  audience  soon  found  out  hil^ 

drift: 
The  convention  was  summoned  in  favour  of  Swift. 


APOLLO'S  EDICT. 

OCCASIONBD  BY  **  NEWS  FROM  PABNASSUS." 

Ibeland  is  now  our  royal  care. 

We  lately  fix'd  our  viceroy  there : 

How  near  was  she  to  be  imdone. 

Till  pious  love  inspired  her  son ! 

What  cannot  our  vicegerent  do,  / 

As  poet  and  as  patriot  too  ? 
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Let  his  sniXi^t  QMT  mkjecHfiiB^oy^  i  )  <  v 
Our  inspirations. jto  obey,  ^  ^  v  .;  ,i  ,.<  ^,.  >.  '  r  / 
And  follow!  where  heleiulsdi^e  way ;  i  ;.  f  »  vr 
Then^i^dy  tQp(HT!^ctyoui^tfusste^  ;  ,  >.,j  i  ^  ^  ,/ 
Nor  beaten  p*ths  be  lopijgerJ  traced.  .  i  n  r  [JH 
,  No  simile  shall  be  begnn^  ,  .  /  ,  ,  .  ;  ;f 
With  rising  or  with  setting  sun  j  J     «  V 

And  let  the  secret  he^Ki  of  NU^  ,  ,,.     ^  ;. 

Be  ever  banish'd  frpm  your  isle.  i  -  ; 

When  wretched  lovers  live  on  air, 
I  beg  you'll  l;he  chameleon  spare  J         ,/,;  .   ,   ->  r 
And  wh^n  yoWd  niake  a  hero  grander,^       .     j    i : ' 
Forget  he's  l^ke a  salamander,  t  ..it  i 

No  son  ol'in^ine  shs^l  dare  to  s^y, ,  .  ■ 

Aurora  usher'd  in  X\ie  day,  , 

Or  ever  name  ^jjie  milky-way.        ,      , 

You  all  agree,  I  make  no  doubt, 
Eliiah's  mantle  is  worn  out.  ; 

The  bird  of  Jove  shall  toil  no  more 
To  teach  the  humble  wren  to  soar. 
Your  tragic  heroes  shall  not  rant. 
Nor  shepherds  use.poeti&.cant.. 
Simplicity  alone  can  grace 
The  manners  of  the  rural  race. 
Theocritus  and  Philips  be 
Your  guides  to  }ru?  simplicity. 

When  Damon's  soul  shall  take  its  flight, 
Though  poets  have  the  second-sight,         .    >. 
They  shall  not  see  a  trail  of  light. 
Nor  shall  the  vapours  upwards  rise,  ,^ 

Nor  a  new  star  adorn  the  skies  : 
For  who  can  hope  to  place  one.  there. 
As  glorious  as  Belinda's. hair  ? 


♦  See  the  Verses  to  Lord  Cutts. 
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Yet,  if  his  name  you'd  eternize, 

Amd  must  exalt  him  to  the  skie^ ;  '    * 

Without  a  star  this  may  be  done : 

So  Tickell  moum'd  his  Addison. 

If  Anna's  hs^py  raigtt  ymi  praise, 
Piray,  not  a  word  of  halcyon  days  : 
Nor  let  nr^  votaries  show  their  skill  ,    , 

In  aping  fiiies  from  Cooper's  Hill ; 
For  know  I  cannot  bear  to  hear 
The  mimicry  of  deep,  yet  dear. 

Whene'er  my  viceroy  is  address'd. 
Against  the  phoenix  I  protest. 
When  poets  soar  in  youthful  strains. 
No  Phaeton  to  hold  the  reins. 

When  you  describe  a  lovely  girl. 
No  lips  pf  doral,  teeth  of  pearl. 

Cupid  shall  ne'er  mistake  another^ 
However  beauteous,  for  his  mother ; 
Nor  shall  his  darts  at  random  fly 
From  magazine  in  Celia's  eye. 
With  woman  compounds  I  am  cloy'd. 
Which  only  pleas'd  in  Biddy  Floyd. 
For  foreign  aid  what  need  they  roam. 
Whom  fate,  has  amply  blest  at  home  ? 

Unerring  Heaven,  with  bounteous  hand. 
Has  form'd  a  model  for  your  land, 
Whom  Jove  endow'd  with  every  grace  j 
The  glory  of  the  Granard  race ; 
Now  destiu'd  by  the  powers  divine 
The  blessing  of  another  Kne. 
Then,  would  you  paint  a  matchless  dame. 
Whom  you'd  consign  to  endless  fame  ? 
Invoke  not  Cytherea's  aid. 
Nor  borrow  from  the  blue-^'d  maid  j 
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FOEMIe^. 


Nor  need  you  on  the  Graces  ci»U ; 
Take  qualities  from  Donegal.  ^ 


THE  DESCRIPTION  OF  AN  IRISft  HA^T. 


TRANSLATED  ALMOST  LITERALLY  pUT  OF  THE 
OBIOINAL  miSil^        ; 


[O'Rourke,  a  powerful  chieftain  of  Ubter  in  the  reigh  of  Quisen 
Elizabeth,  was  induced  to  inak«  A  visit  to  the  eoutt  of  Hftt 
sovereign ;  and,  in  order  to  take  leave  of  his  n^f^hoiiit  with 
becoming  splendour,  he  assembled  them  in  the  gre^t  hall  of  his 
castle,  which  was  situated  in  the  county  of  Leitrim,  and  still 
exists  as  a  rum.  He  entertained  htsnutterous  guesb  with  such  a 

'  profusion  of  the  tude  hospitality  of  the  period^  that  the  memory 
of  his  feast  long  survived  in  tiradttion  ;  the  longer  perhaps  on 
account  of  the  tragical  fate  of  O'Rourke  himself,  who  was 
put  to  death  in  England.  Hugh  Mac  Guaran,  Esq.  of  Lei* 
trim,  a  contemporary  of  the  celebrated  Carolaii,  composed, 
tipon  this  traditionary  fonndation,  the  oddbrated  song  of 
Plearaca  na  Ruarcah.  The  fome  of  the  ditty  having  reached 
Dean  Swift,  1^  was  supplied,  at  his  own  request^  with  a  lite« 
ral  version,  from  which  he  executed  the  following  very  spirit* 
ed  transla^n.  It  was  afterwards  translated  by  Mr  Charles 
Wilson,  who  publbhed  Irish  poems  in  17^2,  from  whose 
scarce  and  forgotten,  though  very  curious  collection,  I  have 
transferred  the  original  Irish  words,  for  the  benefit  of  the  cu. 
rious  in  Hibernian  antiquities.] 


*  Lady  Catharine  Forbes,  daughter  of  the  first  Earl  of  Gra« 
nard,  and  second  wife  of  Arthur  third  Earl  of  Donegal. 
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O'Roukkb's  noble  fare 
Will  ne'er  be  forgdt^ 

By  those  who  were  there. 
Or  those  who  wero  not. 

His  revels  to  keep. 
We  sup  and  We  dine 

On  seven  score  sheep, 
Fat  bullooki)  atid  swine. 

Usquebaugh  to  our  feast 
In  pails  was  brought  up. 

An  hundred  at  least. 
And  a  madder^  our  cup. 

O  there  is  the  sport ! 

We  rise  with  the  light 
In  disorderly  sort. 

From  snoring  aJl  ttighc. 


PLBARACA  NA  RUASCAQH. 
Fteaiacani  Raircacb 


D«  ttivaMi  da  Uaiefeadh 
S'dacciuiBfcudhfifoill. 

Mart  aipit  aUl% 
Da  ccaMatrt  doa  rNtniHh, 
Oac^ioa^ld^ 


♦ 


Nacdadap41i 

'Sna  mtadra  dha  mmOk, 
Ar  ^irgbe  air  roaidin, 

ItagaimiabliiaBfiiftirt 

Po  briscadh  nm  pKipiia, 

Sladamh  mo  pkdcaia. 
Goideath  inho  bbriMleti, 


♦  A  wooden  Te8SQl.^>F* 
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O  how  was  I  tricked !  :     i.  .:    m'V  > 

My  pipe  it  was  brokev         •  ■   Wtf 

My  pocket  was  picked, ;   .     .  ,.  » i?  /<! 

I  lost  my  new  cloak*         « .  ; :  ;( ^ 


I'm  rifled,  quoth  Nell,     <  .    .    i    ! 

Of  mantle  and  kercheri.^      ^  •»// 

Why  then  fare  them,  well^    ;  •   - 

The  de'el  take  the  search^'     .  :i 


r'  r 


I 


:    1 


Come,  harper,  strike  »iip  ;        m 

But,  first,  by  your.  fairouTy  '     i  i 

Boy,  give  us  a  cup :  ;  *  :  .  j      i! 

Ah !  this  hath  some  saviour. ;        ix.  ^ 

O'Rourke's  jolly  boys  ,  i         M 

Ne'er  dream't  of  thp  mittter^/  ^ '' 

'Till,  rous'd  by  the  noise,  *  ik 

And  musical  clotter, :  { 


Chain  me  WbhirreBdy 

MfiObuimisinfilleid; 
O  dimii^  na  gaireid, 

Ar  flheacht  mbwimmrtit  leor 

Spreag  air  an  cdainigh  siim, 
Seinn  an  Ple^nica  sin, 

Pnqp  dhuinn  sgtiird  don  digh  nn : 
A,  81  fo,  an  chuirm  chdir. 

Lncht  leanmhnna  ua  Ruareach 
Ag  crebtadh  a  cddti^, 

Tra  clraala  siad  tormany 
Is  troipleasg  a  diediU 

Gan  aire  air  a  cceisieagadby 
Ag  eirghe  as  a  leapMha ; 

Is  a  bhean  fein  ar  leaUdaimh 
Ag  gacb  aon  don  didip. 


*  A  ^oTerkig  of  liaiB^  worn  on  t)ie  tekb  of  the  womeir.«»F. 
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They  bounce  from  their  nest,    • 

Nfo  longer  will  taity. 
They  rise  ready  drest,  ! 

Without  one  Ave-Mary. 

They  dance  in  a  round. 

Cutting  capers  and  ramping ; 
A  mercy  the  ground '  ' 

Did  not  burst  with  their  stamping: 

The  floor  is  all  wet 

With  leaps  and  with  jumps. 
While  the  water  and  sweiat 

Splish-splash  in  their  piinqM. 

Bless  you  late  and  eariy, 

Laughlin  O'Enagiti  I  * 
But  my  hand,  f  you  dance  rarely, 

Margery  Grinagin.  { 


BadhlfUcliri 

Doa  talaroh,  Mii  fiMlfi^ 
Oan  ff^badh  le  sodar 

It  ghigar  aim  gach  broig.   • 

SliUute  agos  saocfaal  cfaugad 

A  Mhaoileachlilia  ai  Atniglin» 
Dar  mo  laimh  is  aailli  adtwunwn  tii« 

A  Mhainilln!  Gliriodagttii. 

Sdd  ort  a  mhaithair 

Go  raibk  maith  agad  a  Fkadnu& 
Sga^  thiua  an  ig^Ua  aaa 

Sids  an  do  sgoig.*    • 

£«  This  rerse^  untranslated  by  Swift,  i6  thus  ^ndered  by  Wilson : 

Here's  to  yoa,  dear  mother. 

I  thank  yon,  dear  Ptt ; 
Pitch  this  down  your  throat* 

rm  the  better  of  that] 


*  The  name  of  an  Irishman.— F.        *  +  An  Irieh  oath*— -F. 
I  The  name  of  an  Irishwoman.— F, 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Ida  .  ^oBW9* 

Bring  straw  for  opir  bed^ 
Shake  it  down  to  the  fipf^ 

Then  over  us  spread 
The  winnowing  «K^t« 

To  show  I  donH  fliiicb^ 
Fill  the  bow)  upr^g^iim 

Then  give  us  a  pinch 
Of  yoqr  soeieMtigr^  Yoan*  * 

Good  lord !  what  a  sights 
After  all  their  gpod  cheer^ 

For  people  to  fight 
In  the  midst  <:tf  th^  beifer  ! 

They  rise  from  their  feait. 
And  hot  are  their  brains» 

A  cubit  at  least 

The  length  of  their  skeans^f 


Leathnoigh  ondim  an  eWthedg  dta^ 
AnbngBasinAilieit 
GraideoglenadL 

Athair  m  ngraM  ed  be, 

Chifeadh  an  gkayaktt, 
Ur  lionadh  a  ceeMiene, 

Is  ar  lasadh  san  oL 

Bbi  ciM^mli-tiilglieacRi  bttdniirtf 

Ar  far  aim  gadi  B|;lii  aca; 
Ag  stabadU  *8a  gearnMtti 

Go  leor,  go  leoir. 

Cesld  ahlishlisne  darach  air. 

Lasadh  gabhaU  tridna  cMil«  $ 
Ag  cnagadb,  ag*  leagadby 

Ag  lofigadb,  aa  dogha^ 


*  Surname  of  an  Irishwoman.*— F. 
f  Da^gers^  or  skott  swords,— F. 
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What  stabs  and  -whfijt  cptSy 
What  datteni^^iof  sti^s  i 

What  strokes  on  the  gutSi 
What  bastings  and  {(icks ) 

With  cudgels  of  oak, 

WeU  hardened  in" 
A  hundred  heads  broke, 

A  hundred  struck  lame. 

You  churl,  m  luaifrtain 
My  father  built  Lusk, , 

The  castle  of  Slane, 

And  Carrick  Drumpisk : 

TheEarlofKildare, 

And  Moynalta  his  brother. 
As  great  as  they  are, 

I  was  nurst  by  ttieir  mother.  * 


AUKkWchai^matMni^ 
Clmir  maiiiifter  na  9iiD«ao9f> 

Sliiceach  it  Gailtimh  i»  , 
Canroig  Dfamm-Rilsga  f5i. 

'SeJttteCliittte««.  . 

Agai  biotach  Mlmiilme«ltB» 
Poll  agitt  daltropi  me^ 

Fiofraidth  do  Mbdir. 

:  li^inKaiA  Ml  tiUMMl  till 

Baailidh  an  ftriineid  tin, 
Cick  an  ta  tarr  is 
Ct^m  sa  toroitt. 

CMa  toigan  talamsa? 

AraaaondonreaglaiSy 
Ag  eiipidh  na  Aeanm^, 

nSa  bagart  gf  m^r. 


*  It  is  die  ctiitom  in  Irelatid  to  call  nurses,  foster-titoth^rs ; 
tMr  iMisbwidf,  foster-fathers ;  and  their  children,  foster-hro. 
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AskthatofoldmAddm:        >' >    ^^> 
She'U  tell  you  ^b'i  WiW,    '*"  > '' '' 

As  far  up  as  Adam,      >'*   .  >      ^ 
She  knows  it  is^ true.'       -,       '^^^  J    • 

Come  down  with  that  J[>eam, 

If  cudgels  are  scardei    :  ■  »!   ..I  i  \» 

A  blow  on  the  weam;  .  .    f  ;  ,'  ;  >   w,, 
Or  a  kick  on  thea^-^se. .:      i 


Ni  hi  ao  spird^  dMiiffiogiui 
BhiteUsanrad^;     , 

Aglit  bftta  nuuthy  cnapdnachy 
Bog^ddinu 

Tulfa  daoil  ke  na'cafbUiorr, 
Alaiiaahsdotliidnul; 

Do  fiugead  an  Sagart  na  mheall 
Ttmuk  Ibtt  an  tobord. 

Deirgfae  na  bnuthre  do  tliasail 

Na  biaoine  sin ; 
*Sdo  fidgead  an  tatfai|r  fardia% 

Ar  awair  ansa  graofacluu 

Nnair  abhi  mue  tall, 
Inangradha^ 


Ablttocair  an  pba|^ 
Thall  an  sa  Kdunh. 

8e  an  Seven  Wise  MatUrSf 

Bfai  ar  cUoaisar  a  tbarraige 
Ib  k  agitbe  na  bpotabiidh 

Lauoh  le  Sheemdr* 

Swift  bas  not  translated  tbe  tux  last  yerses^  which  may  be  rat- 
dered  thus : 

'  Cia  tmgttn  taktfua,  ifc. 

Who  kickM  op  thif  dost? 

Cried  one  m  the  clergy ; 
Boltuig  up  like  a  post^ 

Come  be  quiet,  I  charge  ye. 


then  or  f oiter-sisters ;  and  th^s  the  poorest  claim  kii^clred  to  tbe 
richest.— F.  .  ''    .         '*'"*"'.'*', 
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THE  PROGRESS  OF  BEAIHT.    I7tO- 

.  .  ';i  h     )  •  .  ,.!■   •  •[ :. ,(    •'. 

WHBN'first^DiAiui  leares  her  beol^ 

Vapours  and  steams  her  look  disgrace. 
A  firowisjtlir^^colottr'd  red 

Sits  on  h^  clqudy*  wrinkhHi  fa<ie :    ' 

But  by  d^rees^  when  monnted  high^ 

Her  artificial  face  appears 
Down  from  her  window  in  the  sky»    : 

Her  spots  are  gone,  her  visage  clears^ 

t 

'Twixt  earthlv  females  and  the  mtKm$    ^ 

All  parallels  exactly  run : 
If  Celia  should  appear  to0  «o6n, 

Alas,  the  nyihph  would  be  undone  I  '  :/ 

The  riot  to  charm ; 
Bot  a  switch,  for  the  matter 
> .  gevceao tinek 91  hin aipu  t 

While  he  ^teeukM  tbem  aH  qoeird,  '   ' 

This  dmrebmaq  so  able, 
Bv  a  backstroke  was  fell'd, 

like  a  log  Mr  the  table. 

Nest  np  got  a  firiar 

To  apiMMe  tfacae  nde  niemben; 
B«t  was  patched  cross  the  fire 

With  his  breech  oa  the  embers. 

While  bodly  be  hollowed^ 

^  Would  yon  matdi  yon  witfi  tt% 
Who  my  stodies  have  followed 

At  ^ome  beyond  sea." 

While  y^  tfanmi'd  oH  bilM^ 

Sitting  squat  like  «  boor ; 
With  potatoes  Ibr  sallilds, 

In  t^f^^of  Skienioor. 

12 
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To  see  her  from  her  piUow  rise. 

Cracked  lips,  foul  teeth,  and  gummy  eyes. 
Poor  Strepfcod  Mibvi^innoiild  hiifclss^heBieT 

Three  colours,  bladk,  ^hid  rM,  aildfNiriiitev^  ^ 
So  graceful  in  UiblrpPDpiir  places  1  n.  . 

kemove  them  to  a  different  site. 
They  fonn  a  frlgfatfid  indsouirfiice^     > 

For  instance^  wiMiliielify'iskips.:  ^      i   ^ 

Into  the  precincts-'of  the  rosev »    " 
And  takes  possession  of  the  lips. 

Leaving  tive  ptitple  to  tiie  noad :  • 

;  ■ . "       -  .     >  '  [  ' 

$o  Celia  went  entire  to  bal,       ••  ^ 

All  her  eotnplexioU  jafe  aqd>$oUnd'; 

But,  when  she  rose,  wl»tej  Uaek,  andred. 
Though  still  in  sight,  had  changed  their  ground. 

The  black,  which  would  not  be  etmfin'd, 
A  more  inferior  station  seeks,     i  . 

Leaving  the  fiery  red  behind. 

And  mingles  in  her  muddy  checks. 

But  Cetia  caQ  wkh  ease  reduce,   .  i 
Bv  help  of  pencil,  paint,  aald  brv^h, 

Eacn  colour  to  its  place  and  use. 
And  teach  Jher  cheeks  ags^in  to  blusb. 

She  knows  her  early  self  no  ihorb. 

But  fiird  with  adhiiirntion  (stands ; 
As  other  painters  oft  adore , 

The  Workmanship  of  their  own  hands. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THS  PftOOAftiS  OT  BSAUTY.  I4S 

Thus,  after  four  important  hd^rn, 

Celia's  the  wottfter  of'h^  sax : 
^y,  which  ^Yaong  the  hetYehtf  powers 

Coidd  <5iliite  Mch*  manpelfotis  etifects  f 

Venus,  ittdui^nt  to  h€t  kirid. 

Gave  women  all  their  heaortd  ooul  d  wish^ 
When  first  ^he  tau^t  them  where  to  find 

White  lead  and  Lusitanian  ^  dish. 

Love  with  white  lead  cements  his  wings : 

White  lead  was  sent  us  to  repair 
Two  brightest,  brittlest,  earthly  things. 

A  lady*s  face,  and  China-ware. 

She  ventures  now  to  lift  the  sash ; 

The  window  is  her  proper  sphere : 
Ah,  lovely  nymph  !  be  not  too  rash. 

Nor  let  the  beauK  approach  too  near. 

Take  pattern  by  your  sister  star : 
Delude  at  once  and  bless  our  sight ; 

When  you  are  seen,  be  seen  from  far. 
And  chiefly  choose  to  shine  by  night. 

But  art  no  longer  can  prevail. 

When  the  materials  all  are  gone ; 
The  best  mechanic  hand  must  fail. 

Where  nothing's  left  to  work  upon. 

Matter,  as  wi^e  logicians  ssy. 

Cannot  without  a  form  subsist ; 
And  form,  say  I,  as  well  as  they. 

Must  fail,  if  matter  brings  no  grist. 

♦  Portmgal.-*-H. 
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,    And  this  is  fair  PitfD»!ft:QA80;};  i,  <  '\     n    , 
For  all  astrolpg^Fs>]|iiKiitai%    r     -  ,  ,  •  '  > 
Eachnig|^,abit.4r««#(pffberfao^jhl/     ,     ^ 
When  mortals  sa(f  ^'i^  ift  lfcwri,wfi|ie  : 

While  Partridge  f.  ;^^y<  b1ww#  tfae,  i^itise  .  / 
E^ci^nt  ofthemQon'sdeoiHK*  Vt.    ;     /;    ■ 

That  Cajncer  with^  l)i^;ppi3on<>np  cWft  *  f  ,  /' 
Attacks  her.  in  \\ie ,  milHy  ^ w$^, :  I  '    !   .  \ ,   ; 

But  Ga4>>ury,*  inart  profouiiid^f  ,[.    .in      ;  v 
From  her  pale  <;hee|^spreteiicjs'lp.pWA^> 

That  s^fain  Endymioij  is  psotfound^ij         = 
Or  else  that  M^cwy'9  her  foe^  .    , 

But  let  the  cause  betM^h^t  it,  willji  ; 

In  half  a  month  she  looks  so  thin» 
That  Flamsteed  t  <^*^ j  w,Hh  all  his.  skiH> 

See  but.Jier  forehead  apd  her^hin.         ^ 

Yet,  as  she  wastes,  she  grows  dipcreet^ 
Till  midnight  never  shows  her,hpad ;, 

So  rotting  Celia  strolls  the  street,     i 
When  sober  folks  are  all  a-bed; , 

For  sure,  if  this  be.  Luna's  fate,  :  , 

Poor  Celia,  but  of  mortal  race. 
In  vain  expects  a  longer  date 

To  the  materials,  of  her  face. 


*  Partridge  and  Gadburj-  wrote  each  an  ephemeriSi— >H.  * 
+  John  Flansteed,  the  celebrated  astronomcr.royal^  died  itt 
1719,  aged  73 — N. 
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When  Mercwy  her  tresses  mffWs^ 
To  think  c^tifaiok^lead  ccmibs  is  vain : 

No  pamting  oan  regtore  a  aose. 
Nor  will  her  taeith  r^tura  agwiv 

Ye  powers  who  or^r  love  preside ! 

Since  mortaji  bepttties  drop  so  saoft>  ' 

If  ye  would  Iwra  us  well  supplied^ 

§end  us  new  nymphs  with  each  new  moon ! 


THE  PBOGRESS  OF  POETRY. 


The  farmer's  goose,  who  in  the  stubbje 
Has  fed  without  restraint  or  trouble. 
Grown  fat  with  com  and  sitting  still. 
Can  scarce  get  o*er  the  barn-door  sUl  5 
And  hardly  waddles  forth  to  cool 
Her  belly  in  the  neighbouring  pooj ! 
Nor  loudly  cackles  at  the  door  j 
For  cackling  shows  the  goose  is  poor. 

But,  when  ^e  must  be  tum*d  to  graze, 
And  round  the  barren  common  strays. 
Hard  exercise,  and  harder  fare. 
Soon  make  my  dame  grow  lank  and  spare. 
Her  body  light,  she  tries  her  wings. 
And  scorns  the  ground,  and  upward  springs ; 
While  all  the  parish,  as  she  flies, 
Pi^ar  sounds  harmonious  from  the  skies. 

Such  is  the  poet  fresh  in  pay. 
The  third  nighfs  profits  of  his  play ; 

VOL    XIV.  K 
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His  morning  draughts  till  noon  can  swilly  ' 

Among  his  brethren  of  the  quill : 

With  good  roast  beef  his  belly  full. 

Crown  lazy,  foggy,  fat,  and  dull. 

Deep  sunk  in  plenty  and  delight. 

What  poet  e*er  could  take  his  flight  ? 

Or  stuiF'd  with  phlegm  up  to  the  throat. 

What  poet  e'er  could  sing  a  note  ? 

Nor  Pegasus  could  bear  the  load 

Along  the  high  celestial  road ; 

The  steed,  oppressed,  would  break  his  girth. 

To  raise  the  lumber  from  the  earth. 

But  view  him  in  another  scene. 
When  all  his  drink  is  Hippocrene. 
His  money  spent,  his  patrons  fail. 
His  credit  out  for  cheese  and  ale ; 
His  two-years  coat  so  smooth  and  bare. 
Through  every  thread  it  lets  in  air ; 
With  hungry  meals  his  body  pin'd. 
His  guts  and  belly  full  of  wind ; 
And  like  a  jockey  for  a  race. 
His  flesh  brought  down  to  flying  case : 
Now  his  exalted  spirit  loathes 
Encumbrances  of  food  and  clothes ;' 
And  up  he  rises  like  a  vapour. 
Supported  high  on  wings  of  paper. 
He  singing  flieg,  and  flying  sings. 
While  from  below  all  Grub-Street  rings. 
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THE  SOUTHSEA  PROJECT.    1781. 

*^  Appueat  rari  naDtes  in  gargite  Tasto, 

Anna  Timm^  tabulsqiiey  et  Troia  gaaa  per  mtidas/'-i-ViRG. 


£  When  the  deluded  people  of  England  awoke  from  their  golden 
dream  of  South  Sea  wealth,  their  wrath  ros^  to  the  brim  againtt 
the  directors  by  whom  that  mlnoni  project  had  been  conduct- 
ed. The  parliameatarjT  proceedings  laystttatod  against  them 
-were  carried  on  with  nnnsual  yiolence.  Gibbon,  the  historian^' 
descended  from  one  of  these  directors,  complains  grieronslj  of 
the  injustice  with  which  they  were  treated. 

^^  The  legblature  restrained  the  persons  of  the  directors,  fanpos. 
ed  an  exorbitant  seourily  for  their  appeMunce,  and  marked 
their  characters  with  a  previous  note  of  ignominy*  They  were 
compelled  to  deliyer,  upon  oath,  the  striet  Talue  of  their 
estates,  and  were  disabled  from  making  any  transfer  or  aliena- 
don  of  any  part  of  their  pr6perty.  Against  a  bill  of  pains 
and  penalties,  it  is  the  common  right  of  every  subject  to  be 
heard  by  his  counsel  at  the  bar:  they  prayed  to  be  heard; 
their  prayer  was  refused ;  and  their  oppressors,  who  reqmred 
no  evidence,  would  listen  to  no  defence.  It  nad  been  at  first 
proposed,  that  one-eighth  of  their  respective  estates  should  be 
allowed  for  the  futttte  support  of  the  directors ;  biit  it  was 
speciously  urged,  that,  in  the  various  shades  of  opulence  and 
jguilt,  such  a  proportion  would  be  too  light  for  many,  and  for 
some  might  possibly  be  too  heavy.  All  were  condemned,  ab- 
sent and  unheard,  in  arbitrary  fines  and  forfeitures,  which 
swept  away  the  greater  part  of  their  substance.  ^'^-Gibbom's 
Miscdkoeous  Works,  1. 1 U] 


Ye  wise  philosophers  explain 

What  magic  makes  our  money  rise. 

When  dropt  into  the  Southern  main: 
Or  do  these  jugglers  cheat  our  eyes  ? 
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Put  in  your  money  fairiy  told ; 

Presto  !  be  gone — 'Tis  here  again : 
Ladies  and  gaiiiaiien,  behold, 

Here's  every  piece  as  big  as  ten. 

Thus  in  a  bason  drop  a  shilling, 
Then  fill  the  vessel  to  the  brim  ; 

You  shall  observe,  as  you  are  filling, 
The  ponderous  metal  seems  to  swim : 

It  rises  both  in  bulk  and  height, 
Behold  it  swelling  like  a  sop  ; 

The  liquid  medium  cheats  your  sight  \ 
Behold  it  mounted  to  the  toj) ! 

In  stock  three  hundred  thousand  ponnds, 
I  have  in  view  a  lord's  estate  ; 

My  manors  all  contiguous  round ! 
A  coach  aad  six,  and  served  in  plate ! 

Thus  the  deluded  bankrupt  raves  5 
Puts  all  upon  a  desperate  bet; 

Then  plunges  in  the  Southern  waves, 
Dipt  over  head  and  ears — in  debt. 

So,  by  a  calenture  misled. 

The  mariner  with  rapture  sees, 

On  the  smooth  ocean's  azure  bed, 
Enamell'd  fields  and  verdaM  trees : 

With  eager  haste  he  longs  to  rove 
In  that  fantastic  scene,  and  thinks 

It  must  be  some  enchanted  grove; 
And  in  he  leaps,  and  down  he  sink^. 
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Five  hundred  chariots  just  befifioke,  '  !     ' 

*  Are  sunk  in  diesd  devouring  waves. 
The  horses  droi^h'd,  the  harness  broke^ 
And  here  the  owners  find  their  gvaves. 

Like  Pharaoh,  by  directors  led. 

They  with  their  i^oils  went  safe  before : 

His  chariots,  tumbling  oat  the  dead. 
Lay  shatter'd  on  tiie  %ed  Sea  shote. 

Rais'd  up  on  Hope's  aspiring  fdnmes, . 

The  young  adventurer  o'^r  the  deep 
An  eagle's  flight  and  state  assumes. 

And  scorns  the  middle  way  to  keep. 

On  paper  wings  he  takes  his  flight. 
With  wax  the  &ther  bound  tbem  fast; 

The  wax  is  mehed  by  the  height. 
And  down  the  towering  boy  is  cast. 

A  moralist  might  here  explain 

The  rashness  of  the  Cretan  youth ; 
Describe  his  fall  into  the  main. 

And  from  a  foble  form  a  truth. 

His  wings  are  his  paternal  rent. 

He  melts  the  wax  ivt  every  flame ; 
His  credit  sunk,  his  money  spent. 

In  Southern  Seas  fae  leaves  his  name^ 

Inform  us,  you  that  best  can  tell. 

Why  in  that  dangerous  gulf  profound. 

Where  hundreds  and  where  thousands  fell. 
Fools  chiefly  flo^jf,  the  wise  are  drown'd  ? 
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So  have  I  seen  ^om  Seyieln's  brink      \       . 

A  flock  of  geese  jump  down  tc^etherj'    r 
Swim,  where  the  bird  of  Jove  wduld  sink. 

And,  swimming,  never  wet.  a/ feather. 

But,  I  affirm,  'tis  false  in  fact,    ^ 
Directors  better  knew  their  tools  5  t 

We  see  the  nation's  creditcrack'd. 

Each  knave  has  made^aihofo^and  fools.  ' 

One  fool  may  from  anoth^  win, 

And  then  get  off  with  money  stor'd ,      • 

But,  if  a  sharper  once  comes  in. 

He  throws  at  all,  and  sweleps  the  board. 

As  fishes  on  each  other  prey,  ; 

The  great  ones  swallowing  up  the  ^maU, 
So  fares  it  in  the  Southern  Sea ;       ' 

The  whale  directors  eat  up  aU.  ^ 

When  stock  is  high,  they  come  between. 
Making  by  secoud-hand  their  offers ; 

Then  cunningly  retire  unsefen. 
With  each  a  million  in  his*  <iofFers. 

So,  when  upon  a  moonshine  night. 
An  ass  was  drinking  at  a  stream, 

A  cloud  arose,  and  stopt  the  light. 
By  intercepting  every  beam ;  ; 

The  day  of  judgment  will  be  soqn. 
Cries  out  a  sage  among  the  crowd ; 

An  ass  has  swallow'd  up  the  moon  ! 
The  moon  lay  safe  behind  the  cloud. 
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Each  poor  subscriber  to  the  sea 

Sinks  down  at  once»  and  there  he  lies ; 

Directors  fall  as  weU  as  they. 
Their  fall  is  but  a  trick  to  rise. 

So  fishes,  rising  firom  the  mainj 

Can  soar  with  moisten'd  wings  on  high ; 

The  moisture  dry*d,  they  sink  again. 
And  dip  their  fins  s^gain  to  fly. 

Undone  at  play,  the  female  troops 

Come  here  tfieir  losses  to  retrieve ; 
Ride  o*er  the  waves  in  spacious  hoops. 

Like  Lapland  witches  in  a  sieve. 

Thus  Venus  to  the  sea  descends. 

As  poets  feign ;  but  whereas  the  moral  ? 

It  shows  the  Queen  of  Love  intends 
To  search  the  deep  for  pearl  and  coraL 

The  sea  is  richer  than  the  land, 

I  heard  it  from  my  grannam's  mouth. 

Which  now  I  clearly  understand ; 
For  by  the  sea  she  meant  the  South. 

Thus,  by  directors  we  are  told, 
**  Pray,  gentlemen,  believe  your  eyes ; 

Our  ocean's  covered  o'er  with  gold. 
Look  round,  and  see  how  thick  it  lies : 

**  We,  gentlemen,  are  your  assisters. 
We'll  come,  and  hold  you  by  the  chin. — *\ 

Alas !  all  is  not  gold  that  glisters. 
Ten  thousand  siuk  by  leaping  in. 
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O !  would  those  patriots  t^  M  fchid. 

Here  in  the  ded{)  to  Wa^h  th*hf  hands,     • 

Then,  like  Pactolus,  we  shoiiM  Ifittd  - 

The  sea  indeed  h^  goldi^ii  sai^. 

A  shilling  in  the  bath  yon  ffifig, 

The  silver  t^^^  a  Hohler  M^y 
By  magic  virtue  in  the  ^pvitig. 

And  seems  a  guinea  to  yotif  tiew. 

But,  as  a  guinea  will  not  ^bib  '  :  ?/ 


f/. 


.y  , 


At  market  for  a  farthing  mor^. 
Shown  through  a  niultipl3ring  glass^       *   « '» 
Than  what  it  always  did  tefote :       '   •  ' 

So  cast  it  in  the  Southern  seas^ 
Or  view  it  through  a  jobbers  bill ; 

Put  on  what  spectacles  you' please^ 
Your  guinea's  but  a  guinea  stiH. 

One  night  a  fool  into  a  brobk     •  > 

Thus  from  a  hillock  looking  down. 

The  gdlden  stars  fdr  gtiineas  to0k>       '  .    ;. 
And  silver  Cytifliia  f6r  a  crown;  '  ^rj 

Thepoint  he  could  no  linger  doubt  ;»^    ' 
He  ran,  be  leapt  intothe  flood ;  i 

There  sprawVd  a  while;  and  scarce  got^om,  ^ 
All  cover'd  o'er  with  slittie  and  mud.        : 

^*  Upon  the  water  cast  thy  breads 

And  after  many  dayB  thdu'lt  find  it;'*      ! 

But  gold,  upon  thid  ocbsn  spread, 
Shall  sink^  and  leave  no  mark  behind  it: 
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There  is  a  gvlf,  where  thcluflaiicb  fell^ 

Here  all  the  bold  adventurers  came, 
A  narrow  sound,  though  deep  as  Hell-^ 

'Change  Alley  is  the  dreadful  name. 

Nine  times  a-day  it  ebbs  and  flows. 

Yet  he  that  on  the  sur£ajce  lies. 
Without  a  pilot  seldom  knows 

The  time  it  falls,  or  when  'twill  rise. 

Subscribers  here  by  tho^sands  float. 

And  jostle  one  another  down ; 
Each  paddling  in  bis  leaky  boat. 

And  here  they  fish  for  gold,  and  drown. 

^  «c  *  ^Qy^  bury'd  in  the  depth  below. 
Now  mounted  up  to  Heaven  again. 
They  reel  and  stagger  to  and  fro. 
At  their  wits  iei^,  like  drunken  men/' 

Meantime,  secure  on  Glurraway  f  clilS^, 

A  savage  race,  by  shipwrecks  fed, 
lie  waiting  for  the  founder'd  skifis, 

And  strip  the  bodies  of  the  dead. 

But  these,  you  say,  are  factious  lies. 

From  some  malicious  tory's  brain  ^ 
For,  where  directors  get  a  prize. 

The  Swiss  and  Dutch  whole  millions  drsun. 

Thus,  when  by  rooks  a  lord  is  ply*d. 

Some  cuUy  often  wins  a  bet. 
By  venturing  on  the  cheating  side. 

Though  not  into  the  secret  let. 

♦  Psalm  c?ii#  t  A  cofieehonf e  in  'Change  Alley.— H. 
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While  some  build  castles  in  the  air,  ..'I  . 

Directors  build  them  in  the  seas ; 
Subscribers  plainly  see  thc^m  there,  A 

For  fools  will  see  as  wise  men  pl^e. 

Thus  oft  by  mariners  are  shown 

(Unless  the  men  of  Kent  are  liars)    ^  • 

Earl  Godwin's  castles  overflown,' 

And  palace  roofs,  and  steeple  apiresi. 

Mark  where  the  sly  directors  creep;  r. 

Nor  to  the  shore  apprdach  too  nigh  ! 
The  monsters  nestle  in  the  deep. 

To  seize  you  in  your  passing  by. 

Then,  like  the  dogs  of  Nile,  be  wise, ' 

Who,  taught  by  instinct  how  to  shun 
The  crocodile,  that  lurking  lies. 

Run  as  they  drink,  and  drink  and  run. 

Antaeus  Could,  by  magic  chaAms, 

Recover  strength  whene'er  he  fell ; 
Alcides  held  him  in  his  arms. 

And  sent  him  np  in  air  to  Hell.         '    i 

Directors,  thrown  into  the  sea,  "     . '  ^ 

Recover  strength  and  vigour  there ; 
But  may  be  tam*d  another  way. 

Suspended  for  a  while  in  air. 

Directors  !  for  *tis  you  1  Warn, 

By  long  experience  we  have  found 
What  planet  rul'd  when  you  were  born ; 

We  see  you  never  can  be  drown'd. 
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Beware,  nor  overbulky  grow. 
Nor  come  within  your  cully's  reach  j 

For,  if  the  sea  should  sink  so  low 
To  leave  yon  dry  upon  the  beach^ 

You'll  owe  your,  ruin  to  your  bulk : 

Your  foes  already  waiting  stand. 
To  tear  you  like  a  founder'd  hulk. 

While  you  lie  helpless  on  the  sand. 

Thus,  when  a  whale  has  lost  the  tide. 
The  coasters  crowd  to  sei^e  the  spoil ; 

The  monster  into  parts  divide. 
And  strip  the  bones,  and  melt  the  oil. 

O !  may  some  western  tempest  sweep 
These  locusts  whom  our  fruits  have  fed. 

That  plague,  directors,  to  the  deep. 
Driven  from  the  South  Sea  to  the  Red. 

May  he,  whom  Nature's  laws  obey. 
Who  lifts  the  poor,  and  sinks  the  proud, 

**  Quiet  the  raging  of  the  sea. 
And  still  the  madness  of  the  crowd  1" 

But  never  shall  our  isle  have  rest. 
Till  those  devouring  swine  ifun  down, 

(The  devils  leaving  the  possest) 
And  headlong  in  the  waters  drown. 

'ii 
The  nation  then  too  late  will  find. 

Computing  all  their  cost  and  trouble. 
Directors'  promises  but  wind. 

South  Sea,  at  best,  a  mighty  bubble. 
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THE  DOG  AND  SHADOW. 

Ore  cibum  portaiis  catulu*s  dum  s^cfcfal  in  ttmli^  ^ 
Apparet  liquido  prgedae  itielioris  imigfOj  t  *'  *  ,, 

Dum  speciosa  diu  damna  admir^tiir,  et  iihh  . .      '' 
Ad  latices  inhiat,  cadit  imo  vortice  jyras'c'eps    '     ' 
Ore  cibus,  nee  non  simulacrum  corripit  una. 
Occupat  ille  avidus  dece|)tis  faucibus  nxhbifsiia  t  \\ ' 
Illudit  species^  ac  dentibus  agra  mordet.  *  _ 


A  PRpLOQUE. 


[BILLET  Td  A  COMPANY  OF  pLaYERS. 
SENt  WITH  THE  FROLOGtTE. 

Tlie  enclosed  prologue  is  formed  npon  tM  si&ry  of  ^e  seidrela- 

ry's  not  allowing  yoiirto  act,  unless  yocn  would  pay  him'  3001. 

per  annum ;   upon  wkich  you  got  a  )iceii4;e  t}tfim  the  Idrd 

mayor  to  act  as  strollers. 
The  prologue  supposes,  that,  upon  your  being  forbidden  to  act^ 

a  company  of  country  strollers  came  and  hired  the  playhouse^ 

and  your  clothes,  kc.  to  act  In.] 


Our  set  of  strollers,  wandering  up  and  down. 
Hearing  the  house  was  empty,  came  to  town ; 
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And,  witba  licence  fr(Wfi  our  good  lord  mayor/ 

Went  to^dtie  CHfRth,  formerly  a  player : 

Him  we  pef^aded,  with  a  moderate  bribe. 

To  speak  to  Ofington  and  all  the  tribe. 

To  let  onr  company  supply  their  places. 

And  hire  us  out  their  scenes,  and  clothes,  and  faces^ 

Is  not  the  traUi  the  truth  >  Look  full  on  me ; 

I  am  not  Elrington,  nor  Griffith  he. 

When  we  perform,  look  sharp  among  our  crew. 

There's  not  a  creature  here  you  ever  knew. 

The  former  folks  were  servants  to  the  king  j 

We,  humble  strollers,  always  on  the  wing. 

Now,  for  my  part,  I  think,  upon  the  whole. 

Rather  than  starve,  a  better  man  would  stroll. 

Stay !  let  me  see — ^Three  hundred  pounds  a-year. 
For  leave  to  act  in  town ! — *Tis  plaguy  dear. 
Now,  here's  a  warrant ;  gallants,  please  to  mark. 
For  three  thirteens,  and  sixpence  to  the  clerk. 
Three  hundred  pounds  !  Were  I  the  price  to  fix,    i 
The  public  should  bestow  the  actors  six ; 
A  score  of  guineas,  given  underhand. 
For  a  good  word  or  so,  we  understand. 
To  help  an  honest  lad  that's  out  of  place. 
May  cost  a  crown  or  so ;  a  conanon  case  : 
And,  in  a  crew,  'tis  no  injustice  thought 
To  ship  a  rogue,  and  pay  him  not  a  groat. 
But,  in  the  chronicles  of  former  ages. 
Who  ever  heard  of  servants  paying  wages  ? 

I  pity  Elrington  with  all  my  heart ; 
Would  he  were  here  this  night,  to  act  my  part ! 
I  told  him  what  it  was  to  be  a  stroller ; 
How  free  we  acted,  and  had  no  con^ptroUer : 
In  every  town  we  wait  on  Mr  May'r, 
First  get  a  licence^  then  produce  bur  Ware; 
We  sound  a  trumpet,  or  we  beat  a  drum : 
Huzza  i  (the  schoolboys  roar)  the  play'rs  arfe  come! 
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And  then  we  cry,  to  spur  the  bumpkins  ou^ 
Gallants,  by  Tuesday  next  we  must  be  gone. 
I  told  him^  in  the  smoothest  way  I  could. 
All  this,  and  more,  yet  it  would  do  no  good. 
But  Elrington,  tears  falling  from  his  cheeks. 
He  that  has  ^one  with  Betterton  and  Wilks^ 
To  whom  our  country  has  been  always  dear. 
Who  chose  to  leave  his  dearest  pledges  here. 
Owns  all  your  favours,  here  intends  to  stay,    . 
And,  as  a  stroller,  act  in  every  play : 
And  the  whole  crew  this  resolution  takes. 
To  live  and  die  all  strollers,  for  your  sakes; 
Not  frighted  with  an  ignominious  name. 
For  your  displeasure  is  their  only  shame. 

A  pox  on  E^rington's  majestic  tone ! 
Now  to  a  word  of  business  in  our  own. 

Gallants,  next  Thursday  night  will  be  our  last :. 
Then  without  fail  we  pack  up  for  Belfast. 
Lose  not  your  time,  nor  our  diversion  miss. 
The  next  we  act  shall  be  as  good  as  this. 


EPILOGUE 

TO 
MB  HOPPY^S  BBNBFIT-NIGHT,  AT  SMOCK-ALLBY. 


^Tlu8  piece,  which  relates,  like  the  former,  to  the  ararlcions 
demands  which  the  Irish  secretary  of  state  made  upon  the  com. 
pany  of  pUyers,  is  said,  in  the  collection  called  <^  Gulkyert. 
aoa,"  to  hav^  been  composed  by  Swift,  uid  deliyered  by  hioa 
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at  Gaulstown  Hoiue*  But  it  ia  poore  likely  to  hate  bean  writ- 
ten by  eoioe  othtr  among  the  joyous  guests  of  the  Lord  Chief 
Baron,  since  it  does  not  exhibit  Swift's  accuracy  of  numbers.^ 


Hold  !  hold,  my  good  friends ;  for  one  moment, 

pray  stop  ye, 
I  return  ye  my  thanks,  in  the  name  of  poor  Hoppy. 
He*s  not  the  first  person  who  never  did  write. 
And  yet  has  been  fed  by  a  benefit-night. 
The  custom  is  frequent,  on  my  word  I  assure  ye. 
In  our  fam'd  elder  house,  of  the  Hundreds  of  Drury. 
But  then  you  must  know,  those  players  still  acton 
Some  very  good  reasons,  for  such  benefaction. 

A  deceased  poet's  widow,  if  pretty,  canH  fail ; 
From  Gibber  she  holds,  as  a  tenant  in  tail. 
Yoiir  emerited  actors,  and  actresses  too. 
For  what  they  have  done  (tho*  no  more  they  can  do) 
And  sitters,  and  songsters,  and  Chetwood  and  G — , 
And  sometimes  a  poor  sufferer  in  the  Sputh  Sea; 
A  machine-man,    a    tire-woman,  a  mute   and   a 

spright. 
Have  basn  all  kept  from  starving  by  a  benefit-night. 
Thus,  for  Hoppy*s  bright  merits,  at  length  we  have 

found 
That  he  must  have  of  us  ninety-nine  and  one  pound. 
Paid  to  him  clear  money  once  every  year : 
And  however  some  think  it  a  little  too  dear. 
Yet,  for  reasons  of  state  this  sum  we'll  allow, 
Tho'  we  pay  the  good  man  with  the  sweat  of  our 

brow. 
First,  because  by  the  king  to  us  he  was  sent. 
To  guide  the  whole  session  of  this  parliament. 
To  preside  in  our  councils,  both  public  and  private, 
-And  so  learn,  by  the  byei  what  both  houses  do 

drive  at. 
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When  bold  B —  roars.  And  meek  M —  ravesr, 
When  Ash  prates  by  wholesale,  or  Be — h  by  halves^ 
When  Whigs  become  Whims,  or  join  with  the  Tories ; 
And  to  himself  constant,  wiien  a  member,  no  more  is» 
But  changes  his  sides,  and  votes  and  unvotes ; 
As  S— t  is  dull,  and  with  S— d,  who  dotes ; 
Then  up  must  get  Hoppy,  and  witfi  voice  very  low. 
And  with  eloquent  bow,  the  house  he  must  show. 
That  that  worthy  member,  who  spoke  la^  must 

give 
The  freedom  to  him,  humbly,  most  to  conceive. 
That  his  sentiment,  on  this  afiair,  isn't  right ; 
That  he  mightily  wonders  which  way  he  came  byH : 
That,  for  bis  part,  God  knows,  he  does  such  things 

disown; 
And  so,  having  convinced  him,  he  most  humbly  sits 

down. 
For  these,  and  more  reasons,  which  perhaps  you 

may  hear. 
Pounds  hundred  this  night,  and  one  hunched  this 

year, 
And  so  on  we  are  forced,  tho'  we  sweat  out  our  blood. 
To  make  these  walls  pay  for  poor  Hoppy's  good ; 
To  supply  with  rare  diet  his  pot  and  liis  spit ; 
And  with  richest  Margoux  to  wash  down  a  tit  bit. 
To  wash  oft  hi^  fine  linen,  so  clean  and  so  neat. 
And  to  buy  him  much  linen,  to  fence  against  sweat : 
All  which  he  deserves ;  for  altho*  ali  the  day. 
He  oft  times  is  heavy,  yet  all  night  fee^s  gay  ; 
And  if  he  rise  early  to  watch  for  the  state. 
To  keep  up  his  spouts  he'll  sit  up  as  late. 
Thus,  for  these  and  more  reasons,  as  before  I  did  • 

say. 
Hop  has  got  all  the  money  for  our  acting  this  play. 
Which  makes  us  poor  actors  lookjV  ne  s^aiquog.^^ 
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EPIGRAM. 


Great  folks  are  of  a  finer  mould ; 
Lord !  how  politely  they  can  scold  I 
While  a  coarse  English  tongue  will  itch, 
For  whore  and  rogue>  and  dog  and  bitcb. 


PROLOGUE 

TO  A  PLAY  FOR  THE  BENEFIT  OF   THE   DISTRESSED 
WEAVERS. 

BY  DR  SHERIDAN. 
SPOKEN  BT  MR  SLEIMGTOll.      1791. 

Great  cry,  and  little  wool — ^is  now  become 
The  plague  and  proverb  of  the  weaver's  loom : 
No  wool  to  work  on,  neither  weft  nor  warp ; 
Their  pockets  empty,  and  their  stomachs  sharp. 
Provoked,  in  loud  complaints  to  you  they  cry : 
Ladies,  relieve  the  weavers  5  or  they  die  ! 
Forsake  your  silks  for  stuffs ;  nor  think  it  strange, 
To  shift  your  clothes,  since  you  delight  in  change. 
One  thing  with  freedom  1*11  presume  to  tell — 
The  men  will  like  you  every  bit  as  well. 

See  I  am  dress'd  from  top  to  toe  in  stuffy 
And  by  my  troth,  I  think  Tm  fine  enough^ 

VOL.  XIV.  h 
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My  wife  admires  me  more,  and  swears  she  never, 
In  any  dress,  beheld  me  look  so  clever. 
And  if  a  nian  be  better  in  such  ware, 
What  great  advantage  must  it  give  the  fair  ! 
Our  wool  from  lambs  of  innocence  proceeds : 
Silks  come  frpm  maggots,  calicoes  from  weeds : 
Heuf^e  'tis  by  sad  experience  that  we  find 
Ladies  in  silks  to  vapours  much  inclinM — 
And  what  are  they  but  maggots  in  the  mind  ? 
For  which  I  think  it  reason  to  conclude, 
That  clothes  may  change  our  temper  like  our  food. 
Chintzes  are  gawdy,  and  engage  our  eyes 
Too  much  about  the  party-colour'd  dyes : 
Although  the  lustre  is  from  you  begun. 
We  see  the  rainbow,  and  neglect  the  sun. 

How  sweet  and  innocent's  the  country  maid. 
With  small  expense  in  native  wool  array*d ; 
Who  copies  from  the  fields  her  homely  green. 
While  by  her  shepherd  with  delight  she's  seen ! 
Should  our  fair  ladies  dress  like  her,  in  wool. 
How  much  more  lovely,  and  how  bewitiful. 
Without  their  Indian  drapery,  they'd  prove ! 
While  wool  would  h61p  to  warm  us  into  love  ! 
Then,  like  the  famous  Argonauts  of  Greece, 
We'll  aJJ  conleftd  to  gain  the  Qolden  Fleece ! 
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EPILOGUE, 

TO  A  BENEFIT  PLAY,  GIVEN  IN  BfeHALF  OP  THE 
DISTRESSED  WEAVERS. 

BY  THE  DEAN. 
SPOKEN  BY  MR  GRIFFITH.      . 

Who  dares  affirm  this  is  no  pious  age. 
When  charity  begins  to  tread  the  stage  ? 
When  actors,  who  at  best  are  hardly  savers. 
Will  give  a  night  of  benefit  to  weavers  ? 
Stay — ^let  me  see,  how  finely  will  it  sound ! 
Imprimis,  From  his  grace*  a  hundred  pound. 
Peers,  clergy,  gentry,  all  are  benefactors ; 
And  then  comes  in  the  item  of  the  actors. 
Item,  The  actors  freely  give  a  day— - 
The  poet  had  no  more  who  made  the  play. 

But  whence  this  wond'rous  charity  in  players  ? 
They  learn  it  not  at  sermons,  or  at  prayers  : 
Under  the  rose,  since  here  are  none  but  friends, 
(To  own  the  truth)  we  have  some  private  ends. 
Since  waiting-women,  like  exacting  jades. 
Hold  up  the  prices  of  their  old  brocades ; 
We'll  dress  in  manufactures  made  at  home ; 
Equip  our  kings  and  generals  at  the  Comb,  f 
We'll  rig  from  Meath  Street  ^Egypt's  haughty  queen. 
And  Antony  shall  court  her  in  ratteen. 
In  blue  shsdloon  shall  Hannibal  be  clad. 
And  Scipio  trail  an  Irish  purple  plaid. 
In  drugget  drest,  of  thirteenpence  a-yard. 
See  Philip's  son  amidst  his  Persian  guard ; 

*  Archbishop  King.-^F. 

+  A  street  famous  for  woollen  manufactures.— F. 
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And  proud  Roxana,  fir'd  with  jealous  rage^ 
With  fifty  yards  of  crape  shall  sweep  the  stage. 
In  short,  our  kings  and  princesses  within 
Are  all  resolvM  this  project  to  begin ; 
And  you,  our  subjects,  when  you  here  resort, 
Must  imitate  the  fashion  of  the  court. 

O  !  could  I  see  this  audience  clad  in  stuff. 
Though  money's  scarce,   we  should  have  trade 

enough ; 
But  chints,  brocades,  and  lace,  take  all  away. 
And  scarce  a  crown  is  left  to  see  the  play. 
Perhaps  you  wonder  whence  this  friendship  springis 
Between  the  weavers  and  us  playhouse  kings; 
But  wit  and  weaving  had  the  same  beginning'; 
Pallas  first  taught  us  poetry  and  spinning : 
And,  neirt,  observe  how  this  alliance  fits. 
For  weavers  now  arc  just  as  poor  as  wits  : 
Their  brother  quillmen,  workers  for  the  stage, 
Por  sorry  stuff  can  get  a  crown  U  page ; 
But  weavers  will  be  kinder  to  the  players. 
And  sell  for  twenty  pence  a  yard  of  theirs. 
And,  to  your  knowledge,  there  is  often  less  in 
The  poet* s  wit,  than  in  the  player's  dressing, 
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ANSWER 

TO 

DR SHERIDANS PROLOGUE,  AND  TO 
DR  SWIFT'S  EPILOGUE, 

IN  BEHALF  OF  THE  DISTRESSED  WEAVERS. 

BY  DR  DBLANY. 

Fcemineo  generi  tribuantar* 

Thb  Muses,  whom  the  richest  silks  array. 
Refuse  to  fling  their  shining  gowns  away ; 
The  pencil  clothes  the  nine  in  bright  brocades. 
And  gives  each  colour  to  the  pictured  maids; 
Far  above  mortal  dress  the  sisters  shine. 
Pride  in  their  Indian  robes,  and  must  be  fine. 
And  shall  two  bards  in  consort  rh3rme  and  huff, 
And  fret  these  Muses  with  their  playhouse  stuff? 

The  player  in  mimic  piety  may  storm. 
Deplore  the  Comb,  and  bid  her  heroes  arm : 
The  arbitrary  mob,  in  paltry  rage. 
May  curse  the  belles  and  chintzes  of  the  age : 
Yet  still  the  artist  worm  her  silk  shall  share, 
And  spin  her  thread  of  life  in  service  of  the  fwr. 

The  cotton  plant,  whom  satire  cannot  blast. 
Shall  bloom  the  favourite  of  these  realms,  and  last; 
Like  yours,  ye  fair,  her  fame  from  censure  grows, 
Prevails  in  charms,  and  glares  above  her  foes : 
Your  injured  plant  shall  meet  a  loud  defence^ 
And  be  the  emblem  of  your  innocence. 

Some  bard,  perhaps,  whose  landlord  was  a  weit« 
yer, 
Penn'd  the  low  prologue  to  return  a  favour : 
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Some  neighbour  wit,  that  would  be  in  the  vogue, 
WorkM  with  his  friend,  s^ttdwove  the  epilogue. 
Who  weaves  the  chaplet,  or  provides  the  bays. 
For  such  wool-gathering  sonneteers  as  these  ? 

Hence  then,  ye  homespun  witlings,  that  persuade 
Miss  CHbe?  to  tne  fashion  of  Her  maid. 
Shall  the  wide  hjoofp,  that  standard  of  the  town. 
Thus  act  subservient  to  a  poplin  gown  ? 
Wbofd  spaell  of  wool  all  over  ?  'Tis  enough 
The  under  petticoat  be  made  of  stuff. ' 
Lord !  to  be  wrapt  ip  flannel  just  in  May, 
When  the  fields  dress'd  in  flowers  appear  so  gay ! 
And  shall  not  miss  be  flowerM  as  well  as  they  ? 

Tn.what  w^ak:  colours  would  i\\^  plaid  appear, 
Work*d  to  ?i  quiUj.  or  studded  in  a  chair  ! 
The  6kin>  thatyie^  with  silkv  would  fret  with  stuff; 
Or  who  couJ4  t>fi?uvin  bed. a  tjiing  so  rough  ? 
Ye  knowing  fa}r,  how  eminent  that  b^d, 
Where  the  chinjtz  dianv:)nds  with  the  silken  thread, 
Wh^iie.  rilstlijig:  cuf tains  pall  the  curious  eye. 
And  boast  tiye  stfieaks  and  paintings  of  the  sky .! 
Of  flocks  they '4  have  yo^ir  milky  ticking  full ; 
And  all  this  for  th?  benfefijt  of  wpol ! 

"  But  where,''  say  th^y^  *^  $hall  we  bestow  these 
weaves,  ,,. 

That  spread   our  streets,    m'^   are  such-  piteous 

cravers  ?'*         ^'  f  i..  ",, 
The jBilk-worms  (brittle  beings))  prone  to  fate, 
Demind^ theit*  qar^,  to  make!  their  webs  complete: 
These  may  they  tend,  their  promises  receive; 
We  cannot  pay  too  piuch  fi>x  what  they  give  ! 
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ON  GAULSTOWN  HOUSE, 

THE    SEAT    OF    GEORGE    ROCHFORT,   ESQ. 


3T   DB  DELAMT. 

*Tis  SO  old  and  sa  ugly,  and  yet  so  convenient. 
You're  sometimes  in  pleasure,  though  often  in  pain 

in't,, 
'Tis  so  large  you  may  lodge  a  few  friends  with  ease 

in*t. 
You  may  turn  and  stretch  at  your  length  if  you 

please  in't ; 
*Tis  so  little,  the  family  live  in  a  press  in*t. 
And  poor  Lady  Betty  *  has  scarce  room  to  dress  in't; 
'Tis  so  cold  in  the  winter,  you  can't  bear  to  lie  in't. 
And  so  hot  in  the  summer,  you're  ready  to  fry  in't ; 
'Tis  so  brittle  'twould  scarce  bear  the  weight  of  a 

tun, 
Yet  so  staunch,  that  it  keeps  out  a  great  deal  of  sun ; 
*Tis  so  crazy,   the  weather  with  ease  beats  quite 

through  it. 
And  you're  forced  ev^y  year  in  some  part  to  renew 

it; 
'Tis  so  ugly,  so  useful,  so  big,  and  so  little,  .       , 
'Tis  so  staunch,  and  so  crazy,  so  strpng  and  so  brit- 
tle, '         ;  :  -  » 

:     '  ?   .    •  1 

III'  HI  I  ■ I  I        I     I    n  t^t'  ^ 

^  Daugb^r  of  tke  Earl  of  Df  ogheda^  and  married  to  (SreW^ge 
Rochfort,  Esq — F. 
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'Tis  at  one  time  so  hot,  and  another  so  cdd, 
It  is  part  of  the  new,  and  part  of  the  old ; 
It  is  just  half  a  blessing,  and  just  half  a  curse — 
I  wish  then^  dear  George,  it  were  better  or  worse. 


THE  COUNTRY  LIFE. 

PART  OF  A  SUMMER  SPENT  AT  GAULSTOWN  HOUSB, 
THE  SEAT  OF  GEORGE  ROCHFORT,  ESQ. 


[These  verses  were  first  published  in  the  Whitehall  Journal,  with 
the  following  prefatory  letter,  in  which  the  writer,  witli  stu- 
pid  malignity,  represents  a  lively  and  humorous  jeu  d'esprit 
as  a  serious  and  ungrateful  attack  upon  the  hospitality  of 
Gaulstown* 

To  Sir  James  Bakery  Knight^  ChieJ  Journalist  of  Chreat ; 
Britain. 

Sir, 

The  inclosed  being  handed  about,  privately  here,  in  print,  I 
thought  the  post  which  you  now  so  worthily  fill  entitled  you  to 
a  perusal  of  it 

It  is  a  true  and  real  Irish  journal. 

All  men  consent,  here,  that  it  was  written  by  the  famgns  Dr 
Celer,  dean  to  the  tutelary  saint  of  this  kingdom. 

The  malerolents  amongst  us  cast  invidious  reflections  on  tfao 
0Ban  for  writing  this  poem ;  and  say  that  it  was  odd  in  him, 
after  the  kindest  entertainment  for  some  months  together  at  Mr 
RocUbrd's  house,  who  was  Lord  Chief  Baron  in  thb  kingdom^ 
in  the  last  leign,  to  vanish  away  one  mocoing  sans  coremonk^ 
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«1nd  that  it  was  ungratefol,  after  liaying  sacked  all  tbe  sweats  of 
Gaalstowo,  to  leave  the  following  sting  behind  htm.    ' 

If  yon  give  this  packet  a  place  in  yonr  Journal,  yon  will 
oblige  a  Tast  nnmber  of  yonr  admirers  in  this  kingdom,  who  are 
impatimt  to  see  the  Dean's  satire  upon  the  hospitable  Baron  and 
the  rest  of  his  friends  and  messmates  for  almost  a  whole  som. 
mer. 

lam. 

Tour  constant  reader  and  most  humble  serrant, 
DcjBLiK,  New-Tear's  Day,  1723.  PfliLoxBiros. 

From  the  foregoing  absurd  charge,  the  Dean  condescended  to 
vindicate  himself,  in  a  letter  to  Mr  Cope,  dated  9th  October 
17«.] 


Thalia,  tell  in  sober  lays. 

How  George,  *  Nim,  f,  Dan,  %  Dean,  §  pass  their 

days; 
And,  should  our  Gaulstown's  art  grow  fallow^ 
Yet  Neget  quis  carmina  Gulh  f 
Here  (by  the  way)  by  Gallus  mean  I 
Not  Sheridan,  but  friend  Delany. 
Begin,  my  Muse.     First  from  our  bowers 
We  sally  forth  at  different  hours ; 
At  seven  the  Dean,  in  night-gown  drest. 
Goes  round  the  house  to  wake  the  rest ; 
At  nine,  grave  Nim  and  George  facetious 
Go  to  the  Dean,  to  read  Lucretius ; 
At  ten,  my  Lady  comes  and  hectors. 
And  kisses  George,  and  ends  our  lectures; 


*  Mr  Rochfort— F* 

f  His  brother,  Mr  John  Rochfort ;  who  was  called  Nimrod^ 
from  his  great  attachment  to  the  cha8e««-*F« 
X  Rev.  IXmiel  Jackson.--F.  §  Dr  Swift.~F. 
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And  when  she  has  him  by  the  heck  fast. 

Hauls  hipi,  and  scolds  us  down  to  breakfast. 

We  squander  there  an  hour  or  more,     , 

And  th^n  all  hands,  boys,  to  the  oar; 

All,  heferoclite  Dan  except. 

Who  neither  time  nor  order  kept. 

But  by  peculiar  whimsies  drawn. 

Peeps  in  the  ponds  to  look  for  spawn;  . 

O'ersiees  the  work,  or  Dragon  *  rows. 

Or  mars  a  text,  or  mends  his  hose ; 

Or — ^but  proceed  we  in  our  journal — 

At  two,  or  after,  we  return  all : 

From  the  four  elements  assembling, 

Warn'd  by  the  bell,  all  folks  come  trembling  f 

From  airy  garrets  some  descend. 

Some  from  the  lake's  remotest  end ;  , 

My  lord  J  and  dean  the  fire  forsake, 

Dan  leaves  the  earthy  spade  and  rake  :    . 

The  loiterers  quake,  no  corner  hides  them. 

And  Lady  Betty  soundly  chides  them, 

Now  water's  brought,  and  dinner's  done  : 

With  «^  Church  and  King"  the  ladies  gone : 


♦  A  small  boat  so  called. — F. 

f  The  Dean  has  been  censured,  on  an  idle  supposition  of  this 
passage  being  an  allusioji  to  the  day  of  judgment.  So  says  Mr 
Faulkner,  in  corroboration  Of  which  I  obserye,  that,  in  ^'  Gul- 
liveriana,"  the  passage  is  printed  in  Italics,  with  an  index  placed 
opposite  to  .call  the  attention.  In  the  Whitehall  Journal,  the 
Editor  reftises  to  believe  that  the  piece  is  Swift's,  "  because  so 
pious  a  person  as  the  l>ean  could  not  possibly  forget  all  respect  and 
reverence  for  things  sacred,  as  to  turn  the  day  of  judgment  so 
openly  into  ridicule,  as  the  author  of  this  lampoon  most  mani. 
festly  does  in  this  burlesque  piece." 

J  Mr  Rochfort's  father  was  Lord  Chief  Baron  of  the  ex- 
chequer in  Iceland. — F. 
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Not  reckoning  half  an  hour  ive  pass  - 

In  talking  o'er  a.modetate  glaas. 

Dan,  growing  drowsy,  like  a  thief  .     " 

Steals  off  to  dose  away  his  beef ^ 

And  this  must  pa^ss  for' reading:  HammotuWr 

While  George  and  Dean,  go  to  backgaoimom  . 

George,  Nim,  and  Dean,  set  out  at  four. 

And  then,  again j  boys,  to  the  oar*  ^  , 

But  when  the  sun  goes  to  the  deep 

(Not  to  disturb  him  in  his  sleep. 

Or  make  a  rumbling  o'er  his  head,  i    . 

His  candle  out,  and  he  a-bed) 

We  watch  his  motions  to  a  minute,  .,  > 

And  leave  the  flood  when  he  goes  in  it. 

Now  stinted  in  the  shortening  day,  .    m 

We  go  to  prayers,  and  then  to  play. 

Till  supper  comes;  and  after  that 

We  sit  an  hour  to  drink  and  chat. 

'Tis  late— the  old  and  younger  pairs. 

By  Adam  *  lighted,  walk  up  stairs.  • 

The  weary , Dean  goes  to  his  chamber ; 

And  Nim  and  Dan  to  garret  clamber. 

So  when  the  cixcle  we  have  run. 

The  curtain  fails  and  all  is  done.    . 

I  might  have  mentioned  several  facts. 
Like  episodes  between  the  acts ; 
And  tell  who  loses  and  who  wins. 
Who  gets  a  cold,  who  breaks  his  shins ; 
How  Dan  caught  nothing  in  his  net. 
And  how  the  boat  was  overset. 
For  brevity  I  have  retrench'd 
How  in  the  lake  the  Dean  was  drench*d : 
It  would  be  an  exploit  to  brag  on, 
How  valiant  George  rode  o'erihe  Dragon ; 

*  The  butler.~F, 


Digitized  by 


Google 


172  POEMS* 

How  steady  in  the  storm  he  sat> 

And  sav'd  his  oar,  but  lost  his  hat :  * 

How  Nim  (no  hunter  e'er  could  match  him) 

Still  brings  us  hares,  when  he  can  catch  'em ; 

How  skilfully  Dan  mends  his  nets ; 

How  fortune  fails  him  when  he  sets ; 

Or  how  the  Dean  delights  to  vex 

The  ladies,  and  lampoon  their  sex : 

I  might  have  told  how  oft  Dean  Perceval  * 

Displays  his  pedantry  unmerciftil. 

How  haughtily  he  cocks  his  nose, 

To  tell  what  every  schoolboy  knows  : 

And  with  his  finger  and  his  thumb. 

Explaining,  strilces  opposers  dumb : 

But  now  there  needs  no  more  be  said  on't. 

Nor  how  his  wife,  that  female  pedant. 

Shows  all  her  secrets  of  housekeeping ; 

For  candles  how  she  trucks  her  dripping ; 

Was  forced  to  send  three  miles  for  yeast. 

To  brew  her  ale,  and  raise  her  paste ; 

Tells  every  thing  that  you  can  diink  of. 

How  she  cur'd  Charly  of  the  chincougb ; 

What  gave  her  brats  and  pigstthe  measles. 

And  how  her  doves  were  killed  by  weasles; 

How  Jowler  towl'd,  and  what  a  fright 

She  had  with  dreams  the  other  nighk. 

But  now,  since  I  have  gone  so  far  on, 
A  word  or  two  of  Lord  Chief  Baron ; 
And  tell  how  little  weight  he  sets 
On  all  whig  papers  and  gazettes  j 
But  for  the  politics  of  Pue,t 
Thinks  every  syllable  is  true. 


*  A  friend  of  the  Lord  Chief  Baron. 
+  A  Tory  neTrs^writer.— F. 
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And  since  he  owns  the  king  of  Sweden 
Is  dead  at  last,  without  evading. 
Now  all  his  hopes  are  in  the  czar : 
^*  Why,  Muscovy  is  not  so  far : 
Down  the  Black  Sea,  and  up  the  Straits, 
And  in  a  month  he's  at  your  gates ; 
Perhaps  from  what  the  packet  brings. 
By  Christmas  we  shall  see  strange  things.** 
Why  should  I  tell  of  ponds  and  drains, 
What  carps  we  met  with  for  our  pains ; 
Of  sparrows  tamM,  and  nuts  innumerable 
To  choke  the  girls,  and  to  consume  a  rabble  ? 
But  you,  who  are  a  scholar,  know 
How  transient  all  things  are  below. 
How  prone  to  change  is  human  life ! 
Last  night  arrivM  Clem  *  and  his  wife — 
This  grand  event  has  broke  our  measures : 
Their  reign  began  with  cruel  seizure^ : 
The  Dean  must  with  his  quilt  supply 
The  bed  in  which  those  tyrants  lie  : 
Nim  lost  his  wig-block,  Dan  his  Jordan, 
(My  lady  says,  she  can*t  afford  one) 
George  is  half  scarM  out  of  his  wits. 
For  Clem  gets  all  the  dainty  bits. 
Henceforth  expect  a  different  survey. 
This  house  will  soon  turn  topsyturvy : 
They  talk  of  further  alterations. 
Which  causes  many  speculations. 


*  Mr  Ctemeiit  Barry,  called,  in  die  notes  appended  to  <«  Gu)^ 
liTeriana^"  chief  favonrite  and  governor  of  Gaulstown. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


[    174    ] 


A  SATIRICAL  ELEGY, 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  LATE  FAMOUS  GENERAL. 

His  Grace  !  impossible  f  what,  dead  ! 
Of  old  age  too,  and  in  his  bed  ! 
And  could  that  mighty  warrior  fall. 
And  so  inglorious,  after  all  ? 
Well,  since  he's  gone,  no  matter  how. 
The  last  loud  trump  must  wake  him  nowt 
And,  trust  me,  as  the  noise  grows  stronger. 
He'd  wish  to  sleep  a  little  longer. 
And  could  he  be  indeed  so  old 
As  by  the  newspapers  we're  tojd  ? 
Threescore,  I  think,  is  pretty  high  ^ 
HTwas  time  in  conscience  he  should  die  ] 
This  world  he  cumber'd  long  enough  ; 
He  burnt  his  candle  to  the  snuff; 
And  that's  the  reason,  some  folks  think. 
He  left  behind  so  great  a  stink. 
Behold  his  funeral  appears. 
Nor  widow's  sighs,  nor  orphans  tears, 
Wont  at  such  times_each  heart  to  pierce. 
Attend  the  progress  of  his  hearse. 
iBut  what  of  that?  hrs  friertds  may  say. 
He  had  those  honours  in  his  day. 
True  to  his  profit  and  his  pride. 
He  made  them  weep  before  he  died. 
Come  hither,  all  ye  empty  things  ! 
Ye  bubbles  rais'd  by  breath  of  kings  \ 
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Who  float  upon  the  tide  of  state ; 
Come  hither,  and  behoH  your  fate  ! 
Let  Pride  be  taught  by  this  rebuke. 
How  very  mean  a  thing's  a  duke ; 
From  all  his  ill-gat  honours  flung, 
Tum'd  to  that  dirt  from  whence  he  sprung. 


DR  DELANY'S  VILLA.  ♦ 

Would  you  that  Delville  I  describe  ? 
Believe  me.  Sir,  I  will  not  gibe  : 
For  who  would  be  satirical 
Upon  a  thing  so  very  small  ? 

You  scarce  upon  the  borders  enter. 
Before  you're  at  the  very  centre. 
A  single  crow  can  make  it  night, 
When  o'er  your  farm  she  takes  her  flight : 
Yet,  in  this  narrow  compass,  we 
Observe  a  vast  variety  ; 
Both  walks,  walls,  meadows,  and  parterres, 
Windows  and  doors,  and  rooms  and  stairs. 
And  hills  and  dales,  and  woods  and  fields. 
And  hay,  and  grass,  and  corn,  it  yields ; 
All  to  your  haggard  brought  so  cheap  in. 
Without  the  mowing  or  the  reaping : 
A  razor,  though  to  say't  I'm  loth. 
Would  shave  you  and  your  meadows  both. 


*  This  ivas  not  Swift's,  but  written  by  Dr  Sheridan.«i^» 
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Though  small's  the  farm^  yet  here's  a  house 
Full  large  to  entertain  a  mouse ; 
But  where  a  rat  is  dreaded  more 
Than  savage  Caledonian  boar  ; 
For>  if  it's  enter'd  by  a  rat. 
There  is  no  room  to  bring  a  cat. 

A  little  rivulet  seems  to  steal 
Down  through  a  thing  you  call  a  vale, 
Like  tears  adown  a  wrinkled  cheek. 
Like  rain  along  a  blade  of  leek : 
And  this  you  call  your  sweet  meander^ 
Which  might  be  suck'd  up  by  a  gander. 
Could  he  but  force  his  nether  bill 
To  scoop  the  channel  of  the  rill. 
For  sure  you*d  make  a  mighty  clutter. 
Were  it  as  big  as  city  gutter. 

Next  come  I  to  your  kitchen  garden. 
Where  one  poor  mouse  would  fare  but  hard  in  ; 
And  round  this  garden  is  a  walk. 
No  longer  than  a  tailor's  chalk ; 
Thus  I  compare  what  space  is  in  it, 
A  snail  creeps  round  it  in  a  minute. 
One  lettuce  makes  a  shift  to  squeeze 
Up  through  a  tuft  you  call  your  trees : 
And,  once  a  year,  a  single  rose 
Peeps  from  the  bud,  but  never  blows ; 
In  vain  then  you  expect  its  bloom ! 
It  c^not  blow  for  want  of  room. 

In  short,  in  all  your  boasted  seat. 
There's  nothing  but  yourself  that's  great. 
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ON 

ONE  OF  THE  WINDOWS 

AT  DBLVILLE. 

A  BARD,  grown  desirous  of  saving  his  pelf^ 

Built  a  house  he  was  sure  woiUd  hold  none  but 

himself. 
This  enrag*d  god  Apollo,  who  Mercury  sent. 
And  bid  him  go  ask  what  his  votary  meant  ? 
"  Some  foe  to  my  empire  has  been  his  adviser ; 
'Tis  of  dreadful  portent  when  a  poet  turns  miser ! 
Tell  him,  Hermes,   from  me,  tell  that  subject  of 

mine, 
I  have  sworn  by  the  Styx,  to  defeat  his  design ; 
For  wherever  he  lives,  the  Muses  shall  reign  5 
And  the  Muses,  he  knows,  have  a  numerous  train/' 


massBBomEsmBt 

CARBERIiE  RUPES. 

IN  COMITATU  CORGAGENSI. 
Scripsit  Jan.  Ann.  Dom.  1723. 

EccB  ingens  fragmen  scopuli,  quod  vertice  summo 
Desnper,  impendet^  nullo  fundamine  nixum 
Decidit  in  fluctus :  maria  undique  et  undique  saxa 
Horrisono  stridore  tonant,  et  ad  asthera  murmur 
Erigitur  J  trepidatque  suis  Neptunus  in  undis. 
Nam>  long&  venti  rabie,  atque  aspergine  crebr& 

VOL.  XIV.  M 
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jEquorei  laticis,  specus  imk  rape  cavatur : 
Jam  fiiltura  ruit,  jam  summa  cacumina  nutant^ 
Jam  cadit  in  praeceps  moles,  et  verberat  undas. 
Attonitus  credas,  hinc  dejecisse  Tonantem 
Multibus  impositos  monies,  et  Pelion  altnm 
In  capita  anguipedum  coelo  jaculasse  gigantum. 

Saepe  etiam  spelunca  immani  aperitur  hiatu 
Exesa  k  scopulis  et  utrinque  foramina  pandit, 
Hinc  atque  hinc  a  ponto  ad  poiitam  pervia  Phoebo. 
Cautibus  enorm^  junctis  laquearia  tecti 
Formantur;  moles  olim  ruitura  superafe. 
Fornice  sublimi  nidos  posuere  palumbes, 
Inque  imo  stagni  posuere  cubilia  phocaB. 

Sed,  cUm  saevit  hyems,  et  ventiv  i^arcere  rupto, 
Imtnensos  yolvunt  nuctus  ad  culmina  montis; 
Non  obsessaa  arces,  non  fulmina  vindice  dextxk 
Missa  Jovis,  quoties  inimicas  saevit  in  urbes, 
Exasquant  sonitum  undarum,  reniente  proeellJt : 
Littora  littoribus  reboant ;  vicinia  lat^, 
Gens  assueta  mari^  et  pedibus  percurrere  rapes, 
Terretur  tamen,  et  long^  fiigit,  arva  relinquens. 

Gramina  dum  carpunt  pendentes  rape  capellae, 
Vi  salientis  aquae  de  simmio  prcecipitantur, 
Et  dulces  animas  imo  sub  gurgite  linquunt. 

Piscator  terr&  non  audet  vellere  funem ; 
Sed  latet  in  portu  tremebundus,  et  acre  sudum 
Haud  sperans,  Nereum  precibus  votisque  fatigat. 
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CARBERY  ROCKS. 


TRANSLATED  BY  DR  DUNKIN. 

Lo  !  from  the  top  of  yonder  cliff,  that  shrouds 
Its  airy  head  amid  the  azure  clouds, 
Hangs  a  huge  fragment;  destitute  of  props. 
Prone  on  the  wave  the  rocky  ruin  drops  ; 
With  hoarse  rebuff  the  swelling  seas  rebound. 
From  shore  to  shore  the  rocks  return  the  sound: 
The  dreadful  munnur  Heaven's  high  convex  cleaves, 
And  Neptune  shrinks  beneath  his  subject  waves: 
For,  lottg  the  whirling  winds  and  beating  tides 
Had  scoop'd  a  vault  into  its  nether  sides. 
Now  yields  the  base,  the  summits  nod,  now  urge 
Their  headlong  course,  and  lash  the  sounding  surge. 
Not  louder  noise  could  shake  the  guilty  world. 
When  Jove    heap'd    mountains    upon    mountains 

hurlM ; 
Retorting  Pelicm  from  his  dread  abode. 
To  crush  Earth's  rebel  sons  beneath  the  load. 

Oft  too  with  hideous  yawn  the  cavern  wide 
Presents  an  orifice  oil  either  side. 
A  dismal  orifice,  from  sea  to  sea 
Extended  pervious  to  the  God  of  Day : 
Uncouthly  join'd,  the  rocks  stupendous  form 
An  arch,  the  ruin  of  a  future  storm : 
High  on  the  cliff  their  nests  the  woodquests  make. 
And  sea-calves  stable  in  the  oozy  lake. 

But  when  bleak  Winter  with  his  sullen  train 
Awakes  the  winds  to  vex  the  watery  plain ; 
When  o*er  the  craggy  steep  without  control. 
Big  with  the  blast,  the  raging  billows  roll; 
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Not  tov^'Tis  beleaguered,  not  the  flaming  brand. 
Darted  from  Heaven  by  Jove's  avenging  hand, 
Oft  as  on  impious  men  his  vtrrath  he  pours. 
Humbles  their  pride  and  blasts  their  gilded  towers^ 
Equal  the  tumult  of  this  wild  uproar : 
Waves  rush  o'er  waves,  rebellows  shore  to  shore. 
The  neighbouring  race,  though  wont  to  brave  the 

shocks 
Of  angry  seas,  and  run  along  the  rocks. 
Now  paJe  with  terror,  while  the  ocean  foams. 
Fly  far  and  wide,  nor  trust  their  native  homes. 

The  goats,  while  pendent  from  the  mountain  top. 
The  wither'd  herb  improvident  they  crop, 
Wash'd  down  the  precipice  with  sudden  sweep. 
Leave  their  sweet  lives  beneath  th*  unfathom'd  deep. 

The  frighted  fisher,  with  desponding  eyes. 
Though  safe,  yet  trembling  in  the  harbour  lies. 
Nor  hoping  to  behold  the  skies  serene. 
Wearies  with  vows  the  monarch  of  the  main. 


COPY  OF  THE  BIRTH-DAY  VERSES 

ON  MR  FORD.  * 

Come,  be  content,  since  out  it  must. 
For  Stella  has  betrayed  her  trust ; 


*  Dr  Swift  bad  been  used  to  celebrate  the  birtb-di^  of  Us 
friend  Charles  Ford,  Esq.  which  was  on  the  first  day  of  January. 
See  also  the  poem,  *^  Stella  at  Wood  Park."«»Dr  Delany  men- 
tions also,  among  the  Dean's  intimate  friends,  ^^  Matthew  Ford, 
Esq.  a  man  of  family  and  fortune,  a  fine  gentfenuui^  and  the  best 
lay  scholar  of  his  time  and  nation,"--'j>f«^ 
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And,  whispering,  charged  me  not  to  say 
That  Mr  Ford  was  born  to-day ; 
Or,  if  at  last  I  needs  must  blab  it. 
According  to  my  usual  habit. 
She  bid  me,  with  a  serious  face. 
Be  sure  conceal  the  time  and  place  3 
And  not  my  compliment  to  spoil. 
By  caUing  this  your  native  soil ; 
Or  vex  the  ladies,  when  they  knew 
That  you  are  turning  forty-two : 
But,  if  these  topics  shall  appear 
Strong  arguments  to  keep  you  here, 
I  think,  though  you  judge  hardly  of  it. 
Good  manners  must  give  place  to  profit. 

The  nymphs,  with  whom  you  first  began. 
Are  each  become  a  harridan ; 
And  Montague  so  far  decayed, 
Her  lovers  now  must  all  be  paid ; 
And  every  belle  that  since  arose. 
Has  her  contemporary  beaux.   * 
Your  former  comrades,  once  so  bright. 
With  whom  you  toasted  half  the  night,  *  i 

Of  rheumatism  and  pox  complain. 
And  bid  adieu  to  d^ar  champaign. 
Your  great  protectors,  once  in  power. 
Are  now  in  exile  or  the  Tower. 
Your  foes  triumphant  o*er  the  laws. 
Who  hate  your  person  and  your  cause. 
If  once  they  get  you  on  the  spot. 
You  must  be  guilty  of  the  plot: 
For,  true  or  false,  they'll  ne'er  inquire. 
But  use  you  ten  times  worse  than  Prior. 

In  London !  what  would  you  do  there  ? 
Can  you,  my  friend,  with  patience  bear 
(Nay,  would  it  not  your  passion  raise 
Worse  than  a  pun,  or  Irish  phrase  ?) 
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To  see  a  scoundrel  strut  and  hector, 
A  footboy  to  some  rogue  director. 
To  look  on  vice  triumphant  round. 
And  virtue  trampled  on  the  ground  ? 
Observe  where  bloody  *****  stands 
With  torturing  engines  in  his  hands. 
Hear  him  blaspheme,  and  swear,  and  rail. 
Threatening  the  pillory  and  jail : 
If  this  you  think  a  pleasing  scene. 
To  London  straight  return  again ; 
Where,  you  have  told  us  from  experience. 
Are  swarms  of  bugs  and  presbyterians. 

I  thought  my  very  spleen  would  burst. 
When  fortune  hither  drove  me  first ; 
Was  full  as  hard  to  please  as  you. 
Nor  persons  names  nor  places  knew  : 
But  now  I  act  as  other  folk. 
Like  prisoners  when  their  gaol  is  broke. 

If  you  have  London  still  at  heart. 
We'll  make  a  small  one  here  by  art; 
The  difference  is  not  much  between 
St  James's  Park  and  Stephen's  Green ; 
And  Dawson  Street  will  serve  as  well 
To  lead  you  thither  as  Pall-Mall. 
Nor  want  a  passage  through  the  palace. 
To  choke  your  sight,  and  raise  your  malice. 
The  'Deanery-house  may  well  be  match'd. 
Under  correction,  with  the  Thatch'd.  * 
Nor  shall  I,  when  you  hither  come. 
Demand  a  crown  a  quart  for  stum. 
Then  for  a  middle-aged  charmer, 
Stella  may  vie  with  your  Monthermer ;  f 


*  A  famous  tayern  in  St  James's  Street  — >H. 
f  Mary  Duchess  6f  Montague  and  Marchioness  of  Monther- 
mer, youngest  daughter  of  John  Duke  of  Marlborough. — H« 
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She's  now  as  handsome  every  bit. 
And  has  a  thousand  times  her  wit. 
The  Dean  and  Sheridan,  I  hope. 
Will  half  supply  a  Gay  and  Pope. 
Corbet,  *  though  yet  I  know  his  worth  not. 
No  doubt,  will  prove  a  good  Arbuthnot. 
I  throw  into  the  bargain  Tim  5 
In  London  can  you  eaual  him  ? 
What  think  you  of  mjy  favourite  clan, 
Robin,  t  and  Jack,  am  Jack  and  Dan; 
Fellows  of  modest  worth  and  parts. 
With  cheerful  looks  dnd  honest  hearts  ? 

Can  you  on  Dublin  look  with  scorn  ? 
Yet  here  weire  you  and  Ormond  bom. 

O  !  were  but  you  and  I  so  wise. 
To  see  with  Robert  Grattan*s  eyes ! 
Robin  adores  that  spot  of  earth. 
That  literal  spot  which  gave  him  birth ; 
And  swears,  "  Belcamp  J  is,  to  his  taste. 
As  fine  as  Hampton-court  at  least." 
When  to  your  friends  you  would  enhance 
The  praise  of  Italy  or  France, 
For  grandeur,  elegance,  and  wit, 
We  gladly  hear  you,  and  submit: 
But  then,  to  come  and  keep  a  clutter. 
For  this  or  that  side  of  a  gutter. 
To  live  in  this  or  t'other  isle. 
We  cannot  think  it  worth  your  while ; 
For,  take  it  kindly  or  amiss. 
The  difference  but  amounts  to  this. 


*  Dr  Corbet,  afterwards  Dean  of  St  P4trick»8,  on  the  death 
of  Dr  Matarine,  who  succeeded  Dr  Swift— Dublin  Edit. 

+  Robert  and  John  Grattan,  and  John  and  Daniel  Jackson. 
— H. 

%  In  Fingal,  about  fire  miles  from  Dublin.«-H« 
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We  bury  on  our  side  the  channel 
In  linen ;  and  on  your's  in  flannel.  * 
You  for  the  news  are  ne'er  to  seek ; 
While  we,  perhaps,  may  wait  a  week : 
You  happy  folks  are  sure  to  meet 
A  hundred  whores  in-every  street ; 
While  we  may  trace  all  Dublin  o'er 
Before  we  find  out  half  a  score. 

You  see  my  arguments  are  strongs 
I  wonder  you  held  out  so  long : 
But,  since  you  are  convinc'd  at  last. 
We'll  pardon  you  for  what  is  past. 
So — ^let  us  now  for  whist  prepare : 
Twelve  pence  a  comer,  if  you  dare. 


9191^ 


ON  DREAMS. 

AN  IMITATION  OF  PBTRONIUS* 

^^  Somnia  que  mentes  ludunt  ToJitaDtibus  umbris,*'  &c. 

Those  dreams,  that  on  the  silent  night  intrude, 
And  with  false  flitting  shades  our  minds  delude, 
Jove  never  sends  us  downward  from  the  skies  5 
Nor  can  they  from  infernal  mansions  rise; 
But  are  all  mere  productions  of  the  brain. 
And  fools  consult  interpreters  in  vain. 


^  The  law  for  buryitig  ia  woollen  was  extended  to  Ireland  ia 
1783.--H. 
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For,  when  in  bed  we  rest  our  weary  limbs, 
The  mind  imburden'd  sports  in  various  whims; 
The  busy  head  with  mimic  art  runs  o*er 
The  scenes  and  actions  of  the  day  before* 

The  drowsy  tyrant,  by  his  minions  led. 
To  re^al  rage  devotes  some  patriot's  head. 
With  equal  terrors,  not  with  equal  guilt. 
The  murderer  dreams  of  all  the  blood  he  spilt. 

The  soldier  smiling  hears  the  widow's  cries, 
And  stabs  the  son  before  the  mother's  eyes. 
With  like  remorse  his  brother  of  the  trade, 
The  butcher,  fells  the  lamb  beneath  his  blade. 

The  statesman  rakes  the  town  to  find  a  plot. 
And  dreams  of  forfeitures  by  treason  got. 
Nor  less  Tom-t— d-man,  of  true  statesman  mould. 
Collects  the  city  filth  in  search  of  gold. 

Orphans  around  his  bed  the  lawyer  sees. 
And  takes  the  plaintiff's  and  defendant's  fees. 
His  fellow  pick-purse,  watching  for  a  job, 
Fancies  his  finger's  in  the  cully's  fob. 

The  kind  physician  grants  the  husband's  prayers. 
Or  gives  relief  to  long  expecting  heirs. 
The  sleeping  hangman  ties  the  fatal  noose. 
Nor  unsuccessful  waits  for  dead  mai's  shoes. 

The  grave  divine,  with  knotty  points  perplext. 
As  if  he  was  awake,  nods  o'er  his  text : 
While  the  sly  mountebank  attends  his  trade. 
Harangues  the  rabble,  and  is  better  paid. 
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The  hireling  senator  of  modern  dayis 
Bedaubs  the  guilty  great  with  nauseous  praise : 
And  Dick  the  scavenger  with  equal  grace 
Flirts  from  his  cart  the  mud  in  W— 1 — ^le's  face. 


SENT  BY  DR  DELANY  TO  DR  SWIFT, 

IN  ORDER  TO  BE  ADMITTED  TO  SPEAK  TO    HIM    WHEN 
HE  WAS  DEAF.       1724. 

Dear  Sir,  I  think,^  ^tis  doubly  hard. 

Your  ears  and  doors  should  both  be  barr'd. 

Can  any  thing  be  more  unkind  ? 

Must  I  not  see,  'cause  you  are  blind  ? 

Methinks  a  friend  at  night  should  cheer  you. 

A  friend  that  loves  to  see  and  hear  you. 

Why  am  I  robb'd  of  that  delight. 

When  you  can  be  no  loser  by't  ? 

Nay,  when  'tis  plain  (for  what  is  plainer  ?) 

That,  if  you  heard,  you'd  be  ho  gainer  ? 

For  sure  you  are  not  yet  to  learn. 

That  hearing  is  not  your  concern. 

Then  be  your  doors  no  longer  barr'd : 

Your  business,  sir,  is  to  be  heard. 
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THE  ANSWER. 

The  wise  pretend  to  make  it  clear, 
'Tis  no  great  loss  to  lose  an  ear. 
Why  are  we  then  so  fond  of  two. 
When  by  experience  one  would  do  ? 

'Tis  true,  say  they,  cut  off  the  head. 
And  there's  an  end ;  the  man  is  dead  j 
Because,  among  all  human  race. 
None  e'er  was  known  to  have  a  brace : 
But  confidently  they  maintain, 
That  where  we  find  the  members  twain. 
The  loss  of  one  is  no  such  trouble. 
Since  t'other  will  in  strength  be  double. 
The  limb  surviving,  vou  may  swear. 
Becomes  his  brother  s  lawful  heir : 
Thus,  for  a  trial,  let  me  beg  of 
Your  reverence  but  to  cut  one  leg  off. 
And  you  shall  find,  by  this  device. 
The  other  will  be  stronger  twice ; 
For  every  day  you  shall  be  gaining 
New  vigour  to  the  leg  remaining. 
So,  when  an  eye  has  lost  its  brother. 
You  see  the  better  with  the  other. 
Cut  off  your  hand,  and  you  may  do 
With  t'other  hand  the  work  of  two  : 
Because  the  soul  her  power  contracts, 
And  on  the  brother  limb  reacts. 

But  yet  the  point  is  not  so  clear  in 
Another  case,  the  sense  of  hearing : 
For,  though  the  place  of  either  ear 
Be  distant,  as  one  head  can  bear  ? 
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Yet  Galen  most  acutely  shows  you, 

(G>nsult  his  book  de  partium  um) 

That  from  each  ear,  as  he  observes. 

There  creep  two  auditory  nerves. 

Not  to  be  seen  without  a  glass. 

Which  near  the  os  petrosum  pass ; 

Thence  to  the  neck;  and  moving  thorough  there. 

One  goes  to  this,  and  one  to  t'other  ear; 

Which  made  my  grandam  always  stuff  her  ears 

Both  right  and  left,  as  fellow-sufferers. 

You  see  my  learning ;  but,  to  shorten  it. 

When  my  left  ear  was  deaf  a  fortnight. 

To  t'other  ear  I  felt  it  coming  on : 

And  thus  I  solve  this  hard  phenomenon. 

*Tis  true,  a  glass  will  bring  supplies 
To  weak,  or  old,  or  clouded  eyes : 
Your  arms,  though  both  your  eyes  were  lost^ 
Would  guard  your  nose  against  a  post : 
Without  your  legs,  two  legs  of  wood 
Are  stronger,  and  almost  as  good : 
And  as  for  hands,  there  have  been  those 
Who,  wanting  both,  have  used  their  toes.  ♦ 
But  no  contrivance  yet  appears 
To  furnish  artificial  ears. 


*  There  hare  been  instances  of  a  man's  writing  with  his  foot* 
— H.  ^ 
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A  QUIET  LIFE  AND  A  GOOD  NAME. 

TO  A  FRIEND  WHO  MARRIBD  A  SHREW. 

1724. 

Nell  scolded  in  so  loud  a  din^ 
That  Will  durst  hardly  venture  in : 
He  marked  the  conjugal  dispute ; 
Nell  roar'd  incessant,  Dick  sat  mute; 
But,  when  he  saw  his  friend  appear, 
Cry'd  bravely,  "  Patience,  good  my  dear  !'* 
At  sight  of  W  ill,  she  bawl'd  no  more. 
But  hurry*d  out  and  clapt  the  door. 

Why  Dick !  the  DeviFs  in  thy  Nell, 
(Quoth  Will)  thy  house  is  worse  than  Hell : 
Why  what  a  peal  the  jade  has  rung ! 
I> — ^n  her,  why  don't  you  slit  her  tongue  ? 
For  nothing  else  will  make  it  cease. 
Dear  Will  I  suffer  this  for  peace : 
I  never  quarrel  with  my  wife  j 
I  bear  it  for  a  quiet  life. 
Scripture  you  know,  exhorts  us  to  it ; 
Bids  us  to  seek  peace,  and  ensue  it. 

Will  went  again  to  visit  Dick  5 
And  entering  in  the  very  nick. 
He  saw  virago  Nell  belabour. 
With  Dick's  own  staff*,  his  peaceful  neighbour : 
Poor  Will,  who  needs  must  interpose. 
Received  a  brace  or  two  of  blows. 
But  now,  to  make  my  story  short. 
Will  drew  out  Dick  to  take  a  quart. 
Why  Dick,  thy  wife  has  devilish  whims  ; 
Ods-buds !  why  don't  you  break  her  limbs  ? 
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If  she  were  mine,  and  had  such  tricks, 

I^d  teach  her  how  to  handle  sticks : 

Z — ds  !  I  would  ship  her  to  Jamaica, 

Or  truck  the  carrion  for  tobacco  : 

I'd  send  her  far  enough  away — 

Dear  Will ;  btit  what  would  people  say  ? 

Lord !  I  should  get  so  ill  a  name, 

The  neighbours  round  would  cry  out  shame. 

Dick  suffered  for  his  peape  and  credit  5. 
But  who  believ'd  him  wh^n  he  said  it  ? 
Can  he,  who  makes  himself  a  slwe. 
Consult  his  peace>:  or  credit  save  ? 
Dick  found  it  by  Will  sucqfess^ 
His  quiet  small,  his  credit  less. 
She  serv'd  him  at  the  usual  rate ; 
She  stunn'd,  and  then  she  broke  his  pate : 
And  what  he  thought  the  hardest  case. 
The  parish  jeer'd  him  to  his  face  ; 
Those  men,  who  woi:e  the  breeches  least, 
Caird  him  a  cuckold,  fool,  and  beast. 
At  home  he  was  pursu'd  with  noise  5 
Abroad  was  pestered  by  the  boys : 
Within,  his  wife  would  break  his  bii^nes ; 
Without  they  pelted  him  with  stones  j 
The  'prentices  procured  a  riding,  * 
To  act  his  patience  and  her  chiding. 
False  patience  and  mistaken  pride  ! 
There  are  ten  thousand  Dicks  beside ; 
Slaves  to  their  quiet  and  good  name,  . 
Are  us'd  like  Dick,  and  bear  the  blame. 


*  A  welUknown  humorcms  cayalcade,  in  ridicule  of  a  scoldiiig 
wife  and  hen*pecked  husband.— -H. 
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A  PASTORAL  DIALOGUE; 

WRITTEN   AFTER    THE    NEWS   OF   THE    KINg's 
DEATH. * 


[This  poem  was  written  when  George  II.  succeeded  his  father, 
and  bore  the  following  explanatory  intr6duction. 

^^  Richmond  Lodge  is  a  honse  with  a  small  park  belonging  to  the 
crown.  It  was  usually  granted  by  the  crown  for  a  lease  of 
years.  The  duke  of  Ormond  was  the  last  who  had  it.  After 
his  exile,  it  was  giren  to  the  Prince  of  Wales  by  the  King* 
The  Prince  and  Princess  usually  passed  their  summer  there*  It 
is  within  a  mile  of  Richmond. 

<^  Marble  Hill  is  a  house  built  by  Mrs  Howard^  then  of  the  bed. 
chamber,  afterward  Countess  of  Suffolk,  and  groom  of  the 
stole  to  the  Queen.  It  is  on  the  Middlesex  side,  near  Twick« 
enham,  where  Mr  Pope  liyed,  and  about  two  miles  from  Rich- 
mond Lodge.  Mr  Pope  was  tke  contriyer  of  the  gardens, 
Lord  Herbert  the  architect,  the  Dean  of  St  Patrick's  chief 
butler,  and  keeper  of  the  Ice.house.  Upon  King  George's 
death,  these  two  houses  met,  and  had  the  following  dialogue." 

These  yerses  were  part  of  the  flattery  with  which  Swift  and 
Pope  were  wont  to  assail  Mrs  Howard,  whose  influence  with 
George  II.  when  Prince  of  Wales,  they  deemed  omnipo* 
tent.  How  sadly  they  missed  their  aim  in  paying  court  to 
the  faTOurite,  instead  of  the  Princess  of  Wales,  has  been  of 
late  completely  deyeloped  in  Coxe's  Life  of  Sir  Robert  Wal- 
pole,  and  in  the  works  of  the  late  Horace  Earl  of  Orford  It 
is,  howeter,  but  justice  to  the  memory  of  these  distinguished 
men  to  say,  that  tiieir  adulation  was  not  used  for  selfish  ends, 
but  for  the  benefit  of  their  friend  Gay ;  an  end  which  may^ 


*  George  I.  who  died  after  a  short  sickness,  by  eatfaig  a  melon, 
at  Osnaburg,  in  his  way  to  HanoTcr,  June  11,  17^7.*-rhe  poem 
was  carried  to  court,  and  read  to  King  George  IL  and  Queen 
Caroline.— H« 
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in  a  certain  degree,  excuse  the  means.  The  opporiimity  of 
serTing  him  through  Mrs  Howard's  influence,  seemed  to  be 
now  opened  by  the  king's  death,  for  who  CQuld  hare  guessed 
that  the  obnoxious  farourite  of  the  deceased  monarch  was  only 
obscured  for  a  few  days,  to  shine  forth  with  double  lustre* 
These  Tcrses,  therefore,  were  written  with  the  purpose  of 
keeping  awake  the  recollection  of  the  prince^  now  king,  and 
Mrs  Howard,  to  the  connections  they  had  formed  in  their 
comparatiye  state  of  priyacy,  with  the  little  band  of  literary 
and  poetical  friends.] 


In  spite  of  Pope,  in  spite  of  Gay, 
And  all  that  he  or  they  can  say ; 
Sing  on  I  must,  and  sing  I  wifl 
Of  Richmond  Lodge  and  Marble  Hill. 

Last  Friday  night,  as  neighbours  use. 
This  couple  met  to  talk  of  news  : 
For,  by  old  proverbs  it-appears, 
That  walls  have  tonguea,  and  hedges  ears. 

MARBLE  HILL. 

Quoth  Marble  Hill,  right  well  I  ween. 
Your  mistress  now  is  grown  a  queen : 
You*ll  find  it  soon  by  woful  proof; 
She'll  come  no  more  beneath  your  roof. 

RICHMOND  L0D6R. 

The  kingly  prophet  well  evinces. 
That  we  should  put  no  trust  in  princes : 
My  royal  master  promised  me 
To  raise  me  to  a  high  degree ; 
But  now  he*s  grown  a  king,  God  wot, 
1  fear  I  shall  be  soon  forgot. 
You  see,  when  folks  have  got  their  ends. 
How  quickly  they  neglect  their  friends  5 
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Yet  I  may  say,  'twixt  me  and  you. 
Pray  God,  they  now  may  find  as  troe ! 

MARBLE  HILL. 

My  house  was  built  but  for  a  show. 
My  lady's  empty  pockets  know ; 
And  now  she  will  not  have  a  shilling. 
To  raise  the  stairs,  or  build  the  ceiling ; 
For  all  the  courtly  madams  round 
Now  pay  four  shillings  in  the  pound ; 
'Tis  come  to  what  I  always  thought : 
My  dame  is  hardly  worth  a  groat.  ♦ 
Had  you  and  I  been  courtiers  born. 
We  should  not  thus  have  Iain  forlorn : 
For  those  we  dextrous  courtiers  call, 
Can  rise  upon  their  tnasters'  fall : 
But  we,  unlucky  and  unwise, 
Must  fall  because  our  masters  rise. 

RICHMOND  LODGE, 

.  My  master,  scarce  a  fortnight  since. 
Was  grown  as  wealthy  as  a  prince ; 
But  now  it  will  be  no  such  thing. 
For  he'll  be  poor  as  any  king : 


♦  Many  a  true  word,  according  to  an  ancient  prorcrb,  is  spo. 
ken  in  jest  Swift  was  not  aware  how  nearly  he  described  the 
narrowed  situation  of  Mrs  Howard's  finances.  Lord  Orford,  in 
a  letter  written  shortly  after  her  death,  describes  her  affiurs  as  so 
for  from  being  easy,  that  the  utmost  economy  could  by  no  means 
prevent  her  exceeding  her  income  considerably ;  and  elsewhere 
Informs  us,  in  his  Reminiscences,  that,  besides  Marble  Hill,  which 
cost  the  king  ten  or  twelte  thousand  pounds,  she  did  not  leare 
above  20,0001.  to  her  family.— Lord  Orford's  Works,  Vol.  IV. 
p.  S04.  V.  p.  466. 
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And  by  his  crown  will  nothing  get. 
But  like  a  king  to^  rah  in  ddb^. 

MARBLE  HitL. 

No  more  the  Dean^  that  g^ate  divine. 
Shall  keep  the  key  of  my  no — ^wine ; 
My  ice-house  rOb,  as  heretofore, 
And  steal  my  artichokes  no  more  ; 
Poor  Patty  Blount  no  more  be  seen 
Bedraggled  in  my  walks  so  green : 
Plump  Johnny  Gay  will  now  elope ; 
And  here  no  more  will  dangle  Pope. 

RICHMOND  LODGE. 

Here  wont  the  Dean,  when  he's  to  seek. 
To  spunge  a  breakfast  once  a- Week ; 
To  cry  the  bread  was  stale,  and  mutter 
Complaints  against  the  royal  butter. 
But  now  I  fear  it  will  be  said. 
No  butter  sticks  upon  his  bread.  ^ 
We  soon  shall  find  him  full  of  spleen. 
For  want  of  tattling  to  the  queen ; 
Stunning  her  royal  ears  itith  talking ; 
His  reverence  and  her  highness  walking ; 
While  Lady  Charlotte,  t  like  a  stroller. 
Sits  mounted  on  the  garden-roller. 
A  goodly  sight  to  see  her  ride. 
With  ancient  MirmontJ  at  her  side. 


*  This  also  prored  a  prophecy  more  true  than  the  Dean  sus^ 
peeted.  y 

f  Lady  Charlotte  de  Roiissy,  a  French  lady.— H. 

^  Marquis  de  Minn ont, .  a  Frenchman  of  quality,  who  had 
emigrated  from  his  country,  in  consequence  of  the  rerocatipn  of 
the  Edict  of  Nant^. 
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In  velvet  cap  his  YuetuA  \m  Warm^ 
His  hat^  for  show,  beneath  hii^  arttl^ 

Some  South-Sea  breA^er  from  the  ti*y 
Will  purchase  me")  the  t}AOte*i  th€»  |hty } 
Lay  all  my  fine  plantations  waste^ 
To  fit  them  to  his  vulgar*  taste ; 
Changed  for  the  woft^e  itt  every  pMU 
My  master  Pope  Will  bmA  hii  heatt. 

RICHMONI>  LODGE. 

In  my  own  Thames  ttiay  I  be  drownded. 
If  e'er  I  stoop  %6tmth  h  ctiyWtt'A  httfi^ ; 
Except  her  majesty  prevails 
To  place  me  with  the  Prince  of  Wales ; 
And  then  I  shall  beiwa  frMa4eacs> 
For  heUl  be  prince  these  fifty  years. 
I  then  will  turn  a  courtier  too. 
And  serve  th«  titM8>  M  dCfcefs)  do. 
Plain  loyalty,  not  built  on  hope, 
I  leave  to  your  contriver^  Pope : 
None  loves  his  king  and  oountiv  better, 
Yet  none  wm  ever  Jie9»  their  debtor. 

MARBLE  kllLL. 

Then  let  him  come^mt  take  m  nay 
In  summer  on  my  verdratt  lap ; 
Prefer  our  villc^,  where  the  Tfaamet  iv 
To  Kensington,  or  hoti  St  Jsunes^'s : 
Nor  shall  I  dull  ia  silence  sit : 
For  'tis  to  me  he  owes  his  wit } 
My  groves,  my  echoes,  and  my  birds^ 
Have  taught  him  his  poetic  words. 
W^e  gardens,  and  you  wildemesses^ 
Assist  all  poets  in  distresses. 
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Him  twice  a-week  I  here  ;expe<«> 

To  rattle  Moo^y  ^,  (dtv  neglect^ 

An  idle  rogue,  who  spends  his  quartridge 

In  tippling  at  the  Dog  and  Partridge ; 

And  I  can  hardljr  get  him  doWn  - 

Three  times  a-week  to  brush  my  gown. 

RICHMOND  LODGE. 

I  pity  you,  dear  Marble  Hill ; 
But  hope  to  see  you  flourish  stilj. 
All  happiness — and  so  adieu. 

MARBLE  HIL^.   , 

Kind  Richmpnd  Lodge,  the  same  to  you. 


DESIRE  AND  POSSESSION,    1727. 

'Tis  strange  what-  different  thoughts  inspire 
In  men.  Possession,  and  Desire  I 
Think  what  they  wish  so  great  a  blessing ;'  * 
So  disappointed  when  possessing  ! 

A  moralist  profotindly  sage 
(I  know  not  in^^at  book  or  page,     '  '^  ' 

Or  whether  o'er  a  ppt  of  ale)  '        *  .  '  •  - 

Related  thus  the  following  tale. 

Possession,  and  Desire,  his  brother,     ^ 
But  still  at  variance  with  each  other, '  .  / 

Were  seen  contending  in  a  race;  ^  -:f 

And  kept  at  first  an  equal  pace : 


♦  The  gardener.— H. 
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•Tis  said,  their  coui*se  continued  long, 
For  this  was  active,  that  was  strong : 
Till  Envy,  Sknden,  Sloth,  and  Doubt, 
Misled  them  many  a  league  about ; 
Seduc*d  by  some  deceiving  light. 
They  take  the  wrong  way  for  the  right ; 
Through  slippery  by-roads,  dark  and  deepi 
They  often  climb,  and  often  creep. 

Desire,  the  swifter  of  the  two. 
Along  the  plain  like  lightning  flew  : 
Till,  entering  on  a  broad  highway. 
Where  power  and  titles  scattered  lay, 
He  strove  to  pick  up  all  he  found. 
And  by  excursions  lost  his  ground : 
No  sooner  got,  than  with  disdain       , 
He  threw  them  on  the  ground  again  ^ 
And  hasted  forward  to  pursue 
Fresh  objects,  fairer  to  his  view ; 
In  hope  to  spring  some  nobler  game  ; 
But  all  he  took  was  just  the  same : 
Too  scornful  now  to  stop  his  pace. 
He  spum'd  them  in  his  rival's  face. 
Possession  kept  the  beaten  road. 
And  gathered  all  his  brother  strow'd  ; 
But  overcharg'd,  and  out  of  wind. 
Though  strong  in  limbs,  he  lagg'd  behind. 

Desire  had  now  the  goal  in  sight : 
It  was  a  tower  of  monstrous  height ; 
Where  on  the  summit  Fortune  stands, 
A  crown  and  sceptre  in  her  hands ; 
Beneath  a  chasm  as  deep  as  Hell, 
Where  many  a  bold  adventurer  fell. 
Desire,  in  rapture,  gaz'd  a  while, 
And  saw  the  treacherous  goddess  smile  > 
But,  as  he  climb'd  to  ^rasp  the  crown. 
She  knock'd  him  with  the  sceptre  down ! 
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He  tumbled  in  the  gulf  profound; 
There  doom'd  to  whirl  an  endless  round. 
Possession's  load  was  grown  so  gte^A^ 
He  sunk  beneath  (be  cumbrous  weight ; 
And,  as  he  now  expiring  lay. 
Flocks  every  ominous  bird  of  prey ; 
The  raven,  vulture,  owl,  and  kite. 
At  once  upon  his  caiicase  light. 
And  strip  his  hide,  and  pick  his  bones, 
Regardless  of  his  dying  groans. 


ON  CENSURE.     17^. 

Ye  wise,  instruct  me  to  endure 

An  evil,  which  admits  no  cure ; 

Or,  how  this  evil  can  be  borne. 

Which  breeds  at  once  both  hate  and  scorn. 

Bare  innocence  is  no  support. 

When  you  are  try'd  in  Scandal*s  court. 

Stand  high  in  honour,  wealth,  or  wit; 

All  others,  who  inferior  sit. 

Conceive  themselves  in  conscience  bound 

To  join,  and  drag  you  to  the  ground. 

Your  altitude  offends  the  eyes 

Of  those  who  want  the  power  to  rise. 

The  world,  a  willing  stande^-by, 

Tnclines  to  aid  a  specious  lie  : 

Alas !  they  would  not  do  you  wrong ; 

But  all  appearances  are  strong  ! 

Yet  whence  proceeds  this  weight  we  lay 
On  what  detracting  people  say  ? 

10 
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For  let  mankind  discharge  their  tongues 
In  venom,  till  they  b^urst  their  hiuigs. 
Their  utmost  malice  caffMA  voake 
Your  head,  or  tooth,  or  finger  ake ; 
Nor  spoil  your  shape,  distort  your  foce. 
Or  put  one  feature  out  of  place ; 
Nor  will  you  find  your  fortune  ainic 
By  what  they  spe^  or  what  they  think  j 
TsoT  can  ten  hundred  thousand  lies 
Make  you  less  virtuous  learn'd,  or  wise. 

The  most  effectual  way  to  baulk 
Their  malice,  is — ^to  let  them  talk. 


SH 


THE  FURNITURE  OF  A  WOMAN'S  MIND. 

1727. 

A  SET  of  phrases  leam'd  by  rote; 
A  passion  for  a  scarlet  coal ; 
When  at  a  plav,  to  laugh,  or  cry. 
Yet  cannot  ten  the  reason  why ; 
Never  to  hold  her  tongue  a  minute. 
While  all  she  prates  has  nothing  in  it ; 
Whole  hours  can  with  a  coxctMnb  sit, 
And  take  his  nonsense  all  for  wit; 
Her  learning  mounts  to  read  a  song, 
But  half  the  words  pronouncing  wrong ; 
Has  every  repartee  in  stor^ 
She  spoke  ten  thousand  times  before ; 
Can  ready  compliments  supply 
On  all  occasions,  cut  and  dry; 
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Such  hatred  to  a  parson's  gown, 
The  sight  will  put  her  in  a  swoon ; 
For  conversation  well  endued. 
She  calls  it  witty  to  be  rude  ; 
And,  placing  raillery  in  railing. 
Will  tell  aloud  your  greatest  failing ; 
Nor  make  a  scruple  to  expose 
Your  bandy  leg,  or  crooked  nose ; 
Can  at  her  morning  tea  run  o'er 
The  scandal  of  the  day  before ; 
Improving  hourly  in  her  skill. 
To  cheat  and  wrangle  at  quadrille. 

In  choosing  lace,  a  critic  nice. 
Knows  to  a  groat  the  lowest  price ; 
Can  in  her  female  clubs  dispute, 
What  linen  best  the  silk  will  suit. 
What  colours  each  complexion  match^ 
And  where  with  art  to  place  a  patch. 

If  chance  a  mouse  creeps  in  her  sight. 
Can  finely  counterfeit  a  fright ; 
So  sweetly  screams,  if  it  comes  near  her. 
She  ravishes  all  hearts  to  hear  her. 
Can  dextrously  her  husband  tease. 
By  taking  fits  whene'er  she  please ; 
By  frequent  practice  learns  the  trick 
At  proper  seasons  to  be  sick ; 
Thinks  nothing  gives  one  airs  so  pretty, 
At  once  creating  love  and  pity ; 
If  Molly  happens  to  be  careless, 
And  but  neglects  to  warm  her  hair-lace. 
She  gets  a  cold  as  sure  as  death. 
And  vows  she  scarce  can  fetch  her  breath ; 
Admires  how  modest  women  can 
Be  so  robustious,  like  a  man. 

In  party,  furious  to  her  power ; 
A  bitter  whig,  or  tory  sour ; 
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Her  arguments  directly  tend 
Against  %he  side  she  ivouM -defend ;         ' 
Will  prote  herself  a  tonr  plain,  ^  ^ 

From  principles  the  wmgs  maintain  jj 
And,' to;  defied  the  whig^ish  cause. 
Her  Wpics  from  the  t6ties  draws.     '    *' 

O  yes!  if  any  man  Can  find 
More  virtues  in  a  woman's  mind,  ♦  y 

Let  them  be  sent  to  Mrs  Harding;*      ' 
She'll  pay  the  charges  to  a  farthing ; 
Take  notice,  she  has  my  commission 
To  add  them  in  the  next  edition ; 
They  may  outsell  a  better  thing : 
So,  hoUoo,  boys ;  God  save  the  king ! 


CLEVER  TOM  CLINCH, 

GOING  TO  BE  HANGED. 
1727. 

As  cleverTom  Clinch,  while  the  rabble  was  bawling. 
Rode  stately  through  Holborn  to  die  in  his  calling. 
He  stopt  at  the  George  for  a  bottle  of  sack, 
And  promisM  to  pay  for  it  when  he  came  back. 
His  waistcoat,  and  stockings,  and  breeches,  were 

white ; 
His  cap  had  a  new  cherry  riband  to  tye*t. 


♦  Widow  of  John  Harding,  the  Drapier's  prioter.— F. 
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The  maids  to  the  doors  ^ffid  the  tmlconi^  f  w» 
And  said^  '^  Lack-a-day,  be's  8^  proper  yQW^g  mmi  ^* 
But,  as  from  the  windows  the  la4i^  ti^  spy'4» 
like  a  beau  in  the  box^  hfi  bOw'd  low  on  »$^^i4li ! 
And  when  his  last  speech  the  loud  hawlc^^rs  <tid  cirgr» 
He  swore  from  his  cart,  ^^  It  wai^  all  a  dMm'd  lie  F* 
The  hangman  for  pardon  fell  down  oa  his  kiiee ; 
Tom  gave  him  a  kick  ia  the  gut9  for  hiii  fe^ : 
Then  said,  I  must  speak  to  tKe  pieople  %  little  ; 
But  I'll  see  you  all  daum'd  k^fore  I  will  whittle.  * 
My  honest  friend  Wildf  (may  he  long  hfiHA  his 

place) 
He  lengthened  my  lile  wlUi  a  wk<^e  year  of  gwce. 
Take  courage,  dear  coimradea,  and  be  jaK>t  «lra4dt 
Nor  slip  this  occasion  to  follow  your  trade ; 
My  conscience  is  clear,  and  my  spirits  are  calm. 
And  thus  I  go  off,  without  prayer-book  or  psalm ; 
Then  follow  the  practice  of  clever  Tom  Clinch, 
Who  hung  like  a  hero,  and  never  would  flinch. 


*  A  cant  word  for  confessing  at  ijbe  gal^w8.~F. 
f  The  noted  thief-catcher,  under-keeper  of  Newgate^  who  was 
hanged  for  reoeinng  stolen  goodM^F. 
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TO 

THE  GRUB-STREET  VERSE  WRITERS. 
1796. 

Ye  poete  ragged  asid  forloniy 
Down  from  your  garcets  haste ; 

Ye  rh3naaer$  dead  as  soon  as  born^ 
Not  yet  consigned  to  paste  ; 

I  know  a  trick  to  make  you  thrive ; 

O,  'tis  a  quaint  device : 
Your  still-born  poems  shall  revive. 

And  scorn  to  wrap  up  spice. 

Get  all  your  verses  printed  fiiir^ 
Then  let  thfm  weU  be  dried; 

And  Curll  must  have  ^  special  care 
To  leave  the  margin  wide. 

Send  these  to  paper-sparing* Pope ; 

And  when  he  sets  to  write. 
No  letter  with  an  envelope 

Could  give  hxm  more  delight. 


*  The  original  copy  of  Pope's  c^l^rated  trantlatioo  •£  Hornet 
(preserved  in  the  British  Museum)  is  almost  entirely  written  on 
thecaiers  piMtexs^  sod  sope^jmes  between  the  lines  of  the  let* 
ters  themseWeau 


Digitized  by 


Google 


204  t^OEMS. 

When  Pope  has  filFd  the  margins  rounds 

Why  then  recal  your  loan ; 
Sell  them  to  Curll  for  fifty  pound. 

And  swear  they  are  yom*  own. 


DR  SWIFT  TO  MR  POPE, 

WHILB  HB  Wi^S  MTRITING  THB  DUNCIAD* 
1727.    '*/'• 

Pope  has  the  talent  well  to  speak. 

But  not  to  reach  the  ear; 
His  loudest  voice  is  low  and  weak. 

The  Dean  too  deaf  to  hear. 

A  while  they  on  each  other  look. 

Then  different  studies  choose ; 
The  Dean  sits  plodding  on  a  book ; 

Pope  walks,  and  courts  the  Muse. 

Now  backs  of  letters  *,  though  designed 
For  those  who  more  will  need  'em. 

Are  fiird  with  hints,  and  interlin'd, 
Himself  can  hardly  read  'em. 

Each  atom  by  some  other  struck. 

All  turns  and  motions  tries  ; 
Till  in  a  lump  together  stuck. 

Behold  a  poem  rise  : 

— — —*  I  ■  III  iiiTilll  I    II       III         11 

*  See  the  former  poeuL 
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Yet  to  the  Deao  hk  share  allot; 

He  claimi^  it  by  a  canon ; 
That  without  which  a  thing  is  not^ 

Is,  causa  sine  qud  non. 

Thus,  Pope,  in  vain  you  boast  your  wit ; 

For,  had  our  deaf  divine 
Been  for  your  conversation  fit. 

You  had  not  writ  a  line. 

Of  Sherlock  *,  thus,  for  preaching  fam'd. 

The  sexton  reaspn'd  well  j 
And  justly  half  the  merit  claim'd. 

Because  he  rang  the  bell. 


A  LOVE  POEM, 

FROM  A  PHYSICIAN  TO  HIS  MISTRBSS. 
WRITTEN  AT  LONOOX. 

By  poets  we  are  well  assured 
That  love,  alas  !  can  ne'er  be  cur'd: 
A  complicated  heap  of  ills. 
Despising  boluses  and  pills. 
Ah  !  Chloe,  this  I  find  is  true. 
Since  first  I  gave  my  heart  to  you. 
Now,  by  yoyr  cruelty  hard  bound, 
I  strain  my  guts,  my  colon  wound. 

»  The  Dtan  of  St  Paul's,  father  to  the  bishop.— H. 
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Now  jealousy  my  g«lfl*bliftg  ^f^    ' 

Assaults  with  gratittg'^  grifldlKg^  g^^k^l. 

When  pity  ill  tI«>S*  ^e*  I  tfeW^ 

My  bowels  wambling  ttttlw  liiii  l^»W^ 

When  I  an  amorous  kiss  designM^ 

I  beleh'd  d  hurricWbtte  <rf*^itid. 

Once  you  a  gentle  Mgh  let  fell} 

Remember  how  1  ittcVd  it  <i! : 

What  cholic  pangs  fhJttf  th^rtc€J  I  felt, 

Had  you  but  known,  your  heart  would  meU> 

like  irtiffling  Wliids  ih  <^v«rtl  pepiy 

Till  Nature  poinfet!  <Jtit  ^  tent. 

How  have  ydii  totii  iiiy  h^rt  td  pi«e«* 

With  maggots,  huttiOUrS,  attd  cJaptiWHf ! 

By  which  I  got  the  hemorrhoids ; 

And  loathsome  worms  my  anus  voids, 

Whene'er  I  hear^nycd  nMu'd, 

I  feel  my  body  all  inflamed ; 

Which,  breaking  out  in  boils  and  blains. 

With  yellow  ^ImmyM^ii  statins ; 

Or,  parch'd  with  unextinguished  thirst, 

SmaH«b«^  I  gtt^te  till  I  bum ; 

And  then  I  drag  a  bloated  corptiSy 

SwellM  with  a  di*ot)!$y,  like  tt  porpoise ; 

Wheni*  if  I  cannot  purge  or  stale^^ 

I  must  be  tapp'd  to  fitfa  paiK 
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ON   BtGKORA   C>0MITILLA« 

Our  schoolfnadter  itiav  roar  i*  th'  fit. 

Of  classic  beauty,  hdtc  et  ilia; 
Not  all  his  birch  inspires  such  art 

As  th'  ogling  beams  of  Domitilla. 

Let  nobles  toast,  in  bright  champaign, 
Nymphs  higher  born  than  Domitilla ; 

rU  drink  her  health,  again,  again. 
In  Berkeley*s  tar,  or  sars'parilla. 

At  Goodman's  Fields  Vre  ffrach  admired 
The  postures  strange  of  Monsieur  Brilla ; 

But  what  are  they  to  the  soft  step. 
The  gliding  air  of  Domitilla  ? 

Virgil  has  etemizM  in  song 

The  flying  footsteps  of  Camilla ; 

Sure,  as  a  prophet,  he  was  wrong ; 
He  might  have  drea^i'd  of  Domitilla. 

Great  Theodose  condemned  a  town 
For  thinking  ill  of  his  Placilla  : 

Arid  deiice  take  London !  if  some  knight 
O*  th*  city  wed  not  Domitilla. 

Wheeler,  Sir  George,  in  travels  wise. 

Gives  us  a  medal  of  Plantilla ; 
But  O !  the  empress  has  not  eyes, 

N^r  lipy,  nor  breast  like  PomitiUa. 
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Not  all  the  wealth  of  plundered  Italy, 
Piled  on  the  mules  of  king  At^tila, 

Is  worth  one  glove  (I'll  not  tell  a  bit  a  lie) 
Or  garter,  snatch'd  from.DomitiUa. 

Five  years  a  nymph  at  certain  hamlet, 
Y-cleped  Harrow  of  the  Hill,  a- 

— ^bus'd  much  my  heart;  and  was  a  damnM  let 
To  verse — ^but  now  for  DomitiUa* 

Dan  Pope  consigns  Belinda's  watch 

To  the  fair  i^lphid  Momentilla, 
And  thus  I  offer  up  my  catch 

To  the  snow-white  hands  of  Domitilla. 


HELTER  SKELTER; 


oil* 


THE  HUE  AND  CRY  AFTER  THE  ATTORNIES,  VPCMf 
THEIR  RIDING  THE  CIRCUIT. 


[In  ridicule  of  the  easy  strains  of  poor  Ambrose  Phillips,  so  of* 
ten  doomed  to  undergo  the  satire  of  Swift  and  Pope.  There  ia 
also  some  resemblance  between  the  following  verses  and  a  poem 
of  DaTenant,  entitled  the  ^^  Long  Vacation,  in  Verse  Bnr- 
lesqne.'^] 


Now  the  active  young  attornies 
Briskly  travel  on  their  journies^ 
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I     1 


Looking  big  as  miy.^iaiiit*M  I  ^  .  f     i'  ».. 
On  the  horses  of;  th^irjcU^ntov'   =  1  '*     i 
Like  so  many  littl^MarsV      i  'i-<.);^      ..    ^ 
With  their  tilters;akftheiran^fi^{   -h  ki,  -^  li  :  i 
Brazen  hiltediilat^yrtbitirtiilh'd^f  //it  i[«      .  .  F 
And  with  harnes^-^iicftks  futku^ii'id^ ;  >  (  . .  .  ,  >  7 
And  with  WhiprifffiMd  3pfiii:sso:«eat^    i!  I 

And  with  joQkey-Po^ts^  coihpltit^ I >  iL  ..  =:  I 
And  with  bo^  sp  v^ry .  gr^aay^  i  J  —  *  i  .  ■  '^ 
And  with  saddles  ekefto  easy,- ,  i  if  i  >  '  i  vJ 
And  with  bridl^^iiQe' and  gay^  'ir  ;,,  > 

Bridles  borrpw'd  for.a  day ;  :  w:      »     i  ■  , 

Bridles  destin'd  far  to  roain^  *  / 

Ah !  never,  nayerto  come  hdma.     i  i  i- !  i 
And  with  hats  so  very  big,  sir^  •        ru:./  ,     ' 
And  with  powder'd  v^Hps  aad  wigs,  4&r^ 
And  with  ruffles  tp  be  ,sho wn^ .   /  ;     <      ;        i 
Cambric  ruffles  no^ith^ir  ow'n ;  /    t  i        . 
And  with  Holland  shirts  60  white,  •        r .  i        ? 
Shirts  becoming;  tie)  ilh^  sigiht,   .     .i  j      >    : 
Shirts  bewrought  with  different  tetters,* 
As  belonging  to  thpir  b^atters^    I       I  ,     ,     1*. 
With  their  pretty  tinsel'd  boxes. 
Gotten  from  their  dainty  doxies. 
And  with  rings  sojsrery.  trim^ 
Lately  taken  out  of  lim —  * 
And  with  very  little  pence. 
And  as  very  ^i^lp  s^nf^jr^  1  ;  • ; '  » 
With  some  law,  but  little  justice. 
Having  stolen  from  my  hostess,        , 
Froni  the  barber  an^.tbec^tleri         .,       .    / 
Like  the  soldier  from  the  putler ;         ' 


*  A  cant  word  fcjt  pawning,— H. 
VOL.  XIV.  O 
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From  the  vintner  and  the  t«Iw» 
like  the  felon  from  the  jailor ; 
Into  this  and  t'other  county, 
Living  on  the  public  bounty ; 
Thorough  town  and  thorough  village^ 
All  to  plund^y  all  to  pilla^  i 
Thorough  momMuni,  thorough  valliai) 
Thorough  stinking  lanes  and  alleyVy 
Some  to  —  kiss  with  farmers  spous^Sy 
And  make  merry  in  their  houses ; 
Some  to  tumble  country  wenches 
On  their  rushy  beds  and  benches ; 
And  if  they  begin  a  fray. 

Draw  their  swords,  and run  away : 

All  to  murder  equity, 
And  to  take  a  double  fee ; 
Till  the  people  are  all  quiet. 
And  forget  to  broil  and  riot. 
Low  in  pocket,  cow'd  in  courage. 
Safely  glad  to  sup  their  porridge. 
And  vacation's  over — then. 
Hey,  for  London  town  again. 


THE  PyPPET^HOW. 

The  life  of  man  to  represent. 

And  turn  it  all  to  ridicule. 
Wit  did  a  puppet-show  invent. 

Where  the  chief  actor  is  a  fool. 

The  gods  of  old  were  logs -of  woo4. 
And  worship  was  to  puppets  paid ; 
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In  antick  dress  the  idol  ttobd^ 
And  priest  and  peoi^e  bow'd  the  head» 

No  wonder  then,  if  art  began 

The  simple  votaries  to  mane) 
To  shape  in  timber  foolish  man. 

And  consecrate  the  block  to  fame. 

From  hence  x>oetic  fancy  leam'd 
That  trees  might  rise  from  human  forms ; 

The  body  to  a  trunk  be  tum'd. 
And  branches  issue  from  the  arms. 

Thus  Daedalus  and  Orid  too. 
That  man's  a  blockhead,  have  confest : 

Powel  ^  and  Stretch  ^  the  hint  pursue  y 
lifie  is  a  farce,  the  worid  a  jest. 

The  same  great  truth  South  Sea  has  proV*d 

On  that  fam*d  theatre,  the  alley ; 
Where  thousands,  by  directors  mov*d. 

Are  now  sad  monuments  of  folly. 

What  Momus  was  of  old  to  Jove, 

The  same  a  Hariequin  is  now ; 
The  former  was  buffoon  above. 

The  latter  as  a  Punch  below. 

This  fleeting  scene  is  but  a  stage. 

Where  various  images  appear ; 
Id  different  parts  of  youth  and  age. 

Alike  the  prince  znd  peasant  share. 


*  Two  famous  puppetiSbow  men. 
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Some  draw  our  eyes  by  being 'gredl,^' 
False  p(]bnp  iconctols  merbiWQpdmrit&iai^l 

And  legislators  rang'd  in  state. 
Are  oft  but  wisdom  iumachme.  ^   ;•}  -;  mji'-  : 

■  .:.'■..-■•-  ^•■,  '  ^;..st'^  '>.»  i 
A  stock  may  chance  to  wear  a  crown^    «    ^   :  :  ^  : 

Andtimber  a^.aJbnijfaJceplaDe;  ..<  .  J»;;/ 
A  statue  may  put  on  a  frown. 

And  cheat  us  with;  a  tMnking  face.     ,       : . 

Others  are  blindly  led  away^  :  : . ! 

And  made  Xq  act  fofi  ends  unknown ;  Ki  :  1   > ; . 
By  the  mere  spring  of  wires  they  play. 

And  speak  in  langu^e^  iiot'tlieir.owik,-     v  <   .»   . 


Too  oft,  alas  !  a^  scoldinig  wife 
Usurps  a  jolly  feliow^S  throne'ir  , 

And  many  drink  the  cup  of  life, 
Mix'd  wd.embitter'dfby.^  Joan^ 


.J  ^>j» 


In  short,  whatever  men  pursue^    ,  . 

Of  pleasure,  folly,  War,  or.  love  5 .  .  .  ; » 

This  mimic  race  brings  all  to  view : 

Alike  they  dress,  they  taik,  ^hey  move*  ]  ^ 

Go  on,  great  Stretch,  ^yith^^rttul  hand,'  \  n/ 
Mortals  to  please  and.  td  deride;, ;  ,  ,     :  I 

And,  when  death  breaks  thy  vital  band. 
Thou  shalt  put  on  ^tpuppetV  pride. 

Thou  shalt  in  puny  wood  be,  shown,     .  * 
Thy  image  shalt  preserye  thy  fame> 

Ages  to  come  thy  worth  shall  own. 
Point  at  thy  limbs,  and  tell  thy  name. 
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Tell  Tom,  ^  he  draws  a  farce  in  ram. 
Before  he  looks  in  nature's  glass; 

Puns  cannot  form  a  witty  scene. 
Nor  pedantry  for  humour  pass. 

To  make  men  act  as  senselecls  wood>. 

And  chatter  in  a  mystic  strain. 
Is  a  mere  force  on  flesh  ahd  blood. 

And  shows  ^ome  error  in  the  brftin; 

He  that  would  thus  refine  on  thee. 
And  turn  thy  stage  into  a  school. 

The  jest  of  Punch  will  ever  be. 
And  stand  confest  the  greater  foo}. 


THE 


JOURNAL  OF  A  MODERN  LADY. 

IN  A  LBTTER  TO  A  P^^SON  OF  QUALITY*   172S. 

Sir,  'twas  a  most  unfriendly  part 
In  you,  who  ought  to  know  my  heart. 
Are  well  acquainted  with  my  zeal 
For  all  the  female  commonweal — 
How  could  it  come  into  your  mind 
To  pitch  on  me,  of  all  mankind. 
Against  the  sex  to  write  a  satire. 
And  brand  me  for  a  woman-hater  ? 

I  ,  III  } 

♦  Sheridaa. 
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On  me^  who  think  them  edl  so  Mt, 
They  rival  Venus  to  a  haii*; 
Their  virtues  never  ceaa'd  to  sing, 
Since  first  I  leam*d  to  tune  a  utring  ? 
Methinks  I  hear  the  ladies  cry. 
Will  he  his  character  belie*  ? 
Must  never  our  misfortunes  end  ? 
And  have  we  lost  our  only  liieiid  ? 
Ah,  lovely  njrmphs !  remove  your  fears, 
No  more  let  fall  those  precious  tears* 
Sooner  shall,  &c. 

[Here  several  verses  are  tmUtied.2 

The  hound  be  hunted  by  th^  hare. 
Than  I  turn  rebel  to  the  fair. 

Twas  you  engag*d  me  first  to  write. 
Then  gave  the  subject  out  of  spite : 
The  journal  of  a  modem  dame. 
Is,  by  my  promise,  what  you  claim. 
My  word  is  past,  I  must  submit ; 
And  yet  perhaps  you  may  be  bit. 
I  but  transcribe;  for  not  a  line 
Of  all  the  satire  shall  be  mine. 
Compelled  by  you  to  tag  in  rhymes 
The  common  slanders  crfthe  times. 
Of  modem  times,  the  guilt  is  yotirs. 
And  me  my  innocence  secures. 
Unwilling  Muse,  begin  thy  lay. 
The  annsds  of  a  female  day. 

By  nature  tum'd  to  play  the  rake  weJl, 
(As  we  shall  show  you  in  the  sequel) 
The  modem  dame  is  wak'd  by  noon, 
(Some  authors  say  not  quite  so  soon) 
Because,  though  sore  against  her  will. 
She  sat  all  night  up  at  quadrille. 
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She  Stretches,  gapes,  ung^iies  her  eyes. 

And  asks,  if  it  be  time  to  rise ; 

Of  headach  and  the  spleen  complains ; 

And  then,  to  cool  her  heated  brains. 

Her  night-gown  and  her  slippers  brought  her» 

Takes  a  large  dram  of  citron  water. 

Then  to  her  glass )  and,  <^  Bettjr,  pray 

Don't  I  look  frightfully  to-day  ? 

But  was  it  not  confounded  hard  ? 

Well,  if  I  erer  touch  a  card ! 

Four  matadores,  and  lose  codille ! 

Depend  upon%  I  never  wilL 

But  run  to  Tom,  and  bid  him  fix 

The  ladies  here  to-night  by  six." 

^'  Madam,  the  goldsmith  waits  below ; 

He  says,  his  business  is  to  know 

If  you'll  redeem  the  nlver  cup 

He  keeps  in  pawn  ?** — ^^  Why,  show  him  up/' 

**  Your  dressing-plate  he'll  be  content 

To  take,  for  interest  cent,  per  cent. 

And,  madam,  there's  my  Lady  Spade 

Has  sent  this  letter  by  her  maid." 

"  Well,  I  remember  what  she  won ; 

And  has  she  sent  so  soon  to  dun  ? 

Here,  carry  down  these  ten  pistoles 

My  husband  left  to  pay  for  coals : 

I  thank  my  stars,  they  all  are  light ; 

And  I  may  have  revenge  to-night." 

Now,  loitering  o'er  her  tea  and  cream. 

She  enters  on  her  usual  theme  i 

Her  last  night's  ill-success  repeats. 

Calls  Lady  Spade  a  hundred  cheats : 

^'  She  slipt  spadillo  in  her  breast. 

Then  thought  to  turn  it  to  a  jest : 

There's  Mrs  Cut  and  she  combing,  j 

And  to  each  other  give  the  sign." 
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Through  every  game  pursjoes  ber  tale. 
Like  hunters  o'er  their  cveitiDg  ale.  >      ;   . 
Now  to  another  6ceoe  giveplade  :      i    ' 
Enter  the  folks.  wiA. silks  sxidlnt^  :    •  <m  / 
Freshmatt^for  a.wofid'ofrchat^  ;       «  ^\ 
Right  Indian  tliii^^  right  (Mechlin  that :   i 
"  Observe  this  pattecn;  there's  a«tuff  j 
I  can  have  customers  enoa^, . ;  ? 
Dear  madam,  you  are  gro\hi  so  hard-^ 
This  lace  is  worth  twelve ipoundsa-3rard: . 
Madam,  if  there  he  truth  in  man^ 
I  never  sold  so  cheap  a  faiuV    .      ,«  .      '. 

This  business  of  importance  o'er. 
And  madam  almost  dress'd  by  four ; 
The  footman  in.hi^  usual  phraa^,    >» 
Comes  up  with,  "  Madam,  dinner  stays*" 
She  answers,  in  her  usual  style,  i 
*^  The  cook  must  keep  it  back !a  while ; 
I  never  can  have  time  to  dress. 
No  woman  breathing  takes  up  less ; 
I'm  hurried  so,  it  makes  me  sicfc^*      . 
I  wish  the  dinner  at  Old  Nick." 
At  table  now  she^  acts  her  part. 
Has  all  the  dinner  oant  by  heart: 
*'  I  thought  we  were  to  dine  dlone. 
My  dear ;  for  sure,  if  I  liad  known 
This  company  would  come  to-day — 
But  really  'tis  my  spouse's  way  ! 
He's  so  unkind,  he  never  sends  . 
To  tell  when  he  invites  his  friends  : 
I  wish  ye  may  but  have  enough !" 
And  while  with  all  this  paltry  stuff 
She  sits  tormenting  eveiy;  guest. 
Nor  gives  her  tongue  one  moment's  fest. 
In  phrases  battec'd,  stale,  and  trite. 
Which  modern  ladies  call  polite ; 
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You  see  the  booby  husbabd  sH '    ••  * 

In  admiration  at  her  wit !'     •        .  .  ' 

But  let  me  now  a  while  survey 
Our  madatn  o'er  her  evening  tea  ; 
Surrounded  with  her  noisy  clans 
Of  prudes,  coquettes,  and  harridans; 
When,  frighted  at  the  clamorous  crew. 
Away  the  God  of  Silence  flew. 
And  fair  Discretion  left  the  place. 
And  Modesty  with  blushing  face  ; 
Now  enters  overweening  Pridie, 
And  Scandal,  ever  gaping  wide. 
Hypocrisy  with  frown  severe. 
Scurrility  with  gibing  air ; 
Rude  Laughter  seeming  like  to  burst, 
And  Malice  always  judging  worst; 
And  Vanity  with  pocket  glass. 
And  Impudence  with  front  of  brass ; 
And  studied  Affectation  came. 
Each  limb  and  feature  out  of  frame ; 
While  Ignorance,  with  brain  of  lead. 
Flew  hovering  o'er  each  female  head. 

Why  should  I  ask  of  thee^  my  Muse, 
A  hundred  tongues,  as  poets  use. 
When,  to  give  every  dame  her  due, 
A  hundred  thousand  were  too  few  ? 
Or  how  should  I,  alas !  relate 
The  sum  of  all  their  senseless  prate. 
Their  inuendoes,  hints,  and  slanders, 
Their  meaning  lewd,  and  double  entendres  ? 
Now  comes  the  general  scandal  charge ; 
What  some  invent,  the  rest  enlarge ; 
And,  "  Madam,  if  it  be  a  he, 
You  have  the  tale  as  cheap  as  I ; 
I  must  conceal  my  author's  name  : 
But  now,  'tis  known  to  common  fame/' 
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Say»  foolish  females^  hM  and  blinds 
Say,  by  what  fatal  turn  of  mmd. 
Are  you  on  vices  most  severe. 
Wherein  yourselves  have  greatest  share  ? 
Thus  every  fool  herseff  deludes ; 
The  prudes  condemn  the  absent  prudes : 
Mopsa,  who  stinks  her  spouse  to  d^ath. 
Accuses  Chloe's  tainted  breath ; 
Hircina,  rank  with  sweat,  presumes 
To  censure  Phyllis  for  perfumes ; 
While  crooked  Cynthia,  sneering,  says. 
That  Florimel  wears  iron  stays : 
Chloe,  of  every  coxcomb  jealous. 
Admires  how  girls  can  talk  with  fellon^; 
And,  full  of  indignation,  frets. 
That  women  should  be  such  coquettes : 
Iris,  for  scandal  most  notorious. 
Cries,  "  Lord,  the  woiid  13  so  censorious !" 
And  Rufa,  with  her  combs  of  kad. 
Whispers  that  Sappho's  hair  is  red : 
Aura,  whose  tongue  you  hear  a  mile  hence. 
Talks  half  a  day  in  praise  of  silence ; 
And  Sylvia,  full  of  inward  guilt. 
Calls  Amoret  an  arrant  jilt* 

Now  voices  over  voices  rise. 
While  each  to  be  the  loudest  vies : 
They  contradict,  affirm,  dispute. 
No  single  tongue  one  moment  mute ; 
All  mad  to  speak,  and  none  to  hearken. 
They  set  the  very  lap*dog  barking ; 
Their  chattering  makes  a  louder  din 
Than  fishwives  o*er  a  cup  of  gin ; 
Not  schoolboys  at  a  barridg  out 
Rais'd  ever  such  incessant  rout : 
The  jumbling  particles  of  matter 
In  chaos  made  not  such  a  q^latter ; 
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Far  less  the  rabble  roar  and  rail. 
When  drunk  with  sour  election  ale. 

Nor  do  they  trust  their  tongues  alone, 
But  speak  a  language  of  their  own ; 
Can  read  a  nod,  a  ^rug,  a  look. 
Far  better  than  a  printed  book ; 
Convey  a  libel  in  a  frown. 
And  wink  a  r^utation  down : 
Or,  by  the  tossing  of  the  fan. 
Describe  the  lady  and  the  man. 

But  see,  the  female  club  disbands. 
Each  twenty  visits  on  her  hands. 
Now  all  alone  poor  madam  sits 
In  vapOYU^  and  hysteric  fits : 
**  And  was  not  Tom  this  morning  sent  ? 
Fd  lay  my  life  he  never  went : 
Past  six,  and  not  a  living  soul ! 
I  might  by  this  have  ^on  a  vole.'' 
A  dreadful  interval  of  spleen ! 
How  shall  we  pass  the  time  between  ? 
"  Here,  Betty,  let  me  take  my  drops ; 
And  feel  my  pulse,  I  know  it  stops : 
This  head  of  mine,  lord,  how  it  swims  ! 
And  such  a  pain  in  all  my  limbs  !" 
"  l)ear  madam,  try  to  take  a  nap''— 
But  now  they  hear  a  footman's  rap: 
^'  Go,  run,  and  light  the  ladies  up ; 
It  must  be  one  before  we  sup." 

The  table,  cards,  and  counters,  set. 
And  all  the  gamester  ladies  met, 
Her  spleen  and  fits  recover'd  quite. 
Our  madam  can  sit  up  all  night ; 
*^  Whoever  comes,  I'm  not  within."— 
Quadrille's  the  word,  and  so  begin. 

How  can  the  Muse  her  aid  impart, 
Unskill'd  in  alj  the  terms  of  art  ? 
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Or  in  harmonious  numl>ers  put  '       '  '    * 

The  deal,  the  shuffle,  and' the  cut?  •  .  .  ::  m  v 

The  superstitious  whims  telate,  :  •  ./      / 

Thalt  fill  a  female  gamester's  pate? 

"What  agony  of  soul  she  feels 

To  see  a  knave's  inverted  heels  ! 

She  draws  up  card  by  card,  to  find         '  ' 

Good  fortune  peeping  from  behind ; 

With  panting  heart,  and  earnest  eyes. 

In  hope  to  see  spadillo  rise; 

In  vain,  alas !  her  hope  is  fed  j 

She  draws  an  ace,  and  sees  it  red ;    '    . 

In  ready  counters  never  pays,  ' 

But  pawns  her  snufF-box,  rings,  and  keyS; 

Ever  with  some  new  fancy  struck,       ^ 

Tries  twenty  charms  to  mend  her  luck. 

*^  This  morning,  when  the  parson  came, 

I  said  I  should  not  win  a  game. 

This  odious  chair,  how  came  I  stuck  in't  ?      ^ 

I  think  I  never  had  good  luck  in't^ 

I'm  so  uneasy  in  my  stays ; 

Your  fan,  a  moment,  if  you  please.* 

Stand  farther,  girl,  or  get  you  gone ;  *  * 

I  always  lose  when  you  look  on." 

"  Lord !  madam,  you  have  lost  codille : 

I  never  saw  you  play  so  ill." 

"  Nay,  madam,  give  me  leave  to  say, 

^Twas  you  that  threw  the  game  aM^y  t 

When  Lady  Tricksey  play'd  a  four. 

You  took  it  with  a  matadore  j 

I  saw  you  touch  your  wedding-ring 

Before  my  lady  call'd  a  king ; 

You  spoke  a  word  began  with  H, 

And  I  know  whom  you  mean  to  teach. 

Because  you  held  the  king  of  hearts ; 

Fie,  madam,  leave  these  little  arts," 


Digitized  by 


Google 


JOURNAL  9F  A  MODERN  LADY*  221 

•*  That's  not  so  bad  as  one  that  rubs 

Her  chair  to  call  the  king  of  clubs  ; 

And  makes  her  partner  understand 

A  matadore  is  in  her  hand.'' 

**  Madam^  you  hav^  no  ciUise  to  floancey  * 

I  swear  I  saw  you  thrice  renounce." 

"  And  truly,  madam^  1  knoFwhen 

Instead  of  nve  you  scor'4  me  ten. 

Spadillo  here,  has  got  a  mark ; 

A  child  may  know  it  in  th^  dark  : 

I  guess'd  the  hand:  it  seldom  fails  : 

I  wish  some  folks  would  pair  their  n^aUs." . 

Whi^le  thijis  they  rail^.aji4  scold,  and  stormy . 
It  passes  but  for  common  form ;  .:    ;* 

But,  conscious  that  they  \all  speak  true, 
And  give  each  other  but  their  due,      ;  .     ^  • 
It  never  interrupts  the  game, 
Or  makes  them  sensible  of  shame; 

The  time  too  pvecioup  now  to  waste. 
The  supper  gobbled  up  in  haste ; 
Again  afresh  to  cards  they  run. 
As  if  they  had  but  just  begun. 
But  I  shall  not  again  repejtt,^, 
How  oft  they  squabble,  snarl,  and  cheaty 
At  last  they  hear  the  wat;chmp,n  knoc^, , 
**  A  frosty  morn — past  four  o'clock."    , 
The  chairmen  are  not  to  be  found, 
**  Come,  let  us  play  the  other  round."     »;  , 

Now  all  in  haste  they  huddle  on     .  .  v 

Their  hoods,  their  cloaks,  and  get  them  gone ; 
But,  first,  the  winner  must  invite 
The  company  to-morrow  night. 

Unlucky  madam,  left  in  tears, 
(Who  now  again  quadrille  forswears)  ' 
With  empty  purse,  and  aching  head% 
Steals  to  her  sleeping  spouse  to  bed. 
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THE  LOGICIANS  REFUTED. 

Logicians  have  but  ill  defin'd 

As  rationale  the  human  kind ; 

Reason^  they  say,  belongs  to  man, 

But  let  them  prove  it  if  they  can. 

Wise  Aristotle  and  Srhiglesius, 

By  ratiocinations  specious, 

Have  strove  to  prove,  with  great  precision. 

With  definition  and  division. 

Homo  est  rations  praditumj 

But  for  my  soul  I  cannot  credit  'em. 

And  must,  in  spite  of  them,  maintain. 

That  man  and  all  his  ways  are  vain ; 

And  that  this  boasted  lord  of  nature 

Is  both  a  weak  and  erring  creature; 

That  instinct  is  a  surer  guide 

Than  reas6n,  boasting  mortals*  pride ; 

And  that  brute  beasts  are  far  before  'em. 

Dens  est  anima  brutorum. 

Whoever  knew  an  honest  brute 

At  Iaw  his  neighbour  prosecute. 

Bring  action  for  assault  or  battery. 

Or  friend  beguile  with  lies  and  flattery  ? 

O'er  plains  they  ramble  imconfin'd, 

No  politics  disturb  their  mind; 

They  eat  their  meals,  and  take  their  sport. 

Nor  know  who's  in  or  out  at  court. 

They  never  to  the  levee  go 

To  treat,  as  dearest  friend,  a  foe  : 

They  never  importune  his  grace. 

Nor  ever  cringe  to  men  in  place ; 
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Nor  undertake  a  dirty  job. 
Nor  draw  the  quill  to  write  for  Bob* 
Fraught  with  invective,  they  ne'er  g6 
To  folks  at  Paternoster  Row* 
No  judges,  fiddlers,  dancing-masters. 
No  pickpockets,  or  poetasters. 
Are  known  to  honest  quadrupeds : 
No  single  brute  his  fellow  leads. 
Brutes  never  meet  in  bloody  fray. 
Nor  cut  each  other's  throats  for  pay. 
Of  beasts,  it  is  confessed,  the  ape 
Comes  nearest  us  in  human  shape ; 
like  man,  he  imitates  each  fastuon. 
And  malice  is  his  lurking  passion : 
But,  both  in  malice  and  grimaces, 
A  courtier  any  ape  surpasses. 
Behold  hinw  humbly  cringing,  wait 
Upon  the  minister  of  state ; 
View  him  soon  after  to  inferiors 
Aping  the  conduct  of  superiors : 
He  promises  with  equal  air. 
And  to  perform  takes  equal  care. 
Hb  in  bis  turn  finds  imitators. 
At  court,  the  porters,  lacqueys,  waiters. 
Their  masters'  manner  still  contract. 
And  footmen,  lords  and  dukes  can  act 
Thus,  at  the  court,  both  great  and  small 
Behave  alike,  for  all  ape  all/ 
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THE  ELEPHANT; 
.  on,-  .  , , , . 

THE    PABLIAMENT    MAK.^ 

,   ,    ;      •  •''     r.  '••!'"  '■.      :     •  ••     ^» 

WRITTEN   MAKY   YCABli  SINCB ;    AHtf  tMKkU   tViO^l 

COKEYS   INSiriTUTES*    '  ^  ^ 

i'l         •  "     •..      ;      >  J 

Ere  bribes  convmoe-vou  whom  to  choose^  I 
The  precepts  of  jMfd  Coke  perusei      ^      ' 
Observe  an  elephant,  says  he,      .1 
And  let  him  like  your  member  bee '      '    • 
First  take  a  man  that's  free  from  Gkiit^ 
For  elephants  have  none  at  all  5 
Jn  flocks  or  parties  he  must  keep  ;     < 
For  elephants  live  just  like  sheep,    -^ 
Stubborn  in  honour  he  mmtbe ;      '  > 
For  elephants  ne^er.bend  the  fcneev        >      ^ 
Last,  let  his  memory  be  sound,   i      i    :   ^ 
In  which  your  elephant's  profoutld  ^ .  '  » ) 
That  old  examples  from  the  wise       •  '  *  -1  ^ 
May  prompt  him  iahis  noes  and  ayes. '    - 

Thus  the  Lord  Coke  liath  gravely  writ,  *' 
In  all  the  form  of  lawyer's  wit :      .:  :  .       i » 
And  then,  with  Latin  and  all  that. 
Shews  the  comparison  is  pat. 
Yet  in  some  points  my  lord  is  wrong. 
One's  teeth  are  sold,  and  t'other's  tongue : 
Now,  men  of  parliament,  God  knows. 
Are  more  like  elephants  of  shows ; 
Whose  docile  memory  and  sense 
Are  turn'd  to  trick,  to  gather  pence  5 
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To  get  their  master  half-&-crown. 
They  spread  the  flag,  or  lay  it  down  : 
Those  who  bore  bulwarks  on  their  backs> 
And  guarded  nations  from  attacks. 
Now  practise  ^very  jf)liant  gesture. 
Opening  their  trunk  for  every  tester. 
Siam,  for  elephants  so  famed, 
Is  not  with  England  to  be  named: 
Their  elephants  by  men  are  sold ; 
Ours  sell  themjselyes,  and  take  the  gold. 


PAULUS:  AN  EPIGRAM. 

BY   MR    LINDSAY^. 
'  Dublin,  Sept.  7.  1728. 

**  A  SLAVE  to  crowds,  scorch*d  with  the  summer's 

beats. 
In  courts  the  wretched  lawyer  toils  and  sweats  ^ 
While  smiling  Nature,  in  her  best  attire. 
Regales  each  sense,  and  vernal  joys  inspire. 
Can  he,  who  knows  that  real  good  should  please. 
Barter  for  gold  his  liberty  and  ease  ?*' — 
Thus  Paulus  preach'd : — When,  entering  at  the  door. 
Upon  his  board  the  client  pours  the  ore : 
He  grasps  the  shining  gift,  pores  o'er  the  cause. 
Forgets  the  sun,  and  dozes  on  the  laws. 


*  A  polite  and  elegant  scholar ;  at  that  time  an  eminent  pleader 
at  the  bar  in  Dablin,  and  afterward  adTanced  to  be  one  of  the 
Justices  of  the  Common  Pleas— H* 

VOL.  2^IV.  P 
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THE  ANSWER. 


BY  DR  SWIFT. 


.    I 


Lindsay  tnistake^  the  matter  quite,    . 
And  honest  Paulus  judges  right. 
Then,  why  these  quarrels  to  the  sun. 
Without  whose  aid  you're  all  undone  ? 
Did  Paulus  e'er  complain  <rf  sweat  ? 
Did  Paulus  e'er  the  sun  forget ; 
The  influence  of  whose  golden  beams 
Soon  licks  up  all  unsavourystifeams  ? 
The  sun,  you  say,  his  face  has  kiss'd : 
It  has ;  but  then  it  greas'd  his  fist. 
True  lawyers,  for  the  wisest  ends, 
Have  always  been  Apollo's  friends. 
Not  for  his  superficial  powers 
Of  ripening  fruits,  and  gilding  flowers ; 
Not  for  inspiring  poets'  brains 
With  pennyless  and  starveling  strains ; 
Not  for  his  boasted  healing  art ; 
Not  for  his  skill  to  shoot  the  dart ; 
Nor  yet  because  he  sweetly  fiddles ; 
Nor  for  his  prophecies  in  riddles : 
But  for  a  more  substantial  cause — 
Apollo's  patron  of  the  laws ; 
Whom  Paulus  ever  must  adore. 
As  parent  of  the  golden  ore. 
By  Phoebus,  an  incestuous  birth. 
Begot  upon  his  grandam  E^rth ; 
By  Phoebtas  first  produc'd  to  light  t 
By  Vulcan  form'd  so  round  and  bright : 
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Then  6ffer*d  at  the  shrine  of  Justice, 
By  clients  to  her  priests  and  trustees. 
Nor,  when  we  see  Astraea  stand 
With  even  balance  in  her  hand^ 
Must  we  suppose  she  has  in  view, 
How  to  give  every  man  his  due  5 
Her  scales  you  see  heronly  hold. 
To  weigh  her  priests*  thte  lawyers'  gold. 

Now,  should  I  own  your  case  was  grievous, 
Poor  sweaty  Paulus,  who'd'  believe  us? 
*Tis  very  true,  and  none  denies, 
At  least,  that  such  complaints  are  wise : 
'Tis  wise,  no  doubt,  as  clients  fat  you  more. 
To  cry,  like  statesmen,  Quanta  patimut ! 
But,  since  the  truth  must  needs  be  stretched 
To  prove  that  lawyers  are  so  wretched, 
This  paradox  I'll  undertake. 
For  Paulus'  and  for  Lindsay's  sake  ; 
By  topics,  which,  though  I  abomine  'em. 
May  serve  as  argument,  ad  hominem: 
Yet  I  disdain  to  offer  those 
Made  use  of  by  detracting  foes. 

I  own  the  curses  of  mankind 
Sit  light  upon  a  lawyer's  mind : 
The  clamours  of  ten  thousand  tongues 
Break  not  his  rest,  nor  htirt  his  lungs : 
I  own,  his  conscience  always  free, 
(Provided  he  has  got  his  fee) 
Secure  of  constsmt  peace  within. 
He  knows  no  guilt,  who  knows  no  sin. 

Yet  well  they  merit  to  be  pitied. 
By  clients  always  oveTMritted. 
And  though  the  Gospel  seems  to  say , 
What  heavy  burdens  lawyers  lay 
Upon  the  shoulders  of  their  neighbour. 
Nor  lend  a  finger  to  their  laboijur. 
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'  Always  for  saving  their  own  bacon ; 
No  doubt,  the  text  is  here  mistaken  : 
The  copy's  false,  the  sense  is  rack'd : 
To  prove  it,  1  appeal  to  fact ; 
And  thus  by  demonstration  show 
What  burdens  lawyers  undergo. 
With  early  clients  at  his  door. 
Though  he  was  drunk  the  night  before. 
And  crop-sick  with  unclubb'd-for  wine. 
The  wretch  must  be  at  court  by  nine  j 
Half  sunk  beneath  his  briefs  and  bag. 
As  ridden  by  a  midnight  hag ; 
Then,  from  the  bar,  harangues  the  bench. 
In  English  vile,  and  viler  French, 
And  Latin,  vilest  of  the  three ; 
And  all  for  poor  ten  moidores  fee ! 
Of  paper  how  is  he  profuse. 
With  periods  long,  in  terms  abstruse  ! 
What  pains  he  takes  to  be  prolix  J  .       r 
A  thousand  lines  to  stand  for  six  ! 
Of  comn)on  sense  without  a  word  in ! 
And  is  not  this  a  grievous  burden  ? 
The  lawyer  is  a  common  drudge,. 
To  fight  our  cause  before  the  judg^. : 
And,  what  is  yet  a  greater  curse,     , 
Condemned  to  bear  his  client's  purse  :   . 
While  he  at  ease,  secure  and  light. 
Walks  boldly  home  at  dead  of  night; 
When  term  is  ended,  leaves  the  town. 
Trots  to  his  country  mansion  down; 
And,  disencumber'd  of  his  load. 
No  danger  dreads  upon  the  road ; 
Despises  rapparees,  and  rides 
Safe  through  the  Newry  mountains  sides. 

Lindsay,  'tis  you  have  set  me  on,    ♦ 
To  state  this  question  pt(^, and  con.,  . 
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My  satire  may  offend,  'tis  trae ; 
However,  it  concerns  not  you. 
I  own,  there  may,  in  every  clan. 
Perhaps,  be  found  one  honest  man ; 
Yet,  link  them  close,  in  this  they  jump. 
To  be  but  rascaTs  in  the  lump. 
Imagine  Lindfcay  at  the  bar. 
He's  much  the  same  his  brethren  are ; 
Well  taught  by  practice  to  imbibe 
The  fundamentals  of  his  tribe  ; 
And  in  his  client's  just  defence. 
Must  deviate  oft  from  common  sense  j 
And  make  his  ignorance  discerned. 
To  get  the  name  of  council  learned, 
(As  litem  comes  a  non  lucmdoj 
And  wisely  do  as  other  men  do : 
But  shift  him  to  a  better  scene. 
Among  his  crew  of  rogues  in  grain  ^ 
Surrounded  with  companions  lit, 
To  taste  his  humour,  sense,  and  wit ; 
You'd  swear  he  never  took  a  fee. 
Nor  knew  in  law  his  A,  B,  C. 

'Tis  hard,  where  dulness  overrules. 
To  keep  good  sense  in  crowds  of  fools/ 
And  we  admire  the  man,  who  saves 
His  honesty  in  crowds  of  knaves ; 
Nor  yields  up  virtue  at  discretion. 
To  villains  of  his  own  profession. 
Lindsay,  you  know  what  pains  you  take 
In  both,  yet  hardly  save  your  stake ; 
And  will  you  venture  both  anew. 
To  sit  anK>ng  that  venal  crew. 
That  pack  of  mimic  legislators, 
Abandoii'd,  stupid,  slavish  praters  ; 
For,  as  the  rabble  daub  and  rifle 
The  fool  who  scrambles  fpr  a  trifle  j 
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Who  for  his  pains  is  cUff*d;and  kicked,    . 
Drawn  through  the  dirt,  his  pockets  picked ; 
You  must  expect  the  like  disgrace. 
Scrambling  with  rogues  to  get  a  place ; 
Must  lose  the  honour  you  have  gain'd. 
Your  numerous  virtues  foully  stain'd; 
Disclaim  for  ever  all  pretence 
To  common  honesty  and  sense ; 
And  joinM  in  friendship  with  a  strict  tie. 
To  M — 1,  C — y,  and  Dick  Tighe*. 


A  DIALOGUE 

BETWSEM 

AJ?  EMINENT  LAWYER  f  AND  DR  JONATHAN  SWIFT, 
D.  S.  P,  D. 

IN  ALLUSION  TO  HORACE,  BOOK  II.  SATIRE  f. 

^f  Sunt  quibus  in  Satir^,''  &c« 

WRITTEN  BY  MR  LINDSAY,  IN  1729. 

DR  SWIFT, 

Since  there  are  persons  who  complain 
There's  too  much  satire  in  my  vein  j 
That  I  am  often  found  exceeding 
The  rules  of  raillery  and  breeding ; 


♦  Richard  Tighe,  Esq.,  of  whom  more  hereafter.  He  wa«  a 
member  of  the  Irish  Parliament,  and  held  by  Dean  Swift  in  utter 
f^bomi  nation. 

t  Mr  Lindsay,— F^ 
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With  too  much  freedom  treat  my  betters. 
Not  sparing  even  men  of  letters : 
You,  who  are  skilled  in  lawyers'  lore, 
What's  your  advice  ?  Shall  I  give  o'er  ? 
Nor  ever  fools  or  knaves  expose, 
Either  in  verse  or  humorous  prose ; 
And  to  avoid  all  future  ill. 
In  my  scrutoire  lock  up  my  quill  ? 

LAWYER. 

Since  you  are  pleas'd  to  condescend 
To  ask  the  judgment  6f  a  friend. 
Your  case  consider'd,  I  must  think 
You  should  withdraw  from  pen  and  ink. 
Forbear  your  poetry  and  jokes. 
And  live  like  other  Christian  folks ; 
Or,  if  the  Muses  must  inspire 
Your  fancy  with  their  pleasing  fire. 
Take  subjects  safer  for  your  wit 
Than  those  on  which  you  lately  writ. 
Commend  the  times,  your  thoughts  correct. 
And  follow  the  prevailing  sect ; 
Assert  that  Hyde,  in  writing  story. 
Shows  all  the  malice  of  a  tory ; 
While  Burnet,  in  his  deathless  page. 
Discovers  freedom  without  rage. 
To  Woolston  *  recommend  our  youth. 
For  learning,  probity,  and  truth ; 
That  noble  genius,  who  unbinds 
The  chains  which  fetter  freeborn  minds  5 
Redeems  us  from  the  slavish  fears 
Which  lasted  near  two  thousand  years ; 


^  *  A  degraded  clei^jnnaii  of  the  charch  of  England,  who  wrote 
agaiait  the  muaclea  of  our  SaTioun— F« 
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He  can  alone  the  priesthood  hnmble. 
Make  gilded  spires  and  altars  tumble. 

DR  SWIFT. 

Must  I  commend  against  my  conscience 
Such  stupid  blasphemy  and  nonsense; 
To  such  a  subject  tune  my  lyre. 
And  sing  like  one  of  Milton's  choir. 
Where  devils  to  a  vale  retreat. 
And  call  the  laws  of  Wisdom,  Fate ; 
Lament  upon  their  hapless  fall. 
That  Force  free  Virtue  should  enthrall  ? 
Or  shall  the  charms  of  Wealth  and  Power 
Make  me  pollute  the  Muses'  bower  ? 

LAWYER. 

As  from  the  tripod  of  Apollo, 
Hear  from  my  desk  the  words  that  follow : 
"  Some,  by  philosophers  misled. 
Must  honour  you  alive  and  dead; 
And  such  as  know  what  Greece  has  writ. 
Must  taste  your  irony  and  wit ; 
While  most  that  are,  or  would  be  great. 
Must  dread  your  pen,  your  person  hate ; 
And  you  on  Drapier's  hill  *  must  lie. 
And  there  without  a  mitre  die." 


*  In  the  county  of  Annagh*— F« 
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ON  BURNING  A  DULL  POEM. 
1729. 

An  ass's  hoof  alone  can  hold 

That  poisonous  juice,  which  kills  by  cold. 

Methought,  when  I  this  poem  read^ 

No  vessel  but  an  ass's  head 

Such  frigid  fustian  could  contain ; 

I  mean,  the  head  without  the  brain. 

The  cold  conceits,  the  chilling  thoughts. 

Went  down  like  stupifying  draughts : 

I  found  my  head  begin  to  swim, 

A  numbness  crept  through  every  limb. 

In  haste,  with  imprecations  dire, 

I  threw  the  volume  in  the  fire : 

When  (who  could  think?)  though  cold  as  ice. 

It  burnt  to  ashes  in  a  trice. 

How  could  I  more  enhance  its  fame  ? 
Though  bom  in  snow,  it  dy'd  in  flame. 


THE  PROGRESS  OF  MARRIAGE. 

-^TATIS  SUJ8  fifty-two, 

A  rich  divine  began  to  woo 

A  handsome;  young,  imperious  girl, 

Nearly  related  to  an  earl. 
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Her  parents  and  her  friends  consent ; 
The  couple  to  the  temple  went : 
They  first  invite  the  Cyprian  queen ; 
*Twas  answer'd,  "  She  would  not  be  seen  ;*^ 
The  Graces  next,  an4  all  the  Muses^ 
Were  bid  in  form,  but  sent  excuses. 
Juno  attended  at  the  porch. 
With  farthing  candle  for  a  torch ; 
While  mistress  Iris. held  her  train. 
The  faded  bow  distilling  rain. 
Then  Hebe  came,  and  took  her  "place. 
But  show'd  no  more  than  half  her  face. 

Whatever  those  dire  forebodings  meant. 
In  mirth  the  wedding-day  was  spent ; 
The  wedding-dayi  yon  take  me  right, 
I  promise  nothing  for  the  night. 
The  bridegroom,  drest  to  make  a  figure. 
Assumes  an  artificial  vigour ; 
A  flourished  nightcap  on,  to  grace 
His  ruddy,  wrinkled,  smiling  face : 
Like  the  faint  red  upon  a  pippin. 
Half  wither'd  by  a  winter's  keeping. 

And  thus  set  out  this  happy  pair. 
The  swain  is  rich,  the  nymph  is  fair ; 
But,  what  I  gladly  would  forget. 
The  swain  is  old,  the  nymph  coquette. 
Both  from  the  goal  together  start ; 
Scarce  run  a  step  before  they  part; 
No  common  ligament  that  binds 
The  various  textures  of  their  minds : 
Their  thoughts  and  actions,  hopes  and  fears^ 
Less  corresponding  than  their  years. 
Her  spouse  desires  his  coffee  soon^ 
She  rises  to  her  tea  at  noon. 
While  he  ^oes  out  to  cheapen  books> 
She  at  the  glass  consults  her  looks : 
6 
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While  Betty's  buzzing  in  her  ear. 
Lord,  what  a  dress  these  parsons  wear ! 
So  odd  a  choice  how  could  she  make ! 
Wished  him  a  colonel  for  her  sake. 
Then,  on  her  fingers  ends,  she  counts. 
Exact,  to  what  his  age  amounts. 
The  Dean,  she  heard  her  uncle  say. 
Is  sixty,  if  he  be  a  day ; 
His  ru'idy  cheeks  are  no  disguise ; 
You  see  the  crow's  feet  round  his  eyes. 

At  one  she  rambles  to  the  shops. 
To  cheapen  tea,  and  talk  with  fops ; 
Or  calls  a  council  of  her  maids. 
And  tradesmen,  to  compare  brocades. 
Her  weighty  morning  business  o'er. 
Sits  down  to  dinner  just  at  four ; 
Minds  nothing  that  is  done  or  said. 
Her  evening  work  so  fills  her  head. 
The  Dean,  who  us'd  to  dine  at  one. 
Is  mawkish,  and  his  stomach's  gone ; 
In  threadbare  gown,  would  scarce  a  louse  hold. 
Looks  like  the  chaplain  of  his  household; 
Beholds  her,  from  the  chaplain's  place. 
In  French  brocades,  and  Flanders  lace; 
He  wonders  what  employs  her  brain. 
But  never  stsks,  or  asks  in  vain ; 
His  mind  is  fuU  of  other  cares. 
And,  in  the  sneaking  parson's  airs. 
Computes,  that  half  a  parish  dues 
Will  hardly  find  his  wife  in  shoes. 

Canst  thou  imagine,  dull  divine, 
'Twill  gain  her  love,  to  make  her  fine  j 
Hath  she  no  other  wants  beside  ? 
You  raise  desire  as  well  as  pride. 
Enticing  coxcombs  to  adore. 
And  teach  her  to  despise  thee  more^^ 
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If  in  her  coach  she'll  condescend 
To  place  him^at  the  hinder  end. 
Her  hoop  is  hoist  above  his  nose, 
His  odious  gown  would  soil  her  clothes^ 
And  drops  him  at  the  church,  to  pray. 
While  she  drives  on  to  see  the  play. 
He,  like  an  orderly  divine. 
Comes  home  a  quarter  after  nine. 
And  meets  her  hasting  to  the  ball : 
Her  chairmen  push  him  from  the  walL 
He  enters  in,  and  walks  up  stairs. 
And  calls  the  family  to  prayers  ; 
Then  goes  alone  to  take  his  rest 
In  bed,  where  he  can  spare  her  best. 
At  five  the  footmen  make  a  din> 
Her  ladyship  is  just  come  in  5 
The  masquerade  began  at  two, 
Slie  stole  away  with  much  ado ; 
And  shall  be  chid  this  afternoon. 
For  leaving  company  so  soon : 
She'll  say,  and  she  may  truly  say't. 
She  can*t  abide  to  stay  out  late. 

But  now,  tho'  scarce  a  twelvemonth  married^ 
Poor  Lady  Jane  has  thrice  miscarried : 
The  cause,  alas !  is  quickly  guest  5 
The  town  has  whisper'd  round  the  jest. 
Think  on  some  remedy  in  time. 
You  find  his  reverence  past  his  prime> 
Already  dwindled  to  a  lath  i 
No  other  way  but  irjr  the  bath. 

For  Venus,  rising  from  the  ocean, 
Infus'd  a  strong  prolific  potion. 
That  mix'd  with  Acheloiis  spring. 
The  horned  flood,  as  poets-  sing. 
Who,  with  an  English  beauty  smitten. 
Ran  under  ground  from  Greece  to  Britain; 
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The  genial  virtue  with  him  brought,      -       : 
And  gave  the  nymph  a  plenteous  draught ; 
Then  fled,  and  left  hits  horn  behind. 
For  husbands  past  their  youth  to  find : 
The  nymph,  who  still  with  passion  burn'd. 
Was  to  a  boiling  fountain  turn'd. 
Where  childless  wives  crowd  every  mom, 
To  drink  in  Acheloiis*  horn. 
And  here  the  father  often  gaias 
That  title  by  another's  pains. 

Hither,  though  much  against  the  grain. 
The  Deai  has  carry'd  Lady  Jane,      -r..: 
He,  for  a  while,  would  not  consent,' 
But  vow'd  his  money  all  was  ^pent : 
His  money  spent !  a  clownish  reason  ! 
And  must  my  lady  slip  her  season? 
The  doctor,  with  a  double  fee. 
Was  brib'd  to  make  the  Dean  agree. 

Here  all  diversions  of  the  place 
Are  proper  in  my  lady's  case  : 
With  which  she  patiently  complies. 
Merely  because  her  friends  advise : 
His  money  and  her  time  employs 
In  music,  raffling-rooms,  and  toys ; 
Or  in  the  Cross-bath  seeks  an  heir. 
Since  others  oft  have  found  one  there  : 
Where  if  the  Dean  by  chance  appears. 
It  shames  his  cassock  and  his  years. 
He  keeps  his  distance  in  the  gallery 
Till  banish'dby  some  coxcomb's  raillery; 
For  'twould  his  character  expose 
To  bathe  among  the  belles  and  beaux. 

So  have  I  seen,  within  a  pen. 
Young  ducklings  foster'd  by  a  hen  ; 
But,  when  let  out,  they  run  and  muddle, 
As  instinct  leads  them,  in  a  puddle : 
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The  sober  hen,  not  bom  to  swim, 

With  mournful  note  clucks  round  the  brim. 

The  Dean,  with  ail  his  best  endeivouf,^ 
Gets  not  an  heir,  but  gets  a  fever. 
A  victim  to  the  last  essays 
Of  vigour  in  declining  ds^s. 
He  dies,  and  leaves  his  mourning  mate 
(What  could  he  less?)  his  whole  estate^ 

The  widow  goes  through  all  her  forms  y 
New  lovers  now  will  come  in  swarms. 
O,  may  I  see  her  soon  dispensing 
Her  favours  to  some  broken  ensign ! 
Him  let  her  marry,  for  his  face. 
And  only  coat  of  tamish'd  lace  ; 
To  turn  her  naked  out  of  doors, 
And  spend  her  jointure  on  his  whores ; 
But,  for  a  parting  present,  leave  her 
A  rooted  pox  to  last  for  ever ! 
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AN  EXCELLENT  NEW  BALLAD; 

THE  TRUE  ENGLISH  DEAN  *   TO  BE  HANGED  FOR  A 
RAPE.     1730, 

I. 

Our  brethren  of  England,  who  lore  us  so  dear, 
And  in  all  they  do  for  us  so  kindly  da  mean>  * 

(A  blessing  upon  them  !)  have  sent  us  this  yfear. 
For  the  good  of  our  church,  a  true  English  dean. 

A  holier  priest  ne'er  was  wrapt  up  in  crape, 

The  worst  you  can  say,  he  committed  a  rape. 

II. 

In  his  journey  to  Dublin,  he  lighted  at  Chester, 
And  there  be  grew  fond  of  another  man's  wife ; 


♦  **  Dublin,  June  6.  The  Rer.  Dean  Sawbridge,  haying  sur. 
lendeced  himself  on  hts  indictment  for  a  rape,  wa«  arraigned  at 
the  bar  of  the  Court  of  KingN  Bench,  and  is  to  be  tried  next 
Monday."— London  Evening  Post,  June  16,  1730. — "  Dublik, 
June  13.  The  Rer.  Thomas  Sawbridge,  Dean  of  Femes,  who 
was  indicted  for  ravishing  Susanna  Runkard^  and  whose  trial 
was  pnt  off  for  some  time  past,  on  motion  of  the  King's  Counsel 
on  behalf  of  the  said  Susanna,  was  yesterday  tried  in  the  Court 
of  Ring's  Bench,  and  acquitted.  It  is  reported,  that  the  Deaa 
intends  to  indict  her  for  perjury,  he  being  in  the  county  of  Wez« 
ford  when  she  swore  the  rape  was  committed  against  her  in  the 
«ity  of  Dublin."— Daily  Post-Boy,  June  23,  1730.— Nicol. 
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Burst  into  her  chamber  and  would  have  caressM 

her; 
But  she  valued  her  honour  much  more  than  her 

life. 
She  bustled,  and  struggled,  and  made  her  escape 
To  a  room  full  of  guests,  for  fear  of  a  rape. 

III. 

The  Dean  he  pursued,  to  recover  his  game ; 

And  now  to  attack  her  again  he  prepares : 
But  the  company  stood  in  defence  of  the  dame. 

They  cudgell'd,  and  cuft  him,  and  kickM  him 
down  stairs.  ^.,^ 

His  deanship  was  now  in  a  damnable  scrape. 
And  this  was  no  time  for  committing  a  rape. 

IV. 

To  Dublin  he  comes,  to  the  bagnio  he  goes. 
And  orders  the  landlord  to  bring  him  a  whore; 

No  scruple  came  on  him  his  gown  to  expose, 
*Twas  what  all  his  life  he  had  practis'j^  befor^. 

He  had  made  himself  drunk  with  the  juice  of  the 
grape. 

And  got  a  good  clap,  but  committed  no  rape. 

V. 

The  Dean,  and  his  landlord,  a  jolly  comrade, 
Resolv'd  for  a  fortnight  to  swim  in  delight; 

For  why,  they  had  both  been  brought  up  to  the 
trade 
Of  drinking  all  day,  and  of  whoring  all  night* 

His  landlord  was  ready  his  deanship  to  ape 

lu  every  debauch,  but  committing  a  rape. 
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VI. 

XUi  ProMflant  zealot,  this  English  divine^ 
In  chiuroii  and  in  state  was  <^  principles  soudid  > 

Was  traer  than  Steele  to  the  Hanorer  line. 
And  grievMthat  a  Tory  should  live  above  ground « 

Shall  a  subject  so  loyal  be  hang'd  by  the  nape. 

For  no  other  crime  but  committing  a  rape  ? 

VII. 

By  old  Popish  canons,  as  wise  men  have  penned 
'em. 
Each  priest  had  a  concubine,  jure  ecclesia; 
Who'd  Ine  dean  of  Femes  without  a  catdmendam  .^ 
And  precedents  we  can  produce^  if  it  please  ye : 
Then  why  should  the  Dean,  when  whores  are  so 

cheap. 
Be  put  to  the  per'd  and  toil  of  a  rape ! 


1 1 


VIII. 
If  fortune  should  please  but  to  take  such  a  crotchet 

(To  thee  I  apply,  great  Smedley's  successor) 
To  give  thee  lavm  sleeves,  a  mitre,  and  rochet. 
Whom  wouldst  thou  resemble?  I  leave  thee  a 
guesser. 
But  I  <mly  behold  thee  in  Atherton's  *  shape. 
For  sodomy  hang'd ;  as  thou  for  a  rape. 


*  A  bishop  of  Waterford,  sent  fi0m  England  an  hundred  years 
ago,  who  was  hanged  at  Arbor-hitl,  near  Dnblin.'— See  ^^  The 
penitent  death  of  a  woful  sinner,  or  the  penitent  death  of  John 
.  Atherton,  eiecnted  at  Dublin  the  bth  of  December,  1640.  With 
tome  annotations  upon  seTcral  passages  in  it  As  also  the  Ser. 
.  mon,  with  some  further  enlargements,  preached  at  his  burial.  By 
Nicholas  Barnard,  Dean  of  Ardagh  in  Ireland. 

Quis  in  seculo  peccavit  enormius  Paulo  f  Quit'  in  reHgione 
gravius  Petrof  illi  tamen  pwnitentiam  assequuiintnt  non  solum 

VOL.  XIV.  Q 
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Ah!  dost  thou  hot  eiiiTy  the  ht^e  ColoiMlChirli#4 
Condemii'd  far  ih y  crime  lit  threescoi*  nd  teo  ? 

To  hang  him,  ail  E%laiid  yr&M  lead  him  thd^ 
garters^  . 

Yet  he  lives,  and  is  ready  to  raVtrix  agaUi.  ^         * 

Then  throttle  thyself  with  an  ell  of  ftrom  tape^    *  ^ 

For  thou  hast  not  a  groat  to  atone  for  a  rape. 

X. 

The  Dean  he  was  vex'd  that  his  whores  were  so 
iHriUing: 
He  long'^d  for  a  girl  that  would  stntf^e  Md 
squally 
He  ravish'd  her  fdirfy,  and  sav'd  a  good  shilling ; 

But  here  was  to  pay  the  devi)  and  alL 
His  trouble  and  sorrows  now  come  in  a  heAp^ 
And  hanged  he  must  be  for  committing  a  rape. 

XL 
If  m^ens  are  ittvii^M,  it  is  their  own  dftoice : 

Why  are  they  so  wilful  to  struggle  wiA  merr? 
If  ihfey  W6uld  1>ut  lie  quiet,  and  *iifle  their  t«i<!!e. 

No  devil  nor  Dean  could  ravish  them  then. 
Nor  would  there  be  i^ed  of  it  fiitr6ng  hem|yeii  cape 
Tied  round  1^  Deai^'s  neck  for  comijliitting  a  rape. 


mhiUterium  sedmagisierium  sancttiatis.  IffoliU  ergo  ante  tern* 
puMJuiiicarey  ^uia/artw^e  quos  vas  Imidafif^  t)eus  r^ehendU^ 
€t  quo9  V08  reprehehilitiSf  %IU  laudabit^  primi  novissmi^  et  iib* 
vUsimiprnnu  t'etr.  t^hryisotog.  Dublin,  Printed  1>7  it!he  $ocl% 
•f  S<atioDerS)  164'!.'^ 

^  ¥1118  trial  tookjplac^  In  VTU;  but  being  only  found  guitty 
of  an  assnulL^  with  int^t  to  commit  the  crime^  the  worSij  cgTo- 
B«l  was  &iea  300L  to  the  priVate  party  prosftcutinjif. 
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Off  chutch  and  our  state  dear  England  maintains^ 
FoV  #hich  all  true  Protestant  hearts  should  be 
•  >  gW;:  .•  '^'.  ■?'••'        ■'   '   ;    -i"! 
She  sends  us  our  bishop^^  oiir  judges  and  deans. 

And  better  would  give  us,  if  better  she  had. 
But,  lord !  how  the  rabble  will  stare  and  will  jgap^. 
When  the  good  EnglUHDean  is  haiL^'4|  up  for  a 
'    rape/    '  .    *  ,  ^  ',"',, 

.''^       ,  •  ...  -.  • .:      J'  .     '.  ,     ; . " 


,  ON  STEPHEN  DUCK4 

THB   TtfMSHM>   Allb    ^AVOXfttV^H   K>fiT. 

The  thresher  Duck  ccvAd  o'er  the  4«^n  prevai!,. 
The  proYjerb  mys^  ^'  tto  fence  against  a  ihul.'* 
From  threshing  corn  he  turns  to  thresh  his  bn^oss 
For  which  \^  majesty  afiows  him  grains : 
Though  'tis  confess,  that  those,  who  ever  saw 
His  poems,  think  them  all  not  worth  a  straw ! 
Thrice  happy  Duck,  em^oyed  in  tiireshing  situb- 
ble. 
Thy  toil  is  lessened,  and  thy  profits  double. 
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THE  LADY'S  DRESSING-ROQM.  *      ' 
1730.  .     ;    , 

Five  hours  (and  who  can; do  it  leg3  in?)    ]\^i  ,  ,  ; ,', 
By  haughty  Celia  spent  in  dressing ;  \^        // 

The  goddess  from  her  chamber  issues^ 
Arrayed  in  lace^  brocades»  and  tissues.  ^  ^ 

Strephon,  who  found  the  room  was  void>  ^    ^  ^.• 
And  Betty  otherwijse  enploy'dt  ..  n/%v' 

Stole  in,  and  took  a  strict  survey         ,     . 
Of  all  the  litter  as  it  lay : 
Whereof,  to  make  the  matter  clear. 
An  inventory  follows  here.  . 

And,  first,  a  dirty  smock  appeared, 
BeneaUi  the  arm^pits  well  be^mear'd ;    .     ,  i  .;.    f^ 
Strephon,  the  rogue,  displayed  it  wide,      ^y, 
And  tum!d  it  pound  on  m^ry  .side :  ,. 
On  such  a  point,  few  words  are  best,  .  / 

And  Strephon  bids  us  gue?^  the  r^st.;    .!.»;(*       y 
But sweajTSjhow  damnably  .the.mea  lie    , ^«,^ 
In  calling  Gelia  s^treet^isuid  deanljf.     „     ..^f  <  . 

Now  listen,  while  he  next  pi'qduces  j  ,  .j ; 

The  various  combs  for  vs^rious  u^s ; 
Fill'd  up  with  dirt  so  oloaely  fixt,       j,      j,.,         # 
No  brush  could  force  a  way  betwixj ; 

*  A  defence  of  <<  The  Lady^s  Dresring.Room,*'  by  some  &oe. 
tioos  friend  of  our  author,  is  printed  in  Faulkner's  editicm; 
which,  after  a  huBMrouMnTCStie  of  ten  lines  only  of  HoracePt 
"  Art  of  Poetry,*'  decides  clearly  that  there  are  ten  times^  more 
sloTenly  expressions  in  those  ten  lines  of  Horace,  than  in  the 
whole  x^oem  of  Or  Swift— If  • 
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A  paste  of  compotiticm  rare,  ^ 

Sweat,  dandriff,  powder,  lead;  and  luur  : 

A  fore-head  cloth  with  oil  upon% 

To  smooth  the  wrinkles  on  her  front : 

Here  alum-flour,  to  stop  die  steams 

Exhal'd  from  sour  unsavoury  streams ;  ^     ' 

There  night-glores  made  of  Tripsey's  hide. 

Bequeathed  by  Trip«y  when  she  cued ; 

With  puppy- water,  beauty's  help, 

Distiird  from  Tripse^'s  dailing  whelp. 

Here  gallipots  and  vials  placed,  • 

Some  nll'd  with  washes,  some  with  paste ; 

Scmie  with  pomatnms,  paints,  and  slops. 

And  ointments  good  for  scabby  chops.  f     ' 

Hard  by  a  filthy  basin  stands, 

Foul'd  with  the  scouring  of  her  hands : 

The  basin  takes  whatever  comes, 

Ths  scrapings  from  her  tieeth  and  gums,    ' 

A  nas/ty  compound  of  all  hues. 

For  here  she  spits,  and  here  she  spews. 

But,  oh !  it  tum'd  poor  Strephon's  bowels, ' 
When  he  beheld  and  smelt  the  towds,  *^' 

Begumm'd,  bematter'd,  and  beslim'd,  >1 

Witli  dirt,  and  sweat,  and  ear-wax  grim'd^i  V     ' 
No  object  Strephon's  eye  escapes;  ••    i 

Her  petticoats  in* frowzy  heaps;  •  /  i..  • 

Nor  be  the  handkerchiefs  forgot,      I        - 1 1 1 
All  vaniish*do*er  with  snuff  and  snot.       m 
The  stockings  why  should  I  expose; 
StainM  with  the  moisture  of  her  toes,  ♦ 
Or  greasy  coifs,  or  pinners  reeking^ 
Which  Celia  slept  at  least  a  wedc  in  ? 

"    '  M"|f       !!.''■  '    'f    '      '  "  " 

♦  Vjmp.  5<  marks  of  j^kSiig  foet,*»—H.    ^ 
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A  pair  of  tweezers  iie:i^  he  faund^  ;     v 

To  jpluck  b^r  tor*ws  ih  a^cbeb  raoud ; : 
Or  hairs  that  sink  ^efotehelEidl(rtr>       "    ! 
Or  on  her  chin lilce  biialles  gtom.  f'l  * 

The  virtues  we  xnti^t  Aot  let  pass      .       ' 
Of  Celiacs  mi^gnifyingglaai  I  •    I  ' 

When  frighted  SlrepAda  eiart  hk  eye  otf  t,i ; 
It  shpw'd  thlei^isage  trf  b.  giant :       '  ^  jOtl 

A  glass  that  can  to  sight  disclose  «  i7/ 

llie  smallest  Wonn  in  <ielia*s  nose;  »  *  i  •  !  ?" 

And  faithfully  direiJt  her  nail 
To  squeiB«&  it  otit  from  head  to  tailj  \     n^*' 

For,  catch  it  ilicely  by  the  bead,  n»  -^ 

It  must  comeoiit^  alive  or  deid. 

Why,  Strephon,  will  yon  tell  the  rest  ? 
And  must  yeto  needs  dtesQjribeithe  chest  ?     •  ; 
That  careless  wench!  no  crcaltore  warn  hear  ; 
To  move  it  out  from  yonder  fccomer ! .  '  { 1 

But  leave  it  standing  fulll  in  si^t,  r  j    A 

For  you  to  exe^peisei  your  s^ite  ?  »i*^ "  . 

In  vaibtfae:workiqan«h0w'd'iy»' witi 
With  rings  abd  hinges  eoiuiferfeit,  '/' 

To  make  it  deem  in  this  disguise.  . .     ^ 

^  cab]3[]loiid4Vulgar-Byefe:.4  ::t/*  .  ■■    - 

Which  Strephqitvpntur'd  to  look  in>.K  »  ;.' *  - 
Resolved  to  go  tbrei|igh  thidc  alfid  thin*  ^  ^^ 
He  lifts  the  lid:  th^re  m^dfc  no  mor^x  *   ' 

He  smelt  it  laHtke  time  beforew     '    1/     *n        ^ 

As,  from  within  PdhdbraV  boXy  - 
When  Epirti0theu»*<^'d  the tocks,  ' '       ■. 

A  sudden  uni^^SSrssA  crew'  ,        :; 

Of  human  evils,  upward  flew.  '  '      vrf/' 

He  still  was  comforted  to  find 

So  Strephon,  Kfting  up  the  lid, 

To  view  what  iii  the  dhfe^t  ^vi^  hid,  * 
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The  vapours  flew  from  ottt  the  veiil  J 
But  StrephoH,  cantioui^  never  w^wit 
-  The  bottom  of  the  pa^i  to  grope. 
And  foul  his  hands  in  search  of  hojpe. 

O !  ne'er  may  siiqh  a  vile  mucWne 
fie  once  in  Celiacs  qbamber  seen  J  ,  "  * 

O!  may  she  better  leara  to  Ifeep 
•    Those  '^  secrets  of  the  hoary  deep/'  * 

As  mutton-cutlets,  f  prince  of  meat. 
Which,  though  with  art  you  salt  and  b^j 
As  laws  of  cookery  reqmre. 
And  roast  them  at  the  clearest  fire; 
If  from  adown  the  hopefid  chops 
The  fat  upon  the  cinder  jdrops. 
To  stinking  smoke  it  turns  the  flame. 
Poisoning  the  ile^di  from  whence  it  canie> 
And  up  exhales  a  gre^y  stench,  | 
For  wWch  y wi  curse  Ujie  careless  w^meb : 
%6  things  which  must  not  be  expresi!. 
When  plump'd  into  the  reeking  chest. 
Send  up  an  excr^mentai  smell 
To  taint  the  parts  from  whence  they  fell : 
iThe  petticoats  an4  gown  perfrime,  i 

And  waft  a  stiidc  round  every  rocnp. 
Thus  finishing  his  grand  survey, 
JiKsgusted  Strephpn  stole  away ; 
Hepeating  in  his  amorous  fits, 
•*0h!  Celia,Celia,Celiash— r 
But  Vengeance,  goddess  never  sleeping. 
Soon  punish'd  Strephoij  for  his  peeping : 


*  Milton.  +  PAna  Virorum'>i*'Ed.  Dnblto,  177«. 

X  Vide  D— n  rx—l'i  Works,  aid  A<*P-l— ?•*»•— M.  Dub. 
lin,  177«. 
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His  foul  imagination  links  V' 

Each  dame  he  sees  with  all  her  stinks ;      *> 
And,  if  unsavoury  odours  fly. 
Conceives  a  lady  standing  by.. 
All  women  his  description  fits. 
And  both  ideas  jump  like  wits; 
By  vicious  fancy  coupled  fast, 
And  still  appearing  in  contrast. 

I  pfty  wretched  Strephon,  blind 
To  sdl  thie  charms  of  woman  kind. 
Should  I  the  Queen  of  Love  refuse,    . 
Because  she  rose  fnjm  stinking  ooze  ? 
To  him  that  looks  behind  the  scene,         i 
Statira's  but  some  pocky  quean. 

When  Celia  all  her  glory  shows. 
If  Strephon  would  but  stop  his  nose,    . 
(Who  now  so  impiously  blasphemes 
Her  ointments,  daubs,  and  p^tints,  and  creams. 
Her  washes,  slops^  and  pvery  clout. 
With  which  he  makes  so  foul  a  rout ;) 
He  soon  will  learn  to  think  like  me. 
And  bless  his  ravisVd  eyes  ta  see 
Such  order  from  confusion  sprung, 
Such  gaucty  tulips  rais'd  from  dung. 
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THE  POWER  OF  TIME. 

17»0. 

If  neither  brtts  nor  marble  can  withstand 
The  mortal  force  of  Time's  destructive  hand; 
If  mountains  sink  to  vales,  if  cities  die. 
And  lessening  rivers  mourn  their  founttuhs  dry  j 
When  my  old  cassock  (said  a  Welsh  divine) 
Is  out  at  elbows  J  why  should  I  repipe  ?   . 


CASSINUS  AND  PETER. 

A   TRAGICAL    ELEGY. 

1731. 

Two  coU«gfe  mphs  of  Cambridge  growth^ 
Both  special  wits,  and  lovers  both. 
Conferring  as^  they  usM  to  meet 
On  love,  dai'  bodksy  and  rapture  sweet ; 
(Muse,  ^nd  me  names  to  fit  my  metre, 
Cassinus  Uiis,  and  t'oAir  Peter.) 
Friend  Peter  to  Cassinus  goes. 
To  chat  a  while,  and  warm  his  nose : 
But  such  a  sight  was  never  seen. 
The  lad  lay  swallow -d  up  in  spleen.     . 
H$  seem'd  as  just  cre^  o«t  of  bed ; 
One  greasy  stocking  round  his  head. 
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The  other  he  eat  down  to  darn. 

With  threads  of  different  coloured  yam ; 

His  breeches  torn,  exposing  wide 

A  ragged  shirt  and  tawnyJ^Kidt.  ; 

Scorch'd  were  his  shins,  i^  legs  were  bare. 

But  well  embrown'd  with  dirt  and  hair. 

A  rug  was  o*er  his  shoulders  throwiu 

^  he  ha4  iionef 

^neit  fitting 

pew  or  spit  in  i  '     ,     . 

jr  by  his  side. 
I  Peter  found. 

With  eyes  in  smoke  and 'weeping  drown'd;,. 

The  leavings  of  his  last  night's  pot 

On  embers  plac'd,  to  dcu^itiiot. 

Why,  Cassy,  thou  wilt  dose  thy  pate :     ^f.      / 

What  makes  thee  lie  a-bed  so  late  ? 

The  finch,  the.liptpietf  ^  iJfcQ  ^^r  > 

Their  matins  chant  iii  every  bush; 

And  I  have  heard  thee  oft  salute 

Aurora  with  thy  early  flute.  .  / 

Heaven  send  thou  hast  not  got  the  hyps ! 

How !  not  a  word  come  from  thy  lips  ?  . 
Then  gweJbim»6me  familiar  th^  h  * 

A  college  joke  to  eur«  (Aye  diuwpiJi^  .:  ? 

"^  The  swain  at  las*,  with  gtief  oppreeft, 

Cry'd,  Celiac  Uirlce^  fnd  si«lx'4  ttl«  i^  . 

;    Dear  Cas»y,  (|haiigh  tQ>ai&  I^dread^ ;       .         ' 

Yet  ask  1  must— -i&  Cella  delid  ?       .       i ;  <  > 

How  happy  I,  w^m  v^at  tiM  i¥x>rstv     ^ 

But  I  was  fated  to  be<c«»sti^         .    .  ?    .      S 

Conie,  tell  us,  h« i*e .pJay'd  tbeiiwlufffSi  i  " 
O,  Peter,  would  i^wer^  lioiiiid^tt^'i .  ,  1 1  >  > :  » 
Why,  plagi|€i  lOOiifottwi  tier;  sandy  ip4^  k  •     - : 

Say,  has  the  snatldir  greater  pox    v  . 
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Sunk  down  her  nose,  or  deam'd  hef  face  ? 
Be  easy,  'tis  a  common  ease. 

O,  Feter !  beauty's  but  a  varnish^ 
Which  time  and  accidehttr  will  tarnish :     * '      '' 
But  Celia  has  contrived  to  Masrt 
Those  beauties  that  might  fever  last. 
Nor  can  imagination  guess,  > 
Nor  eloquence  ^tine  express^ 
How  that  ungrateful  charming  maid 
My  purest  passion  has  betrav'd : 
Conceive  the  most  envenom  d  dart  |  * 

To  pierce  an  Injured  lover's  heart.   ' 

Why,  hang  her  j  though  she  seem  so  '<*oy,    • 
I  know  she  lo^es  the  barber's  boy. 

Friend  Peter,  this  I  could  excuse,  ' 

For  every  njrmph  has  leave  to  choose  5 ' 
Nor  have  I  reason'  to  domftlatn,  * 

She  loves  a  more  deserving 'fewain.  "   " 

But,  oh!  how  Ul  hast* thou  divin'd 
A  crime,  that  shocks  all  human  kihd ;  *   ' . 

A  deed  unknown  to  femsle  race,  ^ 

At  which  the  sun  should  hiife  his  face :  <^ 

Advice  in  vain  yott  would  ap)[>ly —  » 

Then  leave  me  to  despair  and  die* 
Ye  kind  ArcadtttM,  on  my  um  ,     *I    '   ' 

These  elegies  ttfcd 'sonnets  bum ;  '      ^ 

And  on  the  mttrfMe  gmve  ihese  rhymes,  *  -^ 

A  monument  to  after-times-^  -      '  ^  '^ 

**  Here  Cassy  1^,  fey  Cdi«^l^ili,  '    ^ 

And  dying  never  toM  his  pain.V  1 ' 

Vain  empty  world,  fa!*ewell.     But'hark/  ' 
The  I6ud  Cerberian triple *bark*:  *  »       ..  * 

And  there — ^behold  Aleeto  stand,  »*/ < 

A  whip  of  scorpions  In  her  Imnd :  ^    ' ' 

Lo,  Charon,  from  his  le«ky  wherry- 
Beckoning  to  waft  me  o'e^  the  ferry. 
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I  come !  I  come  !  Medosa  «ee  .  ' 

Her  serpent's  hiss  direct  at  me. 
Begone ;  imhand  me^  hdlish  fry : 
**  Avannt — ye  cannot  say  'twas  I."  * 

Dear  Cassy,  thoa  must  }Hirge  and  l^eed  f 
I  fear  thou  wilt  be  mad  indeed. 
But  now,  by  friendship's  sacred  laws, 
I  here  conjure  thee,  tell  the  cause ;  . 
And  Celia's  honrwl  fact  relate :  ^  * 

Thy  friend  would  gladly  share  thy  fate* 

To  force  it  out,  my  heart  mu^t  rend.;    . 
Yet  when  conjured  by  sudi  a  friend- 
Think,  Peter,  how  my  soul  is  racfc'd  I 
These  eyes,  these  eyes,  beheld  the  fact. 
Now  bend  thine  ear,  $ince  out  it  ipust.l 
But,  when  thou  seest  me  laid  in  dust^ 
The  secret  thou  shalt  n^e'er  impart. 
Not  to  the  nymph  that  keeps  thy  heart.; 
(How  would  her  virgin  soul  bemoan 
A  crime  to  all  her  sex  unknown  1) 
Nor  whisper  to  the  tattling  reeds 
Tlie  blackest  of  all  female  deeds  $ 
Nor  blab  it  on  the  lonely  ropks, 
Where  Echo  sits,  and  listening  mocks;,   , 
Nor  let  the  Zephyr's  treacherous  gale 
Through  Cambridge  waft  the  dumul  tale ; 
Nor  to  the  chattering  feathered  r»ce 
DiscoTCT  Celia's  foul  disgraqe. 
But,  if  you  fail,  piy  spectre  dread; 
Attending  nightly,  round  your  bed-^ 
And  yet  I  dare'  confide  in  you  ; 
So  take  my  secret^  and  adien, 
No  wonder  how  I  lost  my  wits.:  : 
Oh  !  Celia,  Celia,  Celia,  sh— !  . 

—  '  '        -  '    '     >n*4'   1.' — 
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A  BEAUTIFUL  YOUNG  NYMPH 
GOING  TO  BED. 

WKITTKN  FOR  THK  BONOUB  <»F  TH£  TAUI  SUX. 

CoRiNKA,  pride  of  Drury-lane, 

For  whom  no  shepherd  sighs  in  vain ; 

Never  did  Covent-Gardeh  boast 

So  bright  a  batterM  strolling  toast !  * 

No  drunken  rake  to  pick  her  up  ; 

No  cellar  where  on  tick  to  sup  j 

Returning  at  the  midnight  hour. 

Four  stories  climbing  to  her  bower ; 

Then,  seated  on  a  three-legg'd  chair. 

Takes  off  her  artificial  hair ; 

Now  picking  out  a  crystal  eye, 

She  wipes  it  clean,  and  lays  it  byl  ** 

Her  eyebrows  from  a  mouse's  hide 

Stuck  on  with  art  on  either  side. 

Pulls  off  with  care,  and  first  displays  'em. 

Then  in  a  play-book  smoothly  lays  *em. 

Now  dextrously  her  plumpers  draws. 

That  serve  to  fill  her  hollow  jaws,  '\ 

Untwists  a  wire,  and  from  her  gums 

A  set  of  teeth  completely  comes ; 

Pulls  out  the  rags  contrived  to  prop  " 

Her  flabby  dugs,  and  down  thfey  drop. 

Proceeding  on,  the  lovely  goddess 

Unlaces  next  her  steel-nbb'd  bodice. 

Which,  by  the  operator's  skill, 

Press  down  the  lumps,  the  hollows  fill. 
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Up  goes  her  hand,  and  off  she  1^9 
The  bolsters  that  supply  her  hips ; 
With,  gentlest  toach  she  next  explores 
Her  chancres,  issues,  running  sores; 
Effects  of  many  a  md  disaster,       : ;  • 
And  then  to  each-applies  a  plaster : 
But  must,  before  she  goes  to  bed. 
Rub  off  the  daubs  of  white  and  red. 
And  si«^th  th*  fiMrrox*s  in  her  frolit      » 
With  greasy  paper  stuck  upon't.  *-  ' 

She  takes  a  bolus  ere  she  sfeeps  ; 
And  then  between  two  blankets  creeps: 
With  pains  of  love  tormented  lies ; 
Or,  if  she  chance  to  close  her  eyes. 
Of  Bridewell  and  the  Compter  dreams^  v 
And  feels  the  lash,  and  faintly  screams ; 
Or,  by  a  faithless  bully  drawn. 
At  some  hedge*tavern  lies  in  pawn ; 
Or  to  Jamaica  seems  transported 
*  Alone,  and  by  no  planter  courted ; 
Or,  near  Fleet-ditch's  oozy  brinks. 
Surrounded  with  a  hundred  stinks. 
Belated,  seems  on  watch  to  lie,  ^ 

.  And  snap  some  cully  passing  by ; 
Or,  struck  with  fear,  her  fancy  runs 
On  watchmen,  constables,  and  duns. 
From  whom  she  meets  with  frequent  rubs ; 
But  never  from  religious  clubs. 
Whose  favour  she  is  sure  to  find, 
Because  she  pays  them  all  in  kind. 
Ck>rinna  wakes.    A  dreadful  sight ! 


■-»— 


«  ..^.^  Et  loQgam  incomltftta  Tidetiir 
Ira  y'mihm^Sd»'l77% 
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BehddtheiMMttof^ienightl  ^.  ^(i    .  <  > 

A  wicked  rat  hser  pbrttr  stole^   .  .  <     '.^'^ 

Half  eat,  and  ^bragg'd  it  to  hw  holebi      <      '  . ^K 
The  ciystal  ey%  aljoa  1  waa  mits'd  s  in 

And  puss  had  ea  Iter  pliiitipe^  p'^H98'd«  ;  >  . 
A  pigeon  picked  ker  isaiiiCh'peaa  t 
And  Shock  fafer  tresses  fill'd  with  fleas.      •  ;  < 
The  nymphs  tihou|^  in  tAiUataiii^ed  plight^ ' 
Musi  eveiy  miHfk  her  linihs  mime.       /^ 
But  how  shall  I  describe  her  arts 
To  re-collect  the  scattier'd  parts  t  r 

Or  showtheai^ish^'toil>.andpain»  > 

Of  gathering  up  herself  again  ? 
The  bashfial  Mua^  Will  nevei:  bear 
In  such  a  scene  to  ititetfere. 
Corinna,  in  the  morning  di^en'd. 
Who  sees,  will  speW;  who  smells^  foe  poison'd; 


STREPHON  AND  CHLOE. 

173L 

Op  Chloe  all  the  town  has  rung^ 

By  every  size  of  poets  sung : 

So  beautiful  a  njrmph  appears 

But  once  in  twenty  thousand  years ; 

By  Nature  form'd  with  nicest  car^ 

And  faidtless  to  a  single  hair« 

Her  gracefol  mien,  her  shape,  and  face, 

Confessed  h^r  of  no  mortal  race : 

And  then  so  nice^  and  so  genteel; 

Such  cleanliness  from  head  to  heel ; 
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No  humours  gross,^  or  Iroiii^y  Meum, 

No  noisome  whifis,  or  swes^  streaim,       *  '  -y 

'Before,  behind,  abote,  below,      -  -  *    -       .  .  ' 

Could  from  her  taintk^  body  ildw :        ,     *^'  a 

Would  so  discreedy  things  dispose. 

None  ever  saw  her  pluck  a  rose. 

Her  dearest  comrades  never  caught  her 

Squat  oh  her  hams  t6  mal^  maid's  water : 

You'd  swear  thai  so  divine  a  creature 

Felt  no  necessities  of  nature.    *  ^t^i 

In  summer  had  she  walk- d  the  town. 

Her  armpits  wouldnot  stain  her  gown  :*'« '        > 

At  country-dances,  not  a  nose 

Could  in  the  dog-days  smell  her  toes; 

Her  milk-white  hands^  both  pahns  and  backs, . 

Like  ivory  dry,  and  soft  as  wax. 

Her  hands,  the  softest  ever  felt,  * 

*  Tho*  cold  would  bum,  though  dry  would  mdt. 

Dear  Venus,  hide  this  wondrous  maid. 
Nor  let  her  loose  to  i^il  your  trade. 
While  she  engrosses  every  swain. 
You  but  o'er  half  the  world  can  reign. 
Think  what  a  case  all  men  are  now  in, 
AV^hat  ogling,  sighing,  toasting,  vowing  ! 
What  powder'd  wigs  !  what  flames  and  darts  1' 
What  hampers  ftiU  of  bleeding  hearts ! 
What  sword-knots  !  what  poetic  strains  ! 
What  billet-doux,  and  clouded  canes ! 

But  Strephon  sighed  so  loud  and  strong;    • 
He  blew  a  settlement  along ; 
And  bravely  drove  his  rivaJs  down. 
With  coach  and  six,  and  house  in  town. 
The  bashful  n3n[nph  no  more  withstands. 
Because  her  dear  papa  commands.  * 

*  Though  deep,  yet  clear,  &c.-*— Dsmham.— Edit  1772. 
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The  charmmg  couple  now  unites: 
Proceed  we  to  the  marriage  rites. 

Imprimis^  at  the  temple  porch 
Stood  Hjrmen  with  a  flaming  torch  : 
The  smiling  Cjrprian  Goddess  brings 
Her  infant  loves  with  purple  wings : 
And  pigeons  billing,  sparrows  treading^ 
Fair  emblems  of  a  fruitful  wedding. 
The  Muses  next  in  order  follow. 
Conducted  by  their  squire,  Apollo: 
Then  Mercury  with  silver  tongue ; 
And  Hebe,  goddess  ever  young. 
Behold,  the  bridegroom  and  his  bride. 
Walk  hand  in  hand,  and  side  by  side  j 
She,  by  the  tender  Graces  drest, 
But  he,  by  Mars,  in  starlet  vest. 
The  nymph  was  covered  with  her  flammeumy 
And  Phoebus  sung  th*  epithalamium. 
And  last,  to  make  the  matter  sure. 
Dame  Juno  brought  a  priest  demure. 
Luna  was  absent,  on  pretence 
Her  time  was  not  till  nine  months  hence. 
The  rites  performed,  the  parson  paid, 
In  state  retum'd  the  grand  parade ; 
With  loud  huzzas  from  all  the  boys. 
That  now  the  pair  must  crown  their  joys. 

But  still  the  hardest  part  remains: 
Strephon  had  long  perplex'd  his  brains, 
How  with  so  hiffh  a  nymph  he  might 
Demean  himself  the  wedding-night: 
For,  as  he  viewed  his  person  round. 
Mere  mortal  flesh  was  all  he  found : 
His  hand,  his  neck,  his  mouth,  and  feet. 
Were  duly  wash'd,  to  keep  them  sweet ; 
With  other  parts,  that  shall  be  nameless. 
The  ladies  else  might  think  me  shameless. 

VOL.  XIV.  B 
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The  weather  and  his  love  were  hot ;  J 

And,  should  he  struggle,  I  know  what-^ 

Why,  let  it  go,  if  I  must  tell  it-^ 

He'll  sweat,  and  then  the  nymph  may  m^  it; 

While  she,^  a  goddess  dy'd  in  grain. 

Was  unsusceptible  of  stain. 

And,  Venus-like,  her  fragrant  skin 

Exhal'd  anibrosia  from  within. 

Can  such  a  dejty  endure 

A  mortal  human  touch  impure  ? 

How^did  the  humUed  swain  detest 

His  prickly  beard,  and  hairy  breast ; 

His  nightcap,  border'd  round  with  lace. 

Could  give  na  softness  to  his  iface. 

Yet,  if  the  goddess  could  be  kind. 
What  endless  raptures  must  he  find  ! 
And  goddesses  h^v^  now  and  then 
Come  down  to  visit  mortal  men ; 
To  visit  arid  to  court  them  too : 
A  certain  goddess,  God  kuows  who,  ' 

(As  in  a  book  he  heard  it  read) 
Took  Colotiel  Peleus  to  her  bed. 
But  what  if  he  should  lose  his  life 
By  venturing  on  his  he^kvenly  wife  ! 
(For  Strep  hon  could  remember  welU 
That  onOe  he  heard  a  school-boy  tell,  } 

How  Semele,  of  mortal  race^, 
By  thunder  died  in  Jove's. emlwrace.) 
And  what  if  daring  Strephon  di^s 
By  lightning  shot  from  Chloe's  eyes  ! 

While  these  reflections  fiird  his  head. 
The  bride  Was  put  in  form  to  bed : 
He  foUow'd,  stript,  and  in  he  crept^ 
But  awfully  his  distance  kept. 

Now  *^  ponder  well,  ye  parents  dear  ;'* 
Forbid  your  daughters  gu2zling  beer  s 
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And  make  them  every  aftemooa 
Forbear  their  tea,  or  drink  it  soon ; 
That,  ere  to  bed  they  venture  up. 
They  may  discharge  it  every  sup  ^ 
If  not,  they  must  in  evil  plight 
Be  often  forc'd  to  rise  at  night. 
Keep  them  tQ  wholesome  food  confined. 
Nor  let  them  taste  what  causes  wind : 
'Tis  this  the  sage  of  Samos  means. 
Forbidding  his  disciples  beans. 
O  !  think  what  evils  piust  ensue ; 
Miss  Moll  the  ,}ade  will  bum  it  blue : 
And,  when  she  once  has  got  the  art. 
She  cannot  help  it  for  her  heart ; 
But  out  it  flies,  ev'n  when  she  meets 
Her  bridegroom  hi  the  wedding-sheets. 
Carminative  and  diuretic 
Will  damp  all  passion  sympathetic  : 
And  Love  such  nicety  requires. 
One  blast  will  put  out  all  his  fires. 
Since  husbands  get  behipd  the  scene. 
The  wife  should  study  to  be.  clean ; 
Nor  give  the  ^jpaiallest  room  to  guess 
The  time  when  wants  of  nature  press ; 
But  after  ^^rriage  pr^tise  more 
Decorum  than  she  did  before ; 
To  keep  her  spouse  deluded  still. 
And  ^lake  him  fancy  what  she  will. 
In  bed  we  left  the  married  pair; 
'Tis  time  to  show  how  things  went  there. 
Strephon,  who  had  been  often  told 
That  fortune  still  assists  the  bold, 
Resolv'd  to  make  the  first  attack ; 
But  Chloe  drove  him  fiercely  back. 
How  could  a  nymph  so  chaste  as  Chloe, 
With  constitution  cold  and  snowy. 
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Permit  a  brutish  man  to  touch  her? 
Even  lambs  by  instinct  fly  the  butcher. 
Resistance  on  the  wedding-night 
Is  what  our  maidens  claim  by  right : 
And  Chloe,  'tis  by  all  agreed. 
Was  maid  in  thought,  in  word,  and  deed. 
Yet  some  assign  a  different  reason ; 
That  Strephon  chose  no  proper  season. 

Say,  fair  ones,  must  I  make  a  pause. 
Or  freely  tell  the  secret  cause  ? 

Twelve  cups  of  tea  (with  grief  I  speak) 
Had  now  constrained  the  nymph  to  leak. 
This  point  must  needs  be  settled  first : 
The  bride  must  either  void  or  burst. 
Then  see  the  dif  e  effects  of  pease ; 
Think  Vhat  cdn  give  the  cholic  ease. 
The  nymph  oppressed  before,  behind,  ^ 
As  ships  are  toss'd  by  waves  and  wind. 
Steals  out  her  hand,  by  nature  led. 
And  brings  a  vessel  into  bed ; 
Fair  utensil,  as  smooth  and  white 
As  Chloe's  Skin^  almost  as  bright. 

Strephon,  who  heard  the  fuming  rill 
As  from  a  mossy  cliff  distil, 
Cry'd  out,  Ye  Gods !  what  sound  is  this  ? 
Can  Chloe,  heavenly  Chloe,  — ' —  ? 
But  when  he  smelt  a  noisome  steam. 
Which  oft  attends  that  lukewarm  stream ; 
(Salerno  both  together  joins  *, 
As  sovereign  medicines  for  the  loins  s) 


«  Vide  Schol.  Salem.    Rules  of  Health,  written  by  tbe  School 
of  Salemum« 

MiDgere  cum  bumhU  res  est  salaberrinui  himbis. 
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And  though  contriv'd,  we  may  Buppose^ 
To  slip  his  ears,  yet  struck  his  nose  : 
He  found  her  while  the  scent  increased. 
As  mortal  as  himself  at  least. 
But  soon,  with  like  occasions  pressM, 
He  boldly  sent  his  hand  in  quest. 
(Inspired  with  courage  from  his  bride) 
To  reach  the  pot  on  t'other  side : 
And^  as  he  fill'd  the  reeking  vase. 
Let  fly  a  rouser  in  her  face. 

The  little  Cupids  hovering  round, 
(As  pictures  prove)  with  garlands  crown* d, 
Abash'd  at  what  they  saw  and  heard, 
Flew  off,  nor  ever  more  appeared. 

Adieu  to  ravishing  delights. 
High  raptures,  and  romantic  flights ; 
To  goddesses  so  heavenly  sweet. 
Expiring  shepherds  at  their  feet; 
To  silver  meads  and  shady  bowers, 
Dress'd  up  with  amaranthine  flowers. 

How  great  a  change  !  how  quickly  made ! 
They  learn  to  call  a  spade  a  spade. 
They  soon  from  all  constraint  are  freed ; 
Can  see  each  other  do  their  need. 
On  box  of  cedar  sits  the  wife. 
And  makes  it  warm  for  dearest  life ; 
And,  by  the  beastly  way  of  thinking, 
Find  great  society  in  stinking. 
Now  Strephon  daily  entertains 
His  Chloe  in  thp  homeliest  strains ; 
And  Chloe,  more  experienc'd  grown. 
With  interest  pays  him  back  his  own. 
No  maid  at  court  i^  less  asham'd, 
Howe'er  for  selling  bargains  fam'd. 
Than  she  to  name  her  parts  behind. 
Or  when  ^-bed  to  let  out  wind. 
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Fair  Decency,  celestial  maid ! 
Descend  fr6m  Heaven  to  Beauty^s  aid ! 
Though  fieauty  may  beget  desire, 
'Tis  thou  must  fan  the  Lover's  fire  : 
For  Beauty,  like  supreme  dominion. 
Is  best  supported  by  Opinion  : 
If  Decency  bring  no  supplies. 
Opinion  falls,  and  Beauty  dies. 

To  see  some  radiant  nymph  appear 
In  all  her  glittering  birth-day  gear. 
You  think  iJome  goddess  from  the  sky 
Desfcended,  ready  cut  artd  dry : 
But,  ere  you  sell  yourself  to  laughter. 
Consider  well  what  may  come  after ; 
For  fine  ideas  vanish  fast. 
While  all  the  gross  and  filthy  last. 

O  Strephon,  ere  thatt  fatal  day 
When  Chloe  stole  your  heart  away. 
Had  you  but  through  a  cranny  spy'd 
On  house  of  ease  yoiir  future  bride, 
In  all  the  postures  of  her  face, 
•  Which  nature  gives  in  such  a  case  ; 
Distortions,  groanings,  strainings,  heavings, 
*Twere  better  you  had  lick'd  her  leavings. 
Than  from  experience  find  too  late 
Your  goddess  grown  a  filthy  mate. 
Your  fancy  then  had  always  dwelt 
On  what  you  saw,  and  what  you  smtelt; 
Would  still  the  same  ideas  give  ye. 
As  when  you  spy'd  her  on  the  privy ; 
And,  spite  of  Cnloe's  charrtis  divine. 
Your  heart  had  been  as  Whole  as  mine. 

Authorities,  both  old  and  recent. 
Direct  that  women  must  be  decent ; 
And  from  the  spouse  each  blemish  hide. 
More  than  from  all  the  worfd  beside. 
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Unjustly  all  our  nymphs  complain 
Their  empire  holds  so  short  a  reign ; 
Is^  after  marriage,  lost  so  soon. 
It  hardly  lasts  the  honey-moon : 
For,  if  they  keep  not  what  they  caught. 
It  is  entirely  their  own  fault. 
They  take  possession  of  the  crown^ 
And  then  throw  all  their  weapons  down : 
Though,  by  the  politician's  scheme. 
Whoe'er  arrives  at  power  supreme, 
Those  arts,  by  which  at  first  they  gain  it. 
They  still  must  practise  to  maintain  it. 

What  various  ways  our  females  take 
To  pass  for  wits  before  a  rake ! 
And  in  the  fruitless  search  pursue 
All  other  methods  but  the  true  ! 

Some  try  to  learn  polite  behaviour 
By  reading  books  against  their  Saviour ; 
Some  caH  it  witty  to  reflect 
On  every  natural  defect ; 
Some  show  they  never  want  explaining 
To  comprehend  a  double  meaning. 
But  sure  a  tell-tale  out  of  school 
Is  of  all  wits  the  greatest  fool ; 
Whose  rank  imagination  fills 
Her  heart,  and  from  her  lips  distils  ^ 
You*d  think  she  uttered  from  behind. 
Or  at  her  mouth  was  breaking  wind. 

Why  is  a  handsome  wife  ador'd 
By  every  coxcomb  but  her  lord  ? 
From  yonder  puppet-man  inquire. 
Who  wisely  hides  his  wood  and  wire ! 
Shows  Sheba's  queen  completely  drest. 
And  Solomon  in  royal  vest : 
But  view  them  littered  on  the  floor. 
Or  strung  on  pegs  behind  the  door; 
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Punch  is  exactly  of  a  piecp 

With  Lorrain's  duke,  and  prince  of  Greece, 

A  prudent  builder  should  forecast 
How  long  the  stuff  is  like  to  last  3 
And  carefully  observe  the  ground, 
To  build  on  some  foundation  sound. 
What  house,  when  its  materials  crumble. 
Must  not  inevitably  tumble  ? 
What  edifice  can  long  endure 
Rais*d  on  a  basis  unsecure  ? 
Rash  n^ortals,  ere  you  take  a  wife. 
Contrive  your  pile  to  last  for  life : 
Since  beauty  scarce  endures  a  day. 
And  youth  so  swiftly  glides  away ; 
Why  will  you  make  yourself  a  bubble. 
To  build  on  sand  with  hay  and  stubble,? 

On  sense  and  wit  your  passion  fpun^. 
By  decency  cemented  round ; 
Let  pradence  with  good  nature  strive^, 
To  keep  esteem  and  love  alive. 
Then,  come  old  ag^  whenever  it  will. 
Your  friendship  shall  pontinue  still; 
And  thus  a  mutual  geptle  fire 
Shall  npver  but  with  life  expire^ 


APOLLO; 


A    PROBLEM    SOLVED. 

173L 


Apollo,  god  of  light  and  wit. 
Could  veysiB  inspire,  but  seldom  writ, 
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Refin'd  all  metals  with  his  looks. 

As  well  as  chemists  by  their  books ; 

As  handsome  as  my  lady's  page ; 

Sweet  five-and-twenty  was  his  age. 

His  wig  was  made  of  sunny  rays. 

He  crown'd  his  youthful  head  with  bays ; 

Not  all  the  court  of  Heaven  could  show 

So  nice  and  so  complete  a  beau. 

No  heir  upon  his  first  appearance, 

-With  twenty  thousand  pounds  a-year  rents^ 

E'er  drove,  before  he  sold  his  land. 

So  fine  a  coach  along  the  Strand ; 

The  spokes.  We  are  by  Ovid  told. 

Were  silver,  and  the  axle  gold : 

I  own,  'twas  but  a  coach  and  four. 

For  Jupiter  allows  no  more. 

Yet,  with  his  beauty,  wealth,  and  parts. 
Enough  to  win  ten  thousand  hearts. 
No  vulgar  deity  above 
Was  so  unfortunate  in  love. 

Three  weighty  causes  were  assigned. 
That  mov'd  the  n3naaphs  to  be  unkind. 
Nine  Muses  always  waiting  round  him. 
He  left  them  virgins  as  he  found  them. 
His  singing  was  another  fault ; 
For  he  coidd  reach  to  Bin  alt : 
And,  by  the  sentiments  of  Pliny, 
Such  singers  are  like  Nicolini. 
At  last,  the  point  was  fully  clear'd ; 
In  short,  Apollo  had  no  beard. 
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THE  PLACE  OF  THE  DAI4NED. 

1731, 

All  folks,  who  pretend  to  religion  and  grace. 
Allow  there's  a  Hell,  but  dispute  of  the  place  : 
But,  if  Hell  may  by  logical  rules  be  defined 
The  place  of  the  dainu'd — I'll  tell  you  my  ixiind. 
Wherever  the  damn'd  do  chiefly  abound,  ^ 

Most  certainly  there  is  Hell  to  be  found : 
Damn'd  poets,  damn'd  critics,  dama'd  blockheads, 

damn'd  knaves, 
Damn'd  senators  brib'd,  damn'd  parostitute  slaves ; 
Damn'd  lawyers   and  judges,   damn'd  lords,  and 

damn'd  squires ; 
Damn'd  spies  and  informers,  damn'd  friends,  and 

damn'd  liars ;  * 

Damn'd  villains,  corrupted  in  every  station ; 
Damn'd  time-serving  priests  all  over  the  nation ; 
And  into  the  bargain  I'll  readily  give  you 
Damn'd  ignorant  prelates,  and  counsdlors  privy. 
Then  let  us  no  longer  by  parsons  be  flamm'd, 
For  we  know  by  these  maiiis  the  place  of  the  4aam'd : 
And  Hell  to  be  sure  is  at  Paris  or  Rome. 
How  happy  for  us  that  it  is  not  at  home ! 
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THE  DAY  OF  JUDGMENT.  ♦ 

With  a  whirl  of  thought  oppress'd, 
^I  sunk  from  reverie  ta  rest. 
A  horrid  vision  seized  my  h€ad> 
I  saw  the  graves  give  up  their  dead ! 
Jove,  arm'd  with  terrors,  bursts  the  skies. 
And  thunder  roars  and  lightning  flies  ! 
Amaz'd,  confused,  its  fate  unknown, 
The  world  stands  trembling  at  his  throne  ! 
While  each  pale  sinner  hung  his  head, 
Jove,  nodding,  shook  the  heav^tis,  and  said : 
**  Offending  race  of  humui  kind. 
By  nature,  reason,  learning,  blind ; 
You  who,  through  frailty,  stepp'd  aside ; 
And  yoH,  who  never  fell  from  pride : 
You  who  in  different  sects  were  shamm'd, 
And  come  to  see  each  other  damn*d : 
(So  some  folk  told  you,  but  they  knew 
No  more  of  Jove^s  designs  than  you) 
— ^The  world^s  mad  business  now  is  o'er. 
And  I  resent  these  pranks  no  more. 
—I  to  such  blockheads  set  my  wit ! 
I  damn  such  fools  ! — Go,  go,  you're  bit." 


*  This  Poem  was  first  priDted  (from  the  Dean's  MS.)  in  a 
letter  from  Lord  Chesterfield  addressed  to  Mr  Voltaire,  dated 
Aug.  27,  1752.— N. 
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JUDAS.     1731. 


[This  seems  to  bave  beea  written  when  the  majority  of  the  Irish 
bishops  were  meditating  what  Swift  considered  as  encroach, 
ments  upon  the  rights  of  their  clergy.] 


By  the  just  vengeance  of  incensed  skies> 
Poor  Bishop  Judas  late  repenting  dies. 
The  Jews  engag'd  him  with  a  paltry  bribe. 
Amounting  hardly  to  a  crown  a  tribe ; 
Which  though  his  conscience  forced  him  to  restore, 
(And,  parsons  tell  us,  no  man  can  do  more) 
Yet,  through  despair  of  God  and  nian  accurst. 
He  lost  his  bishopric,  and  bang*d  or  burst. 
Those  former  ages  differed  much  from  this ; 
Judas  betray'd  his  master  with  a  kiss  : 
But  some  have  kiss'd  the  Gospel  fifty  times. 
Whose  perjury's  the  least  of  all  their  crimes ; 
Some  who  can  perjure  through  9.  two  inch-board. 
Yet  keep  their  bishoprics,  and  'scape  the  cord : 
Like  hemp,  which,  by  a  skilful  spinster  drawn 
To  slender  threads,  may  sometimes  pass  for  lawn. 

As  ancient  Judas  by  transgression  fell. 
And  burst  asunder  ere  he  went  to  Hell ; 
So  could  we  see  a  set  of  new  Iscariots 
Come  headlong  tumbling  from  their  mitred  cha- 
riots ; 
Each  modern  Judas  perish  like  the  first. 
Drop  from  the  tree,  with  all  his  bowels  burst  ^ 
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Who  could  forbear,  that  viewed  each  guilty  face. 
To  cry,  **  Lo  !  Judas  gone  to  his  own  place^ 
His  habitation  let  all  men  forsake. 
And  let  his  bishopric  another  take  P* 


AN  EPISTLE  TO  MR  GAY.  * 
1731. 

How  could  you,  Gay,  disgrace  the  Muse's  train. 
To  serve  a  tasteless  court  twelve  years  in  vain  !  f 
Fain  would  I  think  our  female  friend  J  sincere. 
Till  Bob,  §  the  poet's  foe,  possessed  her  ear.  I 


*  The  dean  haying  bean  told  by  an  intimate  friend,  that  the 
Dnke  of  Qoeensberry  had  employed  Mr  Gay  to  inspect  the  ac. 
counts  and  management  of  his  grace^s  receirers  and  stewards 
(which  howeyer  proted  to  be  a  mistake)  wrote  this  Epistle  to 
his  friend.«*-H.  Through  the  whole  piece,  under  the  pretext  of 
instructing  Gay  in  his  duty  as  the  duke^s  auditor  of  accounts,  he 
satirizes  the  conduct  of  Sir  Robert  Walpole,  then  prime  minister. 

f  See  the  libel  on  Dr  Delany  aud  Lord  Carteret.— U. 

%  The  Countess  of  Suffolk — H. 

§  Sir  Robert  Walpole.— Faulknsiu 

H  We  hare  had  repeated  occasion  to  remark,  that,  in  courting 
Mrs  Howard,  Pope,  Swift,  and  Gay,  neyer  perceiyed  that  they 
were  offering  incense  at  the  shrine  of  an  inefficient,  rather  than 
an  unpropitious  deity ;  and  that  George  II.,  entirely  guided  by 
the  councils  of  Queen  Caroline,  disregarded  all  adyances  made  to 
him  through  the  channel  of  Mrs  Howard.  It  was  the  queen,  not 
the  faTourite,  over  whom  Sir  Robert  Walpole,  here  termed  the 
poet's  foe,  <<  obtained  an  ascendancy^  through  which  he  not  only 
preserred,  but  eren  augmented,  during  the  reign  of  George  IL, 
the  influence  he  had  possessed  under  George  I.'» 
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Did  fomale  virtue  e'er  .90 /high  wcend. 
To  lose  an  inch,  of  favoor  for  a  friend  ?  ^    ^ 

Say,  had  the  court  no  tetter  place  to  choose 
For  thee,  than  omke  a  dryrnurse  of  thy  Mu^  ? 
How  cheaply  had  thy  liberty  been  sold. 
To  squire  a  royal  girl  of  two  years  old : 
In  leading  strings  her  infant  ^teps  to  guide. 
Or  with  her  go-cart  amble  side  by  side  !  * 

But  princely  Douglas,  t  and  his  glorious  dame, 
Advanced  thy  fortune,  and  preserved  thy  fame. 
Nor  will  your  nobler  gifts  be  misapplied. 
When  o'er  your  patron's  treasure  you  preside : 
The  world  shall  own,  his  choice  was  wise  and  just. 
For  sons  of  Phcebus  never  break  their  trust. 

Not  love  of  beauty  less  the  heart  inflames 
Of  guardian  eunuchs  to  the  sultan's  dames. 
Their  passions  not  more  impotent  and  cold. 
Than  tnose  of  poets  to  the  lust  of  gold. 
With  Paean's  purest  fire  his  favourites  glow. 
The  dregs  will  serve  to  ripen  ore  below ; 
His  meanest  work :  for,  had  he  thought  it  fit. 
That  wealth  should  be  the  appanage  of  wit. 
The  god  of  light  could  ne'er  have  been  so  blind 
To  deal  it  to  the  worst  of  human>  kind. 

But  let  me  now,  for  I  can  do  it  well, 
Your  conduct  in  this  new  employ  foretel. 

And  first :  to  make  my  observation  right, 
I  place  a  statesman  full  before  my  sight, 
A  blo'ated  minister  in  all  his  gear. 
With  shameless  visage  and  perfidious  leer ; 


*  The  post  of  ^tleman^usher  to  the  Priocess  Louisa  was  of* 
fered  to  Gay,  which  he  ^nd  his  fri^s  jCo^sid^red  as  a,  givat  in- 
digBity,  her  Royal  Hi§^ess  being  a  mereinlant. 

f  The  Duke  of  Queensberry^-^FAUuiNER. 
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Two  rows  of  teeth  arm  each  devouring  jaw^ 
And  ostrich-like  bis  all-digesting  maw. 
My  fancy  drags  this  monster  to  my  view. 
To  show  the  world  his  chief  reverse  in  you. 
Of  loud  unmeaning  sounds  a  rapid  flood 
Rolls  from  his  mouth  in  plenteous  streanis  of  mud ; 
With  these  the  court  and  senate-house  he  plies. 
Made  up  of  noise,  and  impudence,  and  lies. 

Now  let  me  shew  how  Bob  and  you  agree : 
You  serve  a  potent  prince,  ♦  as  well  as  he- 
The  ducal  coffers  trusted  to  your  charge. 
Your  honest  care  may  fill,  perhaps  enlarge : 
His  vassals  easy,  and  the  owner  blest ; 
They  pay  a  trifle,  and  enjoy  the  rest. 
Not  so  a  nation's  revenues  are  paid : 
The  servant's  faults  are  on  the  master  laid. 
The  people  with  a  sigh  their  taxes  bring. 
And,  cursing  Bob,  forget  to  bless  the  king. 

Next  hearken.  Gay,  to  what  thy  charge  requires. 
With  servants,  tenants,  and  the  neighbouring  squires. 
Let  all  domestics  feel  your  gentle  sway; 
Nor  bribe,  insult,  nor  flatter,  nor  betray. 
Let  due  reward  to  merit  be  allow*d ; 
Nor  with  your  kindred  half  the  palace  crowd ; 
Nor  think  yourself  secure  in  doing  wrong, 
Bfy  telling  noses  with  a  party  strong. 

Be  rich ;  but  of  your  wealth  ms^e  no  parade ; 
At  least,  before  your  master's  debts  are  paid ; 
Nor  in  a  palace,  built  with  charge  immense. 
Presume  to  treat  him  at  his  own  expense  f. 


♦  A  title  giTen  to  every  dake  by  the  heralds. — Faulkner. 
f  AUading  malicioasly  to  the  magnificence  of  Houghton,  Sir 
Robert  Walpole*B  seat,  in  which  he  had  more  than  oT)ce  the  ho- 
\nottr  tb  reodfve  n  royal  risit. 
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Each  farmer  in  the  neighbourhood  can  count 
To  what  your  lawful  perquisites  amount 
The  tenants  poor,  the  hardness  of  the  times, 
Are  ill  excuses  for  a  servant^s  crimes. 
With  interest,  and  a  premium  paid  beside. 
The  master's  pressing  wants  must  be  supplied  5 
With  hasty  zeal  behold  the  Steward  come 
By  his  own  credit  to  advance  the  sum; 
Who,  while  th*  unrighteous  Mammon  is  his  friend. 
May  well  conclude  his  power  will  never  end. 
A  faithful  treasurer !  what  could  he  do  more? 
He  lends  my  lord  what  was  my.  lord's  before. 

The  law  so  strictly  guards  the  monarch's  heahh. 
That  no  physician  dares  prescribe  by  stealth : 
The  council  sit ;  approve  the  doctor's  skill; 
And  give  advice,  before  he  gives  the  pilK 
But  the  state  empiric  acts  a  safer  part ; 
And,  while  he  poisons,  wins  the  royal  heart. 

But  how  C2ln  I  describe  the  ravenous  breed  ? 
Then  let  me  now  by  negatives  proceed. 

Suppose  your  lord  a  trusty  servant  send 
On  weighty  business  to  some  neighbouring  friend : 
Presume  not.  Gay,  unless  you  serve  a  drone. 
To  countermand  his  orders  by  your  own. 
Should  some  imperious  neighbour  sink  the  boats. 
And  drain  the  fish-ponds,  while  your  master  dotes : 
Shall  he  upon  the  ducal  rights  intrench. 
Because  he  brib'd  you  with  a  brace  of  tench? 

Nor  from  your  lord  bis  bad  condition  hide. 
To  feed  his  luxury,  or  sooth  his  pride. 
Nor  at  an  under  rate  his  timber  sell. 
And  with  an  oath  assure  him,  all  is  well ; 
Or  sv/ear  it  rotten,  and  with  humble  airs  * 
Request  it  of  him,  to  complete  your  stairs  5 


*  These  lines  are  thought  to  allude  to  some  story  coocemiuf  ^ 
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Nor,  when  a  mortgage  lies  on  half  his  lands. 
Come  With  a  purse  of  guineas  in  your  hands. 

Have  Petdr  Waters  *  always  in  your  mind ; 
That  rogue,  of  genuine  ministerial  kind. 
Can  half  the  peerage  by  his  arts  bewitch. 
Starve  twenty  lords  to  make  one  scoundrel  rich : 
And,  when  he  gravely  h^  undone  a  score, 
Is  humbly  priy'd  to  ruin  twenty  more. 

A  dextrous  steward,  when  his  tricks  are  found. 
Hush-money  sends  to  all  the  neighbours  round ; 
His  master,  unsuspicious  qf  his  pranks, 
Pays  all  the  cost;  and  gives  the  villain  thanks. 
And,  should  a  friend  attempt  to  set  him  right. 
His  lordship  would  impute  it  all  to  spite ; 
Would  love  his  favourite  better  than  before. 
And  trust  his  honesty  just  so  much  more. 
Thus  families,  like  realms,  with  equal  fate. 
Are  sunk  by  premier  ministers  of  state. 

Some,  when  an  heir  succeeds,  go  boldly  on. 
And,  as  they  robb*d  the  father,  rob  the  son.  t 
A  knave,  who  deep  embroils  his  lord's  affairs. 
Will  soon  grow  necessary  to  his  heirs. 
His  policy  consists  in  setting  traps. 
In  finding  wavs  and  means,  and  stopping  gaps ; 
He  knows  a  thousand  tricks  whene'er  he  please. 
Though  not  to  cure,  yet  palliate  each  disease. 


a  Tast  quaotity  of  mahoguiy  declared  rottea^  and  then  applied 
by  somebody  to  wainscots,  stairs,  door.cases,  &c.— Dublin 
edit. 

*  He  hath  practised  this  trade  for  many  years,  and  Still  conti* 
nues  it  with  success  ;  and  after  he  hath  ruined  one  lord,  is  ear- 
nestly  solicited  to  take  another.— Ibid. 

t  AUuding  to  Sir  Robert  Walpole'?  unexpectedly  obtaining: 
the  same  lead  in  the  councils  of  George  II.  which  he  enjoyed  in 
those  of  his  father's. 
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In  either  casei  aii  <^ua|  chapce  is^nM^ 
For,  keep  or  turn  hiiii  but,  my  lord^s.  un4of^f^ 
You  want  a  hand  to  clear  a  fytliy,  sipk,;.    . 
No  cleanly  workpt^an  can  ei^d^^the.  stii^i 
A  strong  dilemma  in  a  desper^^t^  c^ipi^  ( 
To  act  with  infsuny,  or  quit  the  plapCf 

A  bungler  thus,  who  scairoethe^.n^^Vcim  hit^ 
With  driving  wrong,  will  make  the  p^AW^j^Ht  • 
Nor  dar^  an  abler  .workmai(i  un^ertajk^ , 
To  drive  a  second,  lest  tl^^  whole  shoulil  ,bxea|^. 

In  every  court tne  pd,ra]lei  will  hold;   , 
And  kin^s,  like  private  folks,  afe  bought  ap^sol^ 
The  ruling  rogue,  who  dreads. to  be.c8^hii^r*4» 
Contrives,  as  he  is  hated,  to  be  feaipM ; 
Confounds  aqcount^,  perplexes  all  affairs,; 
For  vengeance  more  embroils,  than  ski|^^r^^]|i[s^ 
So  robbers  (a^4  their  ends  are  just  tide  sjpp?^  . 
To  *scape  inquiries,  leave  the  house  ii^i  fl^^e-. 

I  knew  a  brazen  minister  o^  state,  * 
Who  bpr^  for  twice  t^n  yeistrs  the  public  h^t^,. 
In  every  mouth  tlie  quesition  mos^;  in  v^|;^e^ 
Was,  Ivhen  will  they  turnout  this  p^AO^jUS  rpg^^f. 
A  juncture  happen'd  in  liis  highesi  PP^^  ^ 
Whil^  hje  went  robbj^^g  on,  his  ma8tej;^4ijB^.f  %, 
We  thpught  thjere  no^iy  remained np'room  to  p^vij^t 
The  work  is  doije^  thj^  minister  must  ouV 
The  court  inviied  more  than  one  or  two : 
Will  you.  Sir  Spencer  ?  J-  or  will  you,  or  yx)u  ? 


^  Sir  Robert  Walpolc,  who  was  called  Sir  Robert  Brass.-^ 
DabUed. 

f  King  George  I.-^Ibid. 

i  Sir  Spencer  Compton,  speaker  of  €ke  House  of  JCommoiiSy  af« 
lerwards  cnoited  Garl  of  Wilmiagioa.  To  bim  Gepiige  IL,  ixp^ 
oBiOGceedinx  to  the  throne,  offered  the  situation  of  premier  i 
but,  finding liim  totally  dedfitttte  of  the  nenres^and  talent  neccs^ 
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Bat  not  a  soul  hi^oflK^^Vi^^afccfetift^, 

The  subtle  knave  had  airHfi^landeVinli^Mi 

And,  such  was  thbfi^^he'teid^r  cf  ^M^^tln^ 

He  ow*d  his  pres^H^a«Mii't6'h»  cUfha^i 

The  candidate  observ'dTAiliirty^patir^';  - 

Nor  foundi««flRJuit^6  gfc*»*th*  cirti*(**: 

But,  when  they  sirtfeft  stibK  f6AF  cbrtttptibhS^  riund 

hun. 
Away  they  fled,  attft'left  hittf^^fielr^Btindlihh. 
Thus,  when  a  gr^edjrslbV**  ontife^hitiHfiitoWfi 
His  snot  into  the  irilsksi^,  'tis  all  hts^^owti.- 


TO^A  liADYi 

WHO  DESIRED  TH^  !A.^AdlKJ^4  Wlatf  iHS^lkl^'VtBSBS 
UPON  HER  INTbti  kERdlC'sTTtE. 

.    After  ventin|^  i^  iny  spite. 
Tell  me,  what  h&ve  I  to  write"?  ' 
Every  error  I  could  find 
Through'  the  maze^  of  your  mind/ 
Have  my  busy  JMuse  employed, 
Till  the  company  was  cloy*cL 
Are  you  positive  and  fretml. 
Heedless,  ignorant^  forgetful  ? 


{lt\ilm 


I  strjfor  tocli  «  higk  c1|M«e)  Qimco Cm^Um  pwvalM  on  Ui 

ujestjr,  contrary  tothe  expectatioii  of  ewtry  tet,  to  rtteia  in 
kb  mtiict  the  profed  expeirleoce  oT  WalpOlt. 
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Those,  and  twenty  follies  more^ . 
I  have  often  told  before. 

Hearken  what  my  lady  says :  , 

Have  I  nothing  then  to  praise  ? 
Ill  it  fits  you  to  be  witty. 
Where, a  fault  should  move  your  pity.' 
If  you  think  me  too  conceited. 
Or  to  passion  quickly  heated ; 
If  my  wandering  head  be  less 
Set  on  reading  than  on  dress ; 
If  I  always  seem  too  dull  t*ye ; 
I  can  solve  the  diffi— culty. 

You  would  teach  me  to  be  wise: 
Truth  and  honour  how  to  prize ; 
How  to  shine  in  conversation. 
And  with  credit  fill  my  station ; 
How  to  relish  notions  high ; 
How  to  live,  and  how  to  die. 

But  it  was  decreed  by  Fate- 
Mr  Dean,  you  come  too  late. 
Well  I  know,  you  can  discern, 
I  am  now  too  old  to  learn  : 
Follies,  from  my  youth  instilFd, 
Have  my  soul  entirely  fill'd ; 
In  my  head  and  heart  they  centre. 
Nor  will  let  your  lesson^  enter. 

Bred  a^  fondling  and  an  heiress ; 
Drest  like  any  lady  mayoress  : 
CockerM  by  the  servants  round. 
Was  too  good  to  touch  the  ground; 
Thought  the  life  of  evfery  lady 
Should  be  one  continued  play-day — 
Balls,  and  masquerades,  and  shows. 
Visits,  plays,  and  powder'd  beaux. 

Thus  you  have  my  case  at  large. 
And  may  now  perform  your  charge. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


to  A  LADY.  277 

Tho9e  materials  I  have  ftirnish'd, 
When  by  ydn  refin'd  and  bumishM, 
Mnslj^at  all  the  worid  may  know  'em. 
Be  reduced  into  a  pOem.  ' 

But,  I  beg,  suspend  a  while 
That  same  paltry,  burlesque  style  • 
Drop  for  once  y6ur  constant  rule. 
Turning  all  to  ridicule ; 
Teaching  others  how  to  aj)e  you ;  - 

Court  nor  partiament  can  *scape  yciu ; 
Treat  the  public  and  your  friends 
Both  alike,  while  neither  mends.     ' 

Sing  my  praise  in  strain  sublime  : 
Treat  me  not  with  doggrel  rhyme.    ' 
'Tis  but  just,  you  should  produce^ 
With  each  fault,  each  fault's  excfttse  5 
Not  to  publish  every  trifle,  ' 

And  my  few  perfections  stifle. 
With  3ome  gifts  at  least  endow  me, 
Which  my  very  foes  allow  me. 
Am  I  spiteful,  proud,  unjust? 
Did  I  ever  break  my  trust  f 
Which  of  all  our  modem  dames 
Censures  less,  or  less  defames  ? 
In  good  manners  am  I  faulty  ? 
Can  you  call  me  rude  or  haughty  ? 
Did  I  e'er  my  mite  withhold 
From  the  impotent  and  old  ? 
When  did  ever  I  omit 
Due  regard  for  men  of  wit  ? 
When  have  1  esteem  expressed 
For  a  coxcomb  gailv  dress'd  ? 
Do  I,  like  the  female  tribe. 
Think  it  wit  to  fleer  and  gibe  ? 
Who  with  less  designing  ends 
Kindlier  entertains  her  friends ; 
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With  goq^  fl«ff#i^/<5(lU|i»WRfl^  ^piiil^tly, 
Strive^>tPfJipflWlj#fla  m^^ -po^lyi^^  -" 

Tifi  a  wrong,  unj»0,0^i«fiffi^ ;        ;   :  ,' 
Never  knew  J;  wygftS^fisi'.eiii-     ,    : 

But  to  <i<Bee«sr  ^*^AiH^^^^ 

We,  by^p%,fWt9ft^,il^vdiSf*^^     > ':^ 

Pass  our  nights,  tO:4o^PiWi*ftliHi|i^mff,    » 

From  myj^^ijn^ei^s  giy^  m^^  J^ 

I  sh^  ,^es4  ,^  ilb*i*  W^ 

Conversirtiw  Aewrn /!?►  sel^. 

And  with^fe9^wy,mii^^i»l»Hi8fc 

N(W5  «|i*Wi*P5  J  b*ar  {jTjQU  ^lyi     - 
Mr  D^aPj  {{Oju  #Hirt  r^ply. 

Mad^Wfe  I  ^ow  'tip  t««e : 
All  if:)^.^ms^f^  fiif^  yg^ .4w. 
You,  like  son^e  A^^^t^  philQiMfAier^ 
Every  fault  ^ffcy#  4f»ym»  #09?  ^oy^r  i 
Placing  jp^b^  ^r<«^ge9t  Itigh* 
AlWour  vijltee?  iW  imy  pi^. 

Though  ym  \9»4  ^  J^mcfc^  Jife, 
Are  an  humble  pi*iidei)t  wUfi* 
Answer  ^  ^Qjn^tic  i^d§  ; 
What  is  thij^  j^  |^  y^pii^  4^ejBi4$  ? 
Though  yow  efe^4^^»  by  ft«p4 
Stand  in  ftw^  Yfi^hovfi  ft  wd  J 
Though,  by  your  pbltg^  m^iy. 
Servants  love  you,  ^a^  job^ ; 
Though  you  treat  m  ¥i(th  p.  ^»mile  j 
Clear  your  lopk^t  $ua4  mooth  y$mr  styl<9; 
Load  our  plat.t^  froi»  ^yjejEy  djib; 
This  is  not  tb#  tblHj^  ty^e  WiSb* 

I  ■■   null.   ■  ■  :  ^  ., i^v  ■>-i.J/^"']yiy/i  -^'tj   iwvy  ui^jiiim  x-^ 
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Colonel  ****♦  rtiity'fce  your  deUor ; 

We  expect  enififOTineht  better. 

You  must  learn^  i]f  ^ou  Would  gain  us> 


cnbmgy 


And  but  little  at  a  time/ 
Carve  to  all  but  Jiist  enougb : 
Let  them  neithiek*  i&t^t-ve  lior  stuft*: 
And,  tiiAk  you  niav  have  your  due, 
Uii  ybuir  neighbours  carve  ifor  you. 
This  compGLH^n  Will  hold. 
Could  it  well  in  rbvine  bie  told. 
How  conversing,  Imeititie,  thinking. 
Justly  %)ay  r^seiiible  drilling ; 
For  a  frieiid  a  ^1^  you  fill. 
What  is  this  but  to  instil  * 

To  conclnde  this  long  Jes^isiy ; 
Pardon  if  I  diSobej^ ; 
Nor  agaitl^t  ihV^^  hfttui^  veili. 
Treat  you  iil  i&^oic  strain. 
I,  as  all  the  parish  knows; 
Hardly  cap  be  i^ve  in  prbse : 
Still  to  laih,  llnd  lashing  simile, 
111  befito  a  lofty  style. 
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From  the  planet  of  roj  birth       *  i    ,    .  ; 
I  encounter  vice  with  miirth.  .   ,  ; 

Wicked  miniirters  of  state  .     !  ^    ,jj^y 

I  can  ieasier  scorn  than  ]^ate ;     ,  if/' 

And  I  find  it  answers'  right ;  .  ^ 

Scorn  torments  them  more  than  spite.  jj].'> 
All  the  vices  of  a  court  !  ;^  ,  |/ 

Do  but  serve  to  make  me  sport/  |j  \\^  .  ] 
Were  I  in  som^  foreign  realm,'  ^  ,  ,,  ///^ 
Which  all  vices  overwhelm ;  .  . '  f  r^^^  * 
Slhould  a  monkey  wear  a  crown^^^  j^  ^  i 
Must  I  tremble  at  his  frown  ?,  /,  ,|  ^  ^* 
Could  I  not,  through  all  his  ermine,^  ,V  ^ 
'Spy  the  strutting  chattering  v^rjnih ;, .  ^ 
Swely  write  a  smart  lampoon,  •  ) 

To  expose  the  brisk  biaboon  ? 

When  my  muse  officious  ventures  :  j 
On  the  nation's  representers  : 
Teaching  by  what  golden  rules  .  ,  -  v 
Into  knaves  they  turn  their  fools :  ,  » 
How  the  helm  is  rul'd  by  'VTalpple,  ,  * 
At  whose  oiars,  like  §ls^ves,fthey  2|11  puU| 
Let  the  vessel  split  on  shelves;  *  .{- 

With  the  freight  enrich  themselves : j.  j  ' 
Safe  within /my  little  wherry,  ,  ,/<  ^  [ 

All  their  madness  makes  nie  merry ;['.     f 
Like  the  watermen,  of 'Thames,    .       \    | 
I  row  by,  and  call  them  names ;     /     ;/ 
Like  the  ever-laughing  sage. 
In  ajesrl  spend  my  rage:      .  ;     - 

(Though  it  ipust  be  understood, 
I  would  hang  them  if  I  c6|ild)/ 
If  I  can  but  fill  my  niche,, 
I  attempt  no  higher  pitch  j,  '  ^  _t 

Leave  to  d'Anvers  and  his  mate 
Maxims  wise  to  rul^  the >tate. 
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Pulteney  deep^  accomplished  St  Johtu;^ 
Scourge  the  villains  with  a  vengeance : 
Let  me^  though  the  smell  be  noisome> 
Strip  their  bums^  let  Caleh*  bois^  'em; 
Then  apply  Alecto's  whip^ 
Till  they  wriggle,  howl,  and  skip. 

Deuce  is  in  you,  Mr  Dean : 
What  can  all  this  passion  mean ; 
Mention  courts !  you'll  ne'er  be  quiet 
On  corruptions  running  riot. 
End  as  it.  befits  your  station : 
Come  to  lise  and  application : 
Nor  with  seti^tes  keep  ^  fuss, 
I  submit ;  and  answer  thus  ; 

If  the  machin^ions  brewing. 
To  complete  the  public  ruin, 
Never  once-  could  have  the  power 
To  affect  me  half  an  hour  5 
Sooner  would  I  write  in  buskins, 
Mournful  elegies  on  Blueskins.  f 
If  I  laugh  at.  whig  and  tory ; 
I  conclude  d  fortiori^ 
All  your  eloquence  will  scarce 
Drive  me  from  my  favourite  ffu*ce. 
This  I  must  insist  on :  for,  as 
It  is  well  observed  by  Horace,  % 
Ridicule  has  greater  power 
To  reform  the  world  than  sour, 


*  Caleb  d'Anrers  was  tbe  name  assumed  by  Amhurst,  the  os« 
tensible  writer  of  the  Craftsman.  This  unfortunate  manr  was  ne- 
glected  by  his  noble  patrons,  and  died  in  want  and  obscurity.—- 
Ahdeuson. 

+  Th^  famous  thief,  who,  while  on  his  trial  al  the  Old  Bailey, 
stabbed  Jonathan  Wild.— See  Vol.  XIII.  p.  365. 

X  '<  Rtdiculom  acri,"  ftc.--H. 
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Basting  'K^V^>  iii^,  (^ttt«b^ 

While  a  little  g^Ni  j^^         < 
Sets  the  ^yirifs  all  k-^rldi<^: 

Thus,  tmtd'khf  'ex^fertiiftfett, ' 
Scolding  iiMV«§  m  Ht&  ^n  -ftiijf^ri^. 
I  may  ^«o¥iti  ftetftt  rit^  ifa  Vitfn ; 
It  but  stupifie^  3l^c>«M' Vf^h. 
But  with  railldi^te'iffitfllfe. 
Sets  your  thoUt^Ms  V^  ^h^r  %^^  ; 
Gives  imaginatioTi  l^cb^ ; 
Never  lets  yout  ihiiM  td!6^*  j      - 
Drives  out  bhii^fin^'#M[<^aMftl}M, 
Brings  in  reasbn  ktiA  tUv^ivdit. 
F«r  yorri-  sake,  <te  VeH  i»  foibt; 
I  the  lofty  style  *6ttlittie. 
I  should  lh{^«  a  figUM  lictarvy. 
And  your  h^aa  WttA  t^^t-liM^^.  >► 

I,  who  love  to  im%  a  flift^ 
Both  at  senate-house  iethd  kii^ : 
That  they  teight  ^ottafe  m^  Waiy  iHsiii, 
To  avoid  the  pi^Uc  h4ti^ ; 
Thought  no  method  Hibi^  cbtiMMdid^ 
•   Than  to  rfwiw  their  vicfe  o^^^s  i'' 
Which  I  chose  t6  Make  a|>pgfth 
Not  by  anger,  btit  by  Shfee?; 

As  my  method  of  reforming, 

Is  by  laughing,  not  by  storming, 
(For  my  friend  have  always  tluinght 
Tehdemes^  toy  greatest  fehlt) 


*  This  couplet  is  mmting  in  somo  editiaW.'i^K* 

•       V. 
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Would  you  have  "ineehangie  mf^stj^lef 
On  your  faaflts  3iO)hmg6r  smte'^ 
But»  to  ^paEtok^up  all  oar  quarvels. 
Quote  y6uikB9Gt8  from  fttutEFcb'e  Morakt 
Or  fron.SolDiiuni  prodccce 
Maxims  teaclmig  Wisdom^  use? 

If  I  treat  you  like  a  crown'd  head. 
You  have  cheap  enough  compounded ; 
Can  you  put  in  i^ghfir  jclaims, 
Than  the  owners  of  St  James  ? 
You  are  not  so  great  a  grievance. 
As  the  hirelings  AfBt  Stephen's. 
You  are  of  a  lower  class 
Than  my  friend  Sir  Robert  Brass. 
"None  of  these  have  mercy  found : 
I  have  laugh'd,  andlash'd  them  round. 

Have  you  seen  a  rocket  fly  ? 
You  would  -swear  it  pierc'd  the  sky : 
It  but  reach'd  the  middle  air. 
Bursting  wto  pieees  there ; 
Thousand  spafties  fs^Aing  down 
Light  <m  many  a  coxcon^'s  crown. 
See  what  mirth  tlie  speit  creates  I 
Singes  hait*,  but  breaks  no  pates. 
Thus,  4^o«ld  I  aftlempt  to  climb, 
Treat  ytw  in  a  style  sublime. 
Such  a  focket  is  my  Muse^ 
Should  I  lofty  numbers  choose^ 
Ere  I  reach'd  Parnassus*  top, 
I  should  burst,  and  bursting  drop ; 
AU  my  fire  would  fsdl  in  scraps, 
GtV6  your  l^ad  some  gentle  raps ; 
Only  make  it  smart  a  while ; 
Then  could  I  forbear  to  smile. 
When  I  found  the  tingling  pain 
Entering  warm  your  frigid  brain ; 
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Make  yon  able  upon  sight      :  ^ 
To  decide  of  wrong  and  rights    *  '         i 
Talk  with  sense  whatever  you  please  on'^ 
Leani  to  relish  tnkh  and  reatonl ; 

Thus  we  both  shall  gain  our  prmsr;; 
I  to  laugh,  and  you  grow  wise^      / 


■'...:   iM.' 


EPIGRAM 


ON  the;  busts  **  in  Richmond  hermitagk, 

^^  Sic  siti  I^&taotur  docti.*^    , . ,, 

With  honour  thus  by  Carc^na  plac'<}>/: 
How  are  these  vener?tb]le  bustoes  grac'd  ! 
O  queen,  .with  moi:e  than  regal  title  crowft^d. 
For  love  of  ^rts  and  piety  renown'4 ! 
How  do  the  friends  of  virtue  joy  to  ge^ 
Her  darlimg  sons  exalted  thus  by  thee  ! 
Ncmgbt  to  their  fame  can  now  be  added  mof e, 
Jlever'd  by  her  whom  all  mankind  adore  f , 


*  Newton,  Locke,  Clarke,  and  Woolaston.— H. 

+  Queen  Caroline's  regard *for  learned  men  was  chiefly  directed 
to  those  who  had  signalized  the^selyes  by  philosophical  research. 
Walpole  alludes  to  this  her  peculiar  taste^  in  his  fable  called  thQ 
Funeral  of  the  Lioness,  where  the  royal  shade  is  miade  to  say^ 

Where  Elysian  waters  glide. 

With  Clarke  and  Newton  by  her  side, 

She  pores  o'er  metaf^ysic  pa^e« 
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ANOTHER. 


Lewis  Ae  Imng  leftraed  fed. 
And  rais'd  the  scientific  head : 
Our  frugal  queen,  to  save  Ijpr  meal^ 
Exalts  the  heads  that  cannot  eat. 


A  CONCLUSION  DRAWN  FROM  THE  ABOVE  EPIGRAMS, 
AND  SENT  TO  THE  DRAPIER. 

Since  Anna,  whose  bounty  thy  merits  had  fed. 
Ere  her  own  was  laid  low,  had  exalted  thy  head : 
And  since  our  good  queen  to  the  wise  is  so  just. 
To  raise  heads  for  such  as  are  humbled  in  dust, 
I  wonder,  good  man,  that  you  are  not  envaulted ; 
Prithee  go,  and  be  dead,  and  be  doubly  exalted. 

DR  swift's  answer. 

Her  majesty  never  shall  be  my  eialter ; 
And  yet  she  would  raise  me,  I  know,  by  a  haher ! 
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TO  tHE  RBVEHESD  DRi^VaBI/,. 

WITH  A  PRESS^rr  OF'A  PA^^R'^R^aKf  ^F^K^V  BO^lfD^ 
ON  HISB«lTH"0Ay,  JW^Vff^jf  ITSB?^** 

BY  JOHN  EARL  OF  ORRERY. 

To  thee,  dear  Swift,  these  spotless  leaves  I  send; 
Small  is  the  pfesieixt,4>ul;  sincere  the.  friend. 
Think  not  so  ppoi:.a hooklbelow  thy  care; 
Who  knows  the  price  that  thou  canst  make  it  bear  I 
Thougbslanrdi^yiiQiii^  wDdt^ltkecTyi^iiA^  fao^> 
Tha^peaious  jfi^ntishineit  joul?  with  f  bomiAimlr^me^  ^ 
Thoi^rh pa8td>oanls:,  glttteiiogplike^iiitiiiaettUljcoaMi 

Yet,:  if^ivenab  and  coronptediiig^s 
And  modent  vicesyishouldiproisoketth^  jrage^i;  t 
If,  wam'd  once  more  by  their  impending  fate, 
A  sinking  country  and  an  injur'd  state. 
Thy  great  assistance  should  ^gain  demand. 

And  call  fQfliiIrQ^«[>  to40fepd«thi9bla?44;i 
Thottifh^liwe  Yi^Wfthfesi^«hcietS'fWitJifc>gl24f«urprfaei^ 
Inspired  with  thought,  and  speaking  to  our  eyes ; 
Each  vacant  space  shall  then^  enriched,  dispense 
True  force  of  eloquence,  and  nervous  sense ; 
Inform  the  judgment,  animate  the  heart. 
And  sacred  rules  of  policy  impart. 


*  It  was  occasioned  by  an  aanual  custom,  wMch  I  found  pur« 
sued  among  his  friends,  of  making  him  a  present  on  his  birth* 

4«7.i»-0RllX»Y. 
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The  spangled  covepiigv.b,^igl^^with,spt^ 
Shall  cheat  tjig  Sfghtwjtfe  ejppty  sjiow  ivps.mpf^:/ 
But  lead  us  inwfim  t9>hps$i  W^^ 
Where  all  thy'somi^ifftiy^  m^fs^shi^ 
So  when  the  eye  surve37i;,S9mf  .Iqvply.  fe^i^  ^ 
With  bloom  of  beaii;^,^p^'di  with  ;Shaft¥rav4  Wi; 
How  is  the  raptu;r^  j\?i^teiji^d,i^iifheiv,we.^ 
Her  form  exceird  jby.,%rfC^)jest^.iipiivi  1 . 


VERSES 


LfiPT  WITH  A  SILVBK.  SpC^OTf  H   ON    THE  OBAN  OF 

ST  Patrick's  obsk,  on  his  birth-oay« 

BTlUUttEtAirV. 

HiTHBB  from  Mexico  I  carne^ 
To  serve  a  proud  lemiaiv  dame : 
Was  long  submitted  t^  her  will ; 
At  length  she  lost-me  at  quadrille* 
Through  various  shapes  I  ()fttn  pass'd^ 
Still  hoping  to  have  rest  at  last^ 
And  still  ambitioos  to  obtain 
Admittance  to  the  patriot  Deau^ 
And  sometimes  got  within  his4oor. 
But  soon  tum'd  out  to  serve  the  poor ;  ^ 
Not  strolling  Idleness  to  aid» 
But  honest  Industry  decay  M. 


*  Alludiog  to  fire  hundred  pounds  lent  by  the  Dean,  without 
interest,  to  poor  tradesmen. — F. 
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At  length  an  artist  purchased  mc. 
And  wrought  me  to  the  shape  you  sec. 

This  done,  to  Henues  I  apply'd : 
**  O  Hermes  !* .  gtatiiFy  my  pride ; 
Be  it  my  fate  to  serve  a  sage, 
The  greatest  genius  of  his  age ; 
That  matchless  pen  let  me  suppty. 
Whose  living  lines  will  never  die  V^ 
^  I  grant  your  suit  ;**  the  God  replied,, 
And  here  he  left  me  to  reside. 


=^^ 


VERSES 

OCCASIONED  BY  THE  F0RE60INC  l»RESENTS« 

A  PAPER  BOOK  is  sent  by  Boyle, 
Too  neatly  gilt  for  me  to  soil. 
Delany  sends  a  silver  standish. 
When  I  no  more  a  pen  can  brandish. 
Let  both  around  my  tomb  be  plac'd : 
As  trophies  of  a  Muse  dece9$'d : 
And  let  the  friendly  lines^hey  Writ, 
In  praise  of  long-departed  wit. 
Be  graved  on  either  side  in  columns, 
More  to  my  praise  than  all  my  volumes* 
To  burst  with  envy,  spite,  and  rage. 
The  Vandals  of  the  present  age. 
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VERSES 

SENT  TO  THB  DBAN  WItH  AK  BA6LB  QUILL> 

ov  msAMiro  of  tn  fnumffs  bt  thb  nmL  o?  orruv: 

AHD  n  mHAVT. 
BY  MBS  PILXINGTON.  * 

Shall  th^  mv  kindred  aU  m^  g^oiy  claiili» 
And  boldly  rob  me  of  eternal  fame  i 
Td  ev'ry  art  my  gen'rous  aid  I  laidt 
To  music,  painting,  poetry,  a  friend. 
'Tb  I  celekial  hartnony  inspire^ 
Wben  fix*d  to  strike  the  sweetly  warbling  wire,  f 
I  to  tile  finithfiil  canvas  hare  consigned 
Each  bright  idea  of  the  painter's  mind; 
Behold  from  Raphael's  skydipt  pencils  rise 
Such  heavenly  scenes  as  diarm  the  gazer's  ey^. 
O  let  me  now  aspire  to  higher  praise  1 
Ambitious  to  transcribe  vour  cteathless  lays : 
Nor  thou,  immortal  bard,  my  aid  refuse, 
Afccfept  me  as  the  bervant  of  your  Muse, 
Then  shall  the  world  my  wondrous  worth  declare. 
And  all  mankind  your  matchless  pen  revere. 


*  9^m  Mti*  t9  Ifn  PilklMlMl»  hm»  U  1733*3,  In  Vol.  Xllf 
f  QtttUsufthelMtpddtofd. 

VOL.  XIV.  T 
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AN  INVITATION,  BY  DR  DELANY, 

IN  THE  NAME  OF  DR  SWIFT.* 

Mighty  Thomas,  t  a  solemn  senatusf  I  call. 
To  consult  for  Sapphira;§  so  come  one  and  all ; 
Quit  books,  and  quit  business,  your  cure  and  your 

care. 
For  a  long  winding  walk,  and  a  short  bill  of  fare. 
I've  mutton  for  you,  sir ;  and  sts  for  the  ladies. 
As  friend  Virgil  has  it,  Vve  aliud  mercedis; 
For  Letty, ||  one  filbert,  whereon  to  regale; 
And  a  peach  for  pale  Constance,^  to  make  a  full 

meal ; 
And  for  your  cruel  part,**  ivho  take  pleasure  in  blodd, 
I  have  that  of  the  grape,  which  is  ten  times  as  good: 
Flow  wit  to  her  honour,  flow  wine  to  her  health : 
High  raised  be  her  worth  above  titles  or  wealth. 


*  See  Mrs  Pilkington's  Memoir^,  Vol.  III.  jjage  65.— N.   \ 

f  From  their  diminutiye' size,  the  Dean  us^  to  call  lilr  FU- 
kington  "  Tom  Thnmb,^'  and  lOs  wife  <'  his  lady  fair.''— N. 

X  To  correct  Mrs  Barber's  poem^;  which  wer^  publi^ed^t 
Lpndoo,  in  4to,  by  subscription.  \ 

%  The  name  by  which  Mrs  iBarber^  was  distingoished  by  her 
friends.^-N.  '  * 

n  Mrs  Pilkkigton.— N. 

1[  Mrs  Constantia  Grierson,  a  very  learned  young^lady,  who 
died  in  1733,  at  the  age  of  27. — N. 

**  Mrs  Van  Lewen  (Mrs  Pilkington^s  mother),  who  iised  ta 
argue  with  Dr  Swift,  abont  his  declaniMtion  against  eatiiig 
l»loodf-«N. 
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THE  BEASTS'  CONFESSION  TO  THE  PRIEST, 

ON  onuvma 

HOW  MOST  MBM  MISTAKE  THBIR  OWN  TALENTS. 
1732. 

^  PREFACE. 

I  HAVE  been  long  of  opinion^  that  there  is  not  a 
more  general  and  greater  mistake^  or  of  worse  con- 
sequences through  the  commerce  of  mankind^  than 
the  wrong  judgments  they  are  apt  to  entertain  of 
their  own  talents.  I  knew  a  stuttering  alderman  in 
London,  a  great  frequenter  of  coffeehouses,  who, 
when  a  fresh  newspaper  was  brought  in,  constantly 
seized  it  first,  and  read  it  aloud  to  his  brother  citi- 
zens; but  in  a  manner  as  little  intelligible  to  the 
standers-by  as  to  himself.  How  many  pretenders 
to  learning  expose  themselves,  by  choosing  to  dis- 
course on  those  very  parts  of  science  wherewith 
they  are  least  acquainted  !  It  is  the  same  case  in 
every  other  qualification.  By  the  multitude  of  those 
who  deal  in  rhymes,  from  half  a  sheet  to  twenty, 
which  come  out  every  minute,  there  must  be  at  least 
five  hundred  poets  in  the  city  and  suburbs  of  Lon- 
don ;  half  as  many  coffeehouse  orators,  exclusive  of 
th(e^  clergy ;  forty  thousand  politicians,  and  four 
thousand  five  hundred  profound  scholars;  not  to 
.  mention  the  wits,  the  railers,  the  smart-fellows,  and 
CFitics ;  all  as  illiterate  and  impudent  as  a  suburb 
whore.    What  are  w^  to  think  of  the  fine-dressed 
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sparks,  proud  of  their  own  personal  deformities, 
which  appear  the  more  hideous  by  the  contrast  of 
wearing  scaHet  and  gold,  with  What  thejr  call  tou- 
pets*  on  their  heads,  and  all  the  frippery  of  a  mo- 
demibemi,  to  madse  a  figiH^  befbre  ^mostit;  lomeiof 
them  with  hump-'backs,  others  hardly  five  feet  high^ 
and  every  featurfe  of  ,theif  face3  distorted :   I  have 
seen  many  of  these  insipid  pretenders  entering  into 
conve^^atiQi^  with  persons  of  l^rning^  constantly 
making  the  grossest  blunders  in   every  sentence^ 
without  conveying  one  single  idea  fit  for  a  rational 
creature  to  spend  a  thought  on ;  perpetually  con- 
founding all  chronology,  aaid  geography,  even  of 
present  times,  compute,  that  London  hath  eleven 
native  fools  of  the  6eau  .and  puppy  kind,  for  one 
among  us  in  l!)ublin;    beside  two-thirds  of  ours 
transplanted   thither,    who  are  now   naturalized : 
whereby  that  overgrown  capital  exceeds  ours  in  the 
articles  of  dunces  by  forty  to  one;  and  what  is  more 
to  our  further  mortification,  there  is  not  one  distin- 
guished fool  of  Irish  birth  or  education,  who  makes 
^aiiy  noise  in  that  famous  metropolis,  unless  the  Lon- 
don prints  be  very  partial  or  defective,;  whereas 
London  is  seldom  without  a  dozen  of  their  own  edu- 
cating, who  engross  the  vogue  for  half  a  winter  to- 
gether, and  are  never  heard  of  more,  but  give  place 
to  a  new  set.    This  has  been  the  constant  progress 
for  at  least  thirty  years  past,  only  allowing  fot  the 
change  erf  breed  and  fashion. 

The  poem  is  grounded  upon  the  universal  folly  in 
mankind  of  mistaking  their  talents ;  by  which  the 


*  Wigs  iri^  loDg  black  tail^,  at  tbat  time  tsciy  vmh  ki  tMim 
It  wap  very  cenHooa  also  to  call  the  wearen  of  them  bv  tke  i 
name. — ^F. 
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author  does  a  greM  hy>tiottr  to  his  own  specie9^  al- 
most equalUng  them  with,  certain  brutes  {  wherein, 
indeed,  he  is  too  partial,  as  he  freely  confesses :  and 
yet  he  has  gone  as  low  as  he  well  could,,by  specify- 
ing four  animals;  the  wolf,  the  ^s,  the  swine,  and 
the  ape;  all  equally  mischievous,  pxcejpt  the  last, 
who  outdoes  them  in  the  article  of  cunning;  so 
great  is  the  pHde  of  main ! 


When  beasts  could  speak  (the  learned  say 

They  still  can  do  so  every  day), 

It  seems,  they  had  religion  then. 

As  much  as  now  we  find  in  men. 

It  happened,  when  a  plague  broke  out, 

(Which  therefore  made  them  more  devout) 

The  king  of  brutes  (to  make  it  plain. 

Of  quadrupeds  I  only  mean) 

By  proclamation  gave  command. 

That  every  subject  in  the  land 

Should  to  the  priest  confess  their  siris^ 

Aotd  thus  the  pious  Wolf  begins : 

Good' father,  X  must  own  with  shame. 

That  often  I  have  been  to  blame : 

I  must  confess,  on  Friday  last. 

Wretch  that  I  was !   I  broke  my  fast ; 

But  I  defy  the  basest  tongue 

To  prove  I  did  my  neighbour  wrong ; 

Or  ever  went  to  seek  my  food 

By  rapine,  theft,  or  thirst  of  blood. 

The  Ass  approaching  next,  confbss'd. 
That  in  his  heart  he  lov^d  a  jest : 
A  wag  he  was,  he  needs  must  own^ 
And  could  not  let  a  dunce  alone : 
Sometimes  his  friend' he  would  not  spare. 
And  might  perhaps  be  too  severe : 
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But  yet  the  worst  that  could  be  said. 
He  was  a  witboth  bom  anc}  br^ ; 
And,  if  it  be  ^  sin  amf  shame» 
Nature  akme  must  bear  the  blame : 
One  fault  he  has,  is  sorry  for*t, 
His  ears  are  half  a  foot  too  short ; 
Which  could  he  to  the  standard  bring. 
He'd  show  his  face  before  the  king : 
Then  for  his  voice,  there's  none  disputes 
That  he's  the  nightingale  of  brutes. 

The  Swine  with  contrite  b^art  allow'd^ 
His  shape  and  beauty  made  him  proud : 
In  diet  was  perhaps  too  nice. 
But  gluttony  was  ne'er  his  vice : 
In  every  turn  of  life  content. 
And  meekly  took  what  fortune  sent : 
Inquire  through  all  the  parish  round, 
A  better  neighbour  ne'er  was  found  j 
His  vigilance  might  some  displease; 
*Tis  true,  he  hated  sloth  like  pease. 

The  mimic  Ape  began  his  chatter. 
How  evil  tongues  his  life  bespatter ; 
Much  of  the  censuring  world  complain'd^ 
Who  said,  his  gravity  was  feign'd : 
Indeed,  the  strictness  of  his  morals 
Engag'd  him  in  a  hundred  quarrels : 
He  saw,  and  he  was  griev'd  to  see't. 
His  zeal  was  sometimes  indiscreet : 
He  found  his  virtues  too  severe 
For  our  corrupted  times  to  bear ; 
Yet  such  a^lewd  licentious  age 
Might  well  excuse  a  stoic's  rage. 

The  Goat  advanc'd  with  decent  psK^e  ; 
And  first  excus'd  his  youthful  face ; 
Forgiveness  begg'd  that  he  appear'd 
('Twas  Nature's  fault)  without  a  beanL 
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'Tis  trae,  Jie  was  not  much  incUn'd 

To  fondness  for  the  female  kind: 

Not^  as  his  enemies  object, 

From  chance^  or  natund  defect ; 

Not  by  his  frigid  constitution ; 

But  through  a  pious  resolution : 

For  he  had  made>a  holy  vow 

Of  Chastity,  as  monks  do  now : 

Which  he  resolved  to  keep  for  ever  hence. 

And  strictly  too,  as  doth  his  reverence.  * 

Apply  the  tale,  and  you  shall  find. 
How  just  it  suits  with  human  kind. 
Some  faults  we  own ;  but  can  you  guess  ? 
Why  virtues  carried  to  excess. 
Wherewith  our  vanity  endows  us, 
Though  neither  foe  nor  friend  allows  us* 

The  Lawyer  swears  {you  may  rely  on't) 
He  never  squeezed  a  needy  client; 
And  this  he  makes  his  constant  rule ; 
For  which  his  brethren  call  him  fool ; 
His  conscience  always  was  so  nice. 
He  freely  gave  the  poor  advice ; 
By  which  he  lost,  he  may  affirm, 
A  hundred  fees  last  Easter  term ; 
While  others  of  the  learned  robe 
Would  break  the  patience  of  a  Job. 
No  pleader  at  the  bar  could  match 
His  diligence  and  quick  dispatch ; 
Ne'er  kept  a  cause,  he  well  may  boast. 
Above  a  term  or  two  at  most. 

The  cringii^  Knave,  who  seeks  a  place 
Without  success,  thus  tells  his  case : 


-*^tr 


*  TEie  priest,  his  confessor«<^-F« 
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Why  should  he  longer  miiace  tiie  matter  ? 
He  faird>  because  1^  could  not  flatter ;  * 
He  had  not  leam'd  to  tiurn  his  ooial^ 
Nor  for  a  party  give  hi&  vote : 
His  crime  he  quickly  umterttbod; 
Too  zealous  for  the  natioiv's  goods 
He  found  the  ministers  rei^ent  it. 
Yet  could  not  for  his  heart  r^e»t  it« 

The  Chaplain  vows,  he  cannot  fawH, 
Though  it  would  raise  him  to  the  lnwn : 
He  pass'd  his  hours  among  his  books; 
You  find  it  in  his^  meagre  looks : 
He  miglit,  if  he  were  worldly  wise^ 
Preferment  get,  and  spare  his  eyesi 
But  owns,  he  fa^  a  stubborn  spirit. 
That  made  him  tnistalone  to  merit; 
Wojild  rise  by  merit  to  promotion; 
Alas  !  a  mere  chimeric  notion. 

The  Doctor,  if  you  will  believe  hira> 
Confessed  a  sin;  (and  God  forgive  him !) 
Caird  up  at  midnight,  ran  to  satre 
A  blind  old  beggar  from  the  grave : 
But  see  how  Satan  spreads  his  snares ; 
He  quite  forged  to  say  hb  prayeKii 
He  cannot  help  it  for  his  heart 
Sometimes  to  act  the  parson's  part : 
Quotes  from  the  Bible  many  a  sente»ce^ 
That  moves  his  patiente^ to  repentance; 
And,  when  his  medicines  do  no  good^ 
Supports  their  minds  with  heavenly  f6od  ^ 
At  which,  however  well  intended. 
He  hears  the  clergy  are  emended ; 
And  grown  so  bold  behind  his  back. 
To  call  him  hypocrite  and^uack. 
In  his  own  church  he  keeps  a  seat; 
Says  grace  before  and  after  meat^ 
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And  calls,  wilhoiit  aHediiig  airs^ 
His  household  twicci  a-day  to  prayers. 
He  shuns  apothecarieif  shops^ 
And  hates  to  cram  the  sick  with  slops : 
He  scorns  to  make  his  art  a  trade ; 
Nor  bribes  my  lady's  favourite  maid. 
Old  nurse-keepers  would  never  hire. 
To  recommend  him  to  the  squire ; 
Which  others,  whom  he  will  not  name. 
Have  often  practised  to  their  shame. 
The  Statesman  tells  you,  with  a  sn^r, 
.  His  fault  is  to  be  too  sincere ; 
And  having  no  sinister  ends,. 
Is  iq>t  to  disoblige  his  friends* 
The  nation'^  good,  his  master's  glory. 
Without  regtfd  to  whig  or  tory. 
Were  all  the  schemes  he  had  in  view ; 
Yet  he  was  seconded  by  few : 
Though  some  had  spread  a  thousand  lies, 
*Twas  he  defeated  the  excise.  * 
'Twas  known,  though  he  had  borne  aspersion. 
That  standing  troops  were  his  aversion ; 
His  practice  was,  in  eveiy  station. 
To  serve  the  king,  and  please  the  natioor 
Though  hard  to  find  in  every  case 
The  fittest  man  to  fill  a  place : 
His  promises  he  ne'er  forgot. 
But  took  memorials  on  the  spot; 
His  enemies,  for  want  of  charity. 
Said,  he  affected  popularity : 
TTis  true,  the  people  understood^ 
That  all  he  did  was  for  th^ir  good ; 

*  A  bill  was.  brought  into  the  House  of  Commons  of  England, 
in  the  year  1739)  for  laying  an  excise  on  vines,  tobft€CO|  &c« 
which,  after  many  ddMtes,  was  droppcd.-*F. 
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Their  kind  aflfectionft  he  has  tried ; 

No  love  is  lost  on  either  side. 

He  came  to  court  with  fortime.clear> 

Which  now  he  runs  out  every  year: 

Must,  at  the  rate  that  he  goes  on. 

Inevitably  be  undone : 

O !  if  his  majesty  would  please 

To  give  him  but  a  writ  of  ease. 

Would  grant  him  license  to  retire, 

And  it  has  long  been  his  desire. 

By  fair  accounts  it  would  be /found. 

He's  poorer  by  ten  thousand  pound. 

He  owns,  and  hopes  it  is  no  sin. 

He  ne*er  was  partial  to  his  kin ; 

He  thought  it  base  for  men  in  stations 

To  crowd  the  court  with  their  relations  ; 

His  country  was  his  dearest  mother. 

And  every  virtuous  man  his  brother  i 

Through  modesty  or  awkward  shame, 

g^or  which  he  owns  himself  to  blame] 
e  found  the  wisest  man  he  could. 
Without  respect  to  friends  or  blood  f 
Nor  e^er  acts  on  private  views. 
When  he  has  liberty  to  choose. 

The  Sharper  swore,  he  hated  pl*y,f 
Except  to  pass  an  hour  away  : 
And  well  he  Ynight ;  for,  to  his  CQst, 
By  want  of  skill,  he  always  lost ; 
He  heard  :there  was  a  club  of  cheats. 
Who  had  contriv'd  a  thousand  feats  j 
Could  change  the  stock,  or  cog  a  die> 
And  thus  deceive  the  sharpest  eye : 
Nor  wonder  how  his  fortune  sunk. 
His  brothers  fleece  him  when  he*s  drunk. 

I  own  the  moral  not  exact; 
Besides,  the  tale  is  false  in  fact  5, 
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And  so  absurd,  that  I  could  raise  up 
From  fields  Elysian,  fabling  i£sop» 
I  would  accuse  him  to  his  face 
For  libelling  the  four-foot  race. 
Creatures  of  every  kind  but  ours 
Well  comprehend  their  ns^jtural  powers. 
While  we,  whom  reason  ought  to  sway. 
Mistake  our  talents  every  day. 
The  Ass  was  never  known  so  stupid. 
To  act  the  part  of  Tray  or  Cupid  5 
Nor  lei^ps  upon  his  master's  lap. 
There  to  be  strok'd,  and  fed  with  pap. 
As  iEsop  would  the  world  persuade; 
He  better  understands  his  trade  : 
Nor  comes  whene'er  his  lady  whistles ; 
But  carries  loads,  and  feeds  on  thistles. 
Our  author's  meaning,  I  presume,  is 
A  creature  bipes  et  implumis ;  * 
Wherein  the  moralist  designed 
A  compliment  on  human  kind : 
For  here  he  owns,  that  now  and  th^i 
Beasts  may  degenerate  into  men.  f 


*  A  defiiiitioii  of  man  disappro?ed  by  all  logicians :  fl!Mi# 
est  animal  bipesy  implume,  erecto  vultu.^. 
.     f  Vide  Gttliirer^  in  his  accomnt  of  tlie  Hon jhnhnms-^F.      ^ 
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THE  PABSON^S  CASE. 

That  yon,  friencl  M'arCus,  like  a  stoic. 
Can  wish  to  die  in  strains  heroic;^ 
No  real  fortitiwlfe  implies : 
Yet,  all  must  own,  thy  wish  jis^  wise. ' 
Thy  curate's  place,  thy  fruitftil  wifb, 
Thy  busy,  dradging  scene  of  life. 
Thy  insolent,  illiterate  vicar. 
Thy  want  of  all-consoling  liquor. 
Thy  threadbare  gown,  thy  cassock  rent. 
Thy  credit  sunk,  thy  money  spent, 
Thy  week  made  up  of  fasting-days. 
Thy  grate  unconscious  of  a  blaze. 
And,  to  complete  thy  other  curses. 
The  quarterly  demands  of  nurses. 
Are  ills  you  wisely  l/vijsh  to  leave. 
And  fly  for  refuge  to  the  grave ; 
And,  O,  what  virtue  you  express*^   . 
In  wishing  such  afflictions  less ! 

But,  now>  should  Fortune  shifb  the  soene^ 
And  make  thy  curateship  a  dean  j 
Or  some  rich  benefice  provide. 
To  pamper  luxury  and  pride ; 
With  labour  small,  and  income  great ; 
With  chariot  less  for  use  than  state  > 
With  swelling  scarf,  and  glossy  gown. 
And  license  to  reside  in  town : 
To  shine  where  all  the  gay  resort. 
At  concerts,  coffeehouse,  or  dourt : 
And  weekly  persecute  his  grace 
With  visits,  or  to  beg  a  place : 
10 
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With  underlings  thy  flock  to  teach. 
With  no  desire  to  pray  or  preach ; 
With  haughty  spouse  in  vesture  fine. 
With  plenteous  meals  and  generous  wine ; 
Wouldst  thou  not  wish,  in  so  much  ease. 
Thy  years  as  numerous  as  thy  days? 


THE  HARDSHIP  UPON  THE  LADIES. 

1753. 

Poor  ladies !  though  their  busiuess  be  to  play^ 
'Tis  hard  they  must  be  busy  night  and  day  : 
Why  should  they  want  the  f)rivilege  of  men. 
Nor  take  some  snutU  diversions  now  and  then  ? 
Had  women  been  the  makers  of  oar  laws, 
(And  why  they  were  not,  I  can  $ee  no  cause) 
The  men  should  slave  at  cards  from  morn  to  night; 
An^  female  pleasures  be  to  read  and  wxite. 
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A  LOVE  SONG, 

IN   THE    MODERN    TASTE. 

1733. 

I. 

Fluttering  spread  thy  purple  pinion^ 
Gentle  Cupid,  o*er  my  heart : 

I,  a  slave  in  thy  dominions ; 
Nature  must  give  way  to  art. 

n. 

Mild  Arcadians,  ever  blooming. 
Nightly  nodding  o'er  your  nocks. 

See  my  weary  days  consuming 
All  beneath  yon  flowery  rocks. 

III. 

Thus  the  Cyprian  goddess  weeping 
Moum'd  Adonis,  darling  youth : 

Him  the  boar,  in  silenx^e  creeping, 
Gor'd  with  unrelenting  tooth, 

IV. 

Cynthia,  tune  harmonious  numbers  ; 

Fair  Discretion,  string  the  lyre^ 
Sooth  my  ever-waking  slumbers  : 

Bright  Apollo,  lend  thy  choir. 

V. 

Gloomy  Pluto,  king  of  terrors, 
Arm'd  in  adamantine  chains. 

Lead  me  to  the  crystal  mirrors. 
Watering  soft  Hysian  plains. 
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VI. 

Mournful  cypress,  verdant  willow. 
Gilding  my  Aurelia's  brows, 

Morpheus,  hovering  o*er  my  pillow. 
Hear  me  pay  my  dying  vows. 

VII. 

Melancholy  smooth  Meander, 
Swiftly  purling  in  a  round. 

On  thy  margin  lovers  wander. 

With  thy  flowery  chaplets  crown*d. 

VIII. 

Thus  when  Philomela  drooping 
Softly  seeks  her  silent  mate. 

See  the  bird  of  Juno  stooping  -, 
Melody  resigns  to  fate. 


THE  STORM : 


MINERVA*S  PETITION. 


Pallas,  a  goddess  ^nsle  and  wise. 
Descending  lately  ffom  the  skies. 
To  Neptune  went,  and  begg'd  in  form. 
He'd  give  his  orders  for  a  storm ; 
A  storm,  to  drown  that  rascal  Horte, 
And  she  would  l^ndly  thank  him  for't; 
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A  wretch !  whom  Engf  inh  rogues,  py  spite  her. 
Had  lately  honoured  with  a  mitre.  , 

The  god,  who  favoured  her  request, 
Assur'd  her  he  would  do  his  best : 
But  Venus  had  been  there  before. 
Pleaded  the  bishop  lov'd  a  whore. 
And  had  enlarged  her  empire  wide ; 
He  own*d  no  deity  besif(e. 
At  sea  or  land,  if  e'er  yok  found  him 
Without  a  mistress,  hang  or  drowii  him 
Since  Burnet's  death,  the  bishops'  bench. 
Till  Horte  arrived,  ne'ei*  kept  a  wench  ; 
If  Horte  must  sink,  she  grieves  to  tiell  it. 
She'll  not  have  left  one  single  pr^ate; 
For,  to  say  truth,  she  did  intend  him. 
Elect  of  Cyprus  in  commendam. 
And,  since  her  birth  the  ocean  gave  her, 
She  could  not  doubt  her  uncle's  favour. 

Then  Proteus  urg'd  the  same  request,^ 
But  half  in  earnest,  half  in  jest ; 
Said  he—"  Great  sovereign  of  the  main. 
To  drown  him  a!l  Stt^mpts  are  vain. 
Horte  can  assume  more  forms  than  I, 
A  rake,  a  bully,  pimp,  or  spy ; 
Can  creep,  or  run,  or  fly  or  swim ; 
All  motions  are  alike  to  him  i 
Turn  him  adrift,  and  you  shall  find 
He  knows  to  sail  with  every  wind ; 
Or,  throw  him  overboard,  he'll  ride 
As  well  against  as  with  the  tide. 
But,  Pallas,  you've  applied  too  late  $ 
For,  'tis  decreed,  by  Jove  and  Kate, 
I'hat  Ireland  must  be  soon  d^roy'd. 
And  who  but  Horte  can  be  employ'd  ? 
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Yoa  need  not  then  have  been  so  pert. 

In  sending  Bolton  ^  to  Clonfert. 

I  found  you  did  it,  by  your  grinning  j 

Your  business  is  to  mind  your  spinnmg. 

But  how  you  came  to  interpose 

In  making  bishops,  no  one  knows : 

Or  who  regarded  your  report ;  ,     • 

For  never  were  you  seen  at  court. 

And  if  you  must  have  your  petition. 

There's  Bierkeley  t  in  the  same  condition ; 

Look,  there  he  stands,  and  'tis  but  just,  ' 

If  one  must  drown  the  other  must ; 

But,  if  you'll  leave  us  Bishop  Jtidais, 

We'll  give  you  Berkeley  for  Bermudas.  X     ' 

Now,  if  'twill  gratify  your  spite. 

To  put  him  in  a  plaguy  fright. 

Although  'tis  hardly  worth  the  cost. 

You  soon  shall  see  him  soundly  tost. 

You'll  find  him  swear,  blaspheme,  and  damn 

(And  every  moment  take  a  dram) 

His  ghastly  visage  with  an  4ir 

Of  reprobation  and  despair : 

Or  else  some  hidjng-hole  be  seeks. 

For  fear  the  rest  should  say  he  squeaks ; 

Or,  as  Fitzpatrick  §  did  before. 

Resolve  to  perish  with  his  whore  j 


♦  Dr  Theophilus  Bolton,  afterwards  Archbishop  of  Casbell.— 
F- 

•f-  Dr  George  Berkeley,  a  senior  fellow  of  Trinity  College^ 
I>nblin,  from  whence  he  was  made  Dedn.  of  Uerry,  and  after- 
wards bishop  of  Cloyne  -»F. 

±  See  his  scheme  in  his  Miscellanies  for  erecting  an  uniyersitj 
at  Bermndas. — -F. 

§  Brigadier  Fitzpatrick  was  drowned  in  one  of  the  packet* 
bo^  in  the  Bay  of  Dublin^  in  a  great  storm.— F. 

VOL.  3CIV.  V 
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Or  else  he  raves^  and  moxsy  a^  ^\K9XS^, 
And,  but  for  sham?,.WPJald  8a|;  hiii  prayers. 
Or,  would  you  see  hi^  spirits,  sinfe,, 
Relaxing  downwards  in  a  stink  ? 
If  such  a  sight  33  this  <^p.  please  ye. 
Good  Madam  Pq.llas>  praj  be  easy. 
To  Neptune  speak,  and  he'll  consent.;, 
But  he'll  copjie  back  the  knav-e  he.  went 
The  gQddess^  who  conceiv'd^an  hope 
That  noirteiw^  destined  to.  arop^ 
BelievM  it  be§t.to  condescend 
To  spare  a  fp^^to  §ave  a  friend: 
But,  fearing  Berkeley  might  be  scar'd. 
She  left  him^  virtue  for  a.  guar4. 


ODE  ON  SGIl^eE.* 

O,  HEAVENLY  borri!  in.  deepest  dells 
If  fairest  science  ever  ^welk 

Beneath  the  mossy  cave.; 
Indulge  the  verdure  of  the  woods. 
With  azure  hearty  gild  thg.JfiQds«  . 

And  flowery  carpets  lave. 

If  or,  melancholy  ever  reigns 
pelightedin  the ^Ivan  scenes 
With  scientific  light;    . 


*  This  is  writton  in  tiiecsaiiie^st|tle,  aodm^.^  Mine  derigi^ 
as  his  ^<  Lore  Song  in  the  modern  Taste."— H. 
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While  Dian^  huntress  tff  the  vd«s. 
Seeks  lulling  soun&  and  /atining  g^es^ 
Though  wrapt  from  mdrtal  sight. 

Yet,  goddess,  y^  the  ivfity  6ipldr6 
With  magic  ritcAs  ^ifid  heslth^ti  lore 

Obstructed  and  depressed : 
Till  Wisdom  jfivelh^  sacrfefd  t5fin6. 
Untaught,  n6f  uninspi/cL  to  shine. 

By  Reason's  power  r^dres^'d. 

When  Solon  and  Lycurgus  taught. 
To  moralize  the  human  thought 

Of  mad  opinion's  maze. 
To  erring  zeal  they  gave  new  laws. 
Thy  chflurms,  Q  LU>erty,  the  cause 

Thai  blends^  congenisu  rays. 

Bid  bright  Astrsea  gild  the  morn. 
Or  bid  a  hjmdred  sw»  be  bom. 

To  hecatomb  the  year ; 
Without  thy  aid,  im  vai»  the jpoks^ 
In  vain  the  2odid.c  system  rows, 

In  vain  the  lunar  sphere. 

Come,  fahrest  princess  of  the  throng. 
Bring  sweet  phttotophjl^  alohg. 

In  metaphysic  di^eattisi^ 
While  raptur'd  bai^s^  nd  itior^  bdidd 
A  vernal  age  of  purer  gbHi 

In  Heliconian'  Mf^sfeln^. 

Drive  Thraldom  wift'ihftKgh^  hand. 
To  curse  some  other  dtestinM  litfd. 
By  Folly  led  i^stfay: 
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leme  bear  on  azure  wingj  ,^      n  .  ^^ ':. 
Energic  let  her  soar,,  and  sipg;      .     ^ :  { 
Thy  universal  sway.  ;      ,  . 

So  when  Amphion  ba^?^  tl^elyre,       ; 
To  more  majestic  sound  asp^ire,         ; 

Behold  the  madding  throng,      ^ , 
In  wonder  and  oblivion  drow^i'd,,  ,     . 
To  sculpture  turned  by  TOagicspurid,;. 

And  petrifying  song!    .;  ,     ' 


'/*    rr;  c 


YOUNG  LADTS  COMPLAINT, 

FOR   THE    STAY   OF   T^^   DEAJ^,  IN.  «NQL-dfWn 


\ 


rXhcse  verses  seem  to  be  written  on  th^  same  plan  with  the  pre- 
ceding,  in  order  to  ridicnle  the  commen^plaQes  of  poetry.  J 


Blow,  ye  zephyrs^  gentle  gajies ; ,.  >> 
Gently  fin  the  swelling  6?^ils.  .       ;    . 
Neptune,  with  thy  trident  long^ 
Trident  three-for^'d,  trident  strong  ; 
And  ye  Nereids*  fair  and  gay,   v  v    ; 
Fairer  than  the  rose  in  May, 
Nereids  living  in  ;deep  c^vep,  J 

Gently  washed  with  gentle  wayqs ; 
Nereids,  Neptune,  hill  asleep 
Ruffling  storms,  ?ind  ruffled  deep ; 
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All  around,  in  pompous  state. 

On  this  richer  Argo  wait : 

Argo,  bring  my  golden  fleece, 

Argo,  bring  him  fo  his  Greece. 

Will  Cadenus  longer  stay  ? 

Come,  Cadenus3  comq  away ; 

Come  with  all  the  haste  of  love. 

Come  unto  thy  turtle-dove. 

The  ripen*d  cherry  on  the  tree 

Hangs,  and  only  hangs  for  thee,; 

Luscious  peaches,  mellow  pears, 

Ceres  with  her  yellow  ears,  ' 

And  the  grape,  both  red  and  wbitey   * '  . 

Grape  inspiring  just  delight ; 

All  are  ripe,  and  courting  sue. 

To  be  pluck'd  and  press'd  by  youi    ,    . 

Pinks  have  lost  their  blooming  red.  ■ 

Mourning  hang  their  drooping  head. 

Every  flower  languid  seems. 

Wants  the  colour  of  thy  beams. 

Beams  of  wond*rous  force  and  power. 

Beams  reviving  every  flower. 

Come,  Cadenus,  bless  once  more, . . 

Bless  again  thy  native  shore. 

Bless  again  this  drooping  isle, 

Mak^  its  weeping  beauties  smile. 

Beauties  that  thine  absence  mourn^ 

Beauties  wishing  thy  return : 

Come,  Cadenus,  come  with  haste. 

Come  before  the  winter's  blast ; 

Swifter  than  the  lightning  fly, 

Or  I,  like  Vanessa,  die. 
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All  human  raoe  would  fmn  be  wits^ 
And  million;?  imisa  for  one  that  hit9. 
Young's  universal  passion,  pride. 
Was  never  known  to  spread  sp  wide. 
Say,  Britain^  could  yov  ever  boaat 
Three  poets  in  an  ag$  al  most  ? 
Our  chilling  climate  hprdly  bes^rp 
A  sprig  of  bays  in  fifty  years ; 
While  every  fool  his  claim  alleges, 
As  if  it  grew  in  common  hedges. 
What  reason  can  there  be  afisign'd 
For  this  penreFseness  in  the  mind  i 
Brutes  find  c^ut  where  their  talents  lie  : 
A  bear  will  not  attempt  to  fly  1 
A  founder'dhorse  will  oft  debat^i 
Before  he  tries. a  five-barr'd  gate  -, 
A  dog  by  instinct  turns  aside. 
Who  sees  the  ditch  too  deep  and  wid?- 
But  man  we  find  the  only  creature 
Who,  led  by  folly,  combats  Nature  5 
Who,  when  she  loudly  cri^s,  Forbear, 
With  obstinacy  fixes  there ; 
And,  where  his  genius  least  inclines, 
Absurdly  bends  his  whole  designs. 

Not  empire  to  the  rising  sun 
Bv  valour,  concluct,  fortune  won  jj 
Not  highest  wisdom  in  debates 
For  framing  laws  to  govern  states  j 
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Not  skill  in  sciences  profound  » 
So  large  to  grasp  the  circle  round : 
Such  heavenly  influence  require. 
As  how  to  strike  the  Muse'^  lyre. 

Not  beggar's  brat  on  bulk  begot  ;^ 
Not  bastard  of  a  pedlar  Scot ; 
Not  boy  brought  up  to  cleaning  shoes^ 
The  spawn  of  Bridewell  or  the  stews ; 
Not  infants  dropped,  the  spurious  pledges 
Of  gjrpsies  littenng  under  hedges ; 
Are  so  disqualified  by  fate 
To  rise  in  church,  or  law,  or  state. 
As  he  whom  Phcebus  in  his  ire 
Has  blasted  with  poetic  fire. 
What  hope  of  custom  in  the  fair. 
While  not  a  soul  demands  your  ware  ? 
Where  you  have  nothing  to  produce 
For  private  life,  or  public  use  ? 
Court,  city,  country,  want  you  not ; 
You  cannot  bribe,  betray,  or  plot. 
For  poets,  law  makes  no  provision;  ^    ' 

The  wealthy  have  you  in  derision  : 
Of  state  affairs  you  cannot  smatter ; 
Are  awkward  when  you  try  to  flatter: 
Your  portion,  taking  Britain  round. 
Was  just  one  annual  hundred  pound ; 
Now  not  so  much  as  in  remainder. 
Since  Cibber  brought  in  an  attainder  5 
For  ever  fi^*d  by  right  divine 
(A  monarch's  right)  on  Grub  Street  line. 

Poor  starvling  bard,  how  small  thy  gains  1 
How  unproportion'd  to  thy  pains  ! 
And  here  a  simile  comes  pat  in : 
Though  chickens  take  a  month  to  fatten* 
The  guests  in  less  than  half  an  hour 
Will  more  than  half  a  score  devour. 
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So,  aftef  toiling  twenty  days 
To  earn  a  stock  of  pence  and  praise^ 
Thy  labours,  grown  the  critic's  prey. 
Are  swallowed  o*er  a  dish  of  tea: 
Gone  to  be  never  heard  of  more. 
Gone  where  the  chickens  went  before. 
How  shall  a  new  attempter  learn 
Of  different  spirits  to  discern. 
And  how  distinguish  which  is  which. 
The  poet's  vein,  or  scribbling  itch  ? 
Then  hear  an  old  experienced  sinner. 
Instructing  thus  a  voung  beginner. 

Consult  vourself ;  and  if  you  find 
A  powerful  impulse  urge  your  mind. 
Impartial  judge  within  your  breast 
What  subject  you  can  manage  best ; 
Whether  your  genius  most  inclines 
To  satire,  praise,  or  humorous  lines. 
To  elegies  in  mournful  tone, 
Or  prologue  sent  from  hand  unknown. 
Then,  rising  with  Aurora's  light. 
The  Muse  invok'd,  sit  down  to  write ; 
Blot  out,  correct,  insert,  refine. 
Enlarge,  diminish,  interline ; 
Be  mindful,  when  invention  fails. 
To  scratch  your  head,  and  bite  your  nails. 

Your  poem  finish'd,  next  your  care 
Is  needful  to  transcribe  it  fair. 
In  modem  wit  all  printed  trash  is 
Set  off  with  numerous  breaks  and  dashes. 

To  statesmen  would  you  give  a  wipe. 
You  print  it  in  Italic  type. 
When  letters  are  in  vulgar  shapes, 
^Tis  ten  to  one  the  wit  escapes  : 
But,  when  in  capitals  express'd. 
The  dullest  reader  smokes  the  jest : 
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Or  else  perhapis  he  may  invent 
A  better  than  the  poet  meant  ^ 
As  learned  commentators  view 
In  Homer  more  than  Homer  knew. 

Your  poem  in  its  modish  dress. 
Correctly  fitted  for  the  press. 
Convey  by  penny-post  to  Lintot, 
But  let  no  friend  alive  look  into*t. 
If  Lintot  thinks  Hwill  quit  the  cost. 
You  need  not  fear  your  labour  lost : 
And  how  agreeably  surprisM 
Are  you  to  see  it  advertised  ! 
The  hawker  shows  you  one  in  print. 
As  fresh  as  farthings  from  the  mint : 
The  product  of  your  toil  and  sweating , 
A  bastard  of  your  own  begetting. 

Be  sure  at  Will's,  the  following  day. 
Lie  snug,  and  hear  what  critics  say  -, 

And,  if  you  find  the  general  vogue 

Pronounces  you  a  stupid  rogue, 

Damns  all  your  thoughts  as  low  and  little. 

Sit  still,  and  swallow  down  your  spittle. 
Be  silent  as  a  politician. 

For  talking  may  beget  suspicion ; 

Or  praise  the  judgment  of  the  town. 

And  help  yourself  to  run  it  down. 

Give  up  your  fond  paternal  pride, 

Nor  argue  on  the  weaker  side:' 

For,  poems  read  without  a  name 

We  justly  praise,  or  justly  blame  ; 

And  critics  have  no  partial  views. 

Except  they  know  whom  they  abuse  : 

And  since  you  ne'er  provoke  their  spite. 

Depend  upon't  their  judgment's  right. 

But  if  you  blab,  you  are  undone  : 

Consider  what  a  risk  you  run  : 
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You  lose  your,  credit  all  at  once ; 
The  town  will  markyou  for  a  dunce ; 
The  vilest  doggrel.  Grub  Street  sends. 
Will  pass  for  yours  with  foes  and  friends ; 
And  you  must  bear  the  whole  disgrace. 
Till  some  fresh  blockhead  takes  your  place. 

Your  secret  kept,  your  poem  sunk. 
And  sent  in  quires  to  line  a  trunk, 
If  still  you  be  disposed  to  rhyme^ 
Go  try  your  hand  a  second  time. 
Again  you  fail :  yet  Safe's  the  word  ; 
Take  courage,  and  attempt  a  third. 
Bat  first  with  care  employ  your  Ihou^ts 
Where  critics  mark'd  your  former  faults ; 
The  trivial  turns,  the  borrowed  wit. 
The  similes  that  nothing  fit ; 
The  cant  which  every  fool  repeats. 
Town  jests  and  coffee-house  conceits. 
Descriptions  tedious,  flat  and  dry. 
And  introduced  the  Lord  knows  why : 
Or  where  we  find  your  fury  set 
Against  the  harmless  alphabet ; 
On  A*s  and  Be*s  your  malice  vent. 
While  readers  wonder  whom  you  meant; 
A  public  or  a  private  robber, 
A  statesman,  or  a  South-Sea  jobber ; 
A  prelate,  who  no  God  believes ; 
A  parliament,  or-  den  of  thieves ; 
A  pickpurse  at  the  bar  or  bench, 
A  duchefss,  or  a  suburb  wench  ; 
Or  oft,  when  epithets  you  link 
In  gaping  lines  to  fill  a  chink ; 
Lik^  stepping-stones,  to  save  a  stride. 
In  streets  where  kennels  are  too  wide  ^ 
Or  like  a  heel-piece,  to  support 
A  cripple  with  one  foot  too  short ; 

10 
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Or  lik€  a  bridge^  tbatH>in3  a  marish 
To  moorlands  of  a  dioereat  parish* 
So  have  I  seen  iU-coupled  hounds 
Drag  different  ways  in  miry  grounds^ 
So  geognq)hers,  in  Afric  majps, 
WiUi  savage  pictures  fill  their  gap^ 
And  o*er  unhabitable  downs 
Place  elephants  for  want  of  towns. 

But^  though  you  miss  your  third  essay^ 
You  need  not  throw  your  pen  away* 
Lay  now  aside  all  thoughts  of  feme^ 
To  spring  more  profitable  game. 
From  pajrty  m^rit  seek  support  j 
The  vilest  verse  thrives, best  at  court 
A  pamphlet  in  Sir  Bob*s  defence 
Will  never  fail  to  bring  in  pence : 
Nor  be  concemM  about  the  sale^ 
He  pays  his  workmen  on  the  nail. 
A  prince,  the  moment  he  is  crown'd. 

Inherits  every  virtu^J  rou^d. 

As  emblems  of  the  sovereign  power^ 

Like  other  baubles  in  the  Tower : 

Is  generous,  vftliant,  just,  and  wise, 

And  so  contii^ues  till  he  dies: 

His  humble  senate  this  professes. 

In  all  their  speeches,  votes,  addresses^ 

But  once  you  fix  him  in  a  tomb. 

His  virtues  ^e,  his  vices  bloom  i 

And  each  perfection,  wrong  imputed^ 

Is  fully  at  his  de^h  confuted. 

The  loads  of  poems  in  his  praise. 

Ascending,  make  one  funeral  blaze : 

As  soon  as  you  can  hear  his  knell. 

This  god  on  earth  turns  devil  in  Hell : 

And  lo !  his  ministers  of  state. 

Transformed  to  imps,  his  levee  wait ; 
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Where,  in  the  scenes  of  endless  woe. 
They  ply  their  former  arts  below ; 
And  as  they  sail  in  Charon's  boat,       ' 
Contrive  to  bribe  the  Judge's  vote; 
To  Cerberus  they  give  a  sop. 
His  triple  barking  mouth  to  stop  ; ' 
Or,  in  the  ivory  gate  of  dreams  ^ 
Project  excise  and  South-Sea  schemes  > 
Or  hire  their  party  pamphleteers 
To  set  Elysium  by  the  leai's. 

Then,  poet,  if  you  mean  to  thrive. 
Employ  your  Muse  on  kings  alive ; 
With  prudence  gathering  up  a  cluster 
Of  all  the  virtues  you  can  muster,  ' 
Which,  form'd  into  a  garland  sweet. 
Lay  humbly  at  your  monarch's  feet : 
Who,  as  the  odours  reach  his  throne. 
Will  smile,  and  think  them  all  his  own ; 
For  law  and  Gospel  both  determine 
All  virtues  lodge  in  royal  ermine : 
I  mean  the  oracles  of  both, 
Who  shall  depose  it  upon  oath. 
Your  garland,  in  the  following  reign. 
Change  but  the  names,  will  do  again. 

But,  if  you  think  this  trade  too  base, 
(Which  seldom  is  the  dunce's  case) 
Put  on  the  critic's  brow,  and  sit 
At  Will's,  the  puny  judge  of  wit. 
A  nod,  a  shrug,  a  scornful  smile. 
With  caution  us'd,  may  serve  a  while. 
Proceed  no  further  in  your  part, 
Before  you  learn  the  terms  of  art ; 


*  Suut  geminae  Somni  portae— a 
Altera  candenti  perfecta  nitens  «le^hanta.— Yibg.  1. 6. 
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For  you  can  never  be  too  fai:  gone 
In  all  our  modern  critiqs  jargon : 
Then  talk  ^vith  more  authentic  face 
Of  unities,  in  time?  and  place  j 
Get  scraps  of  Horace  from  your  friends, 
Apd  have  them  at  your  Angers  ends  j 
Learn  Aristotle's  rules  by  rote. 
And  at  a|l  hazards  boldly  quote ; 
Judicious  Rymer  oft  review. 
Wise  Dennis,  and  profound  Bossu, , 
Read  ali  the  prefaces  of  Dryden, 
For  these  our  critics  much  confide  in ; 
Though  merely  writ  at  6rst  for  filling,  . 
To  raise  the  volume's  price  a  shilling. 

A  forward  critic  often  dupes  us 
With  shsujn  quotajtipn^  peri  hupsous :  * 
And  if  we  have  not  read  Longinus, 
Will  magisterially  outshine  us. 
Then,  lest  with  Greek  he  overrun  ye. 
Procure  the  book  for  love  or  money, 
Translated  from  Boileau's  translation,  f 
And  quote  quQtation  on  quotation. 

At  Will's  you  hear  ^  poem  read. 
Where  Battas  from  the  table  head, 
Reclii^in^  on  his  elbow-chair. 
Gives  judgment  with  decisive  air ; 
To  whom  the  tribe  of  circling  wits 
As  to  an  oracle  submits, 
He  gives  directions  to  the  town. 
To  cry  jt  ^p,  or  run  it  down ;  .  ,     ^ 

Like  courtiers,  when  they  send  a  note, 
Instructing  mpmlier^  how  to  vote.       ,  , 


*  A  famous  treatise  of  Lon^ginus.— Dubl.  ed, 
fSj  Mr  Welste^.— Ibid. 
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He  sets  the  stamp  of  IkA  and  good. 

Though  not  a  word  be  understood. 

Your  lesson  leam'd,  you^U  be  secure 

To  get  the  name  of  connoisseur : 

And,  when  your  merits  once  ate  known. 

Procure  disciples  of  your  own. 

For  poets  (you  can  never  want  them) 

Spread  through  Augusta  Trinobantum,  ♦ 

Computing  by  their  pecks  of  coalsy 

Amount  to  just  nine  thousand  souls : 

These  o*er  their  proper  districts  govern. 

Of  wit  and  humour  judges  sovweign. 

In  every  street  a  city  bard 

Rules,  like  an  alderman,  his  ward ;, 

His  undisputed  rights  extend 

Through  all  the  kne,  from  end  to  end ;    . 

The  neighbours  round  admrre  his  sfitewAie^ 

For  songs  of  loyalty  and  lewdness  j 

Outdone  by  none  in  rfiyming  well. 

Although  he  never  leam'd  to  spell. 

Two  bordering  wits  contend  for  glory; 
And  one  is  whig,  and  one  is  tory : 
And  this,  fdt  epics  claims  the  bays. 
And  that,  for  elegiac  lays : 
Some  fam*d  for  numbers  soft  and  smooth. 
By  lovers  spoke  in  Punch's  booth  ^ 
And  some  as  jusdy  fame  e^ofs 
For  lofty  lines  in  Smithfield  drolls. 
Bavins  in  Wapping  gains  retiown, 
And  Maevius  reigns  o'er  Kentish  town: 
Tigellius  plac'd  in  Phcebtfs'  Car 
From  Ludgate  shines  to  Temple-bar : 


V 


^  *  The  ancient  name  of  London.^'Dulii.  ed. 
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Harmonious  Gibber  entertains 
The  court  with  annual  birth-day  strains ; 
Whence  Gay  was  banished  in  disgrace ; 
Where  Pope  will  never  show  his  face ; 
Where  Young  must  torture  his  invention 
To  flatter  knaves  or  lose  his  pension. 

But  these  are  not  a  thousandth  part 
Of  jobbers  in  the  poet*s  art. 
Attending  each  his  proper  station, 
And  all  in  due  subordination. 
Through  every  alley  to  be  found. 
In  garrets  high,  or  under  ground; 
And  when  they  join  their  pericranies. 
Out  skips  a  book  of  miscellanies. 
Hobbes  clearly  proves,  that  every  creature 
Lives  in  a  state  of  war  by  nature. 
The  greater  for  the  smaller  watch. 

But  meddle  seldom  with  their  match. 

A  whale  of  moderate  siae  will  draw 

A  shoal  of  herrings  down  his  maw ; 

A  fox  with  geese  his  belly  crams; 

A  wolf  destroys  a  thousand  lambs ; 

But  search  among  the  rhyming  race, 

The  brave  are  worried  by  the  base. 

If  on  Parnassus*  top  you  sit,  ^ 

You  rarely  bite,  are  always  bit : 

Each  poet  of  inferior  size 

On  you  shall  rail  and  criticize. 

And  strive  to  tear  you  limb  from  limb ; 

While  others  do  as  much  for  him. 
The  vermin  only  teaze  and  pinch 

Their  foes  superior  by  an  inch. 

So,  naturalists  observe,  a  flea 

Has  smaller  fleas  that  on  him  prey ; 

And  these  have  smaller  still  to  bite  'em. 

And  so  proceed  ad  infinittnn. 
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Thus  every  poet,  in  his  kind,  . 

Is  bit  by  him  that  comes  behind :  ^    *  .  / 

Who,  though  too  little  to  be  seen. 

Can  tease,  and  gall,  and  give  the  spleen  5 

Call  dunces,  fools,  and  sons  of  whores. 

Lay  Grub  Street  at  each  other*^  doors ; 

Extol  the  Greek  and  Roman  masters^ 

And  curse  our  modern  poetasters ;  . 

Complain,  as  many  an  ancient  bard  did. 

How  genius  is  no  more  rewarded ;  *^ 

How  wrong  a  taste  prevails  among  us ; 

How  much  our  ancestors  outsung  us^ 

Can  personate  au  awkward  scorn 

For  those  who  are  not  poets  born ; 

And  all  their  brother  dunces  lash, 

Who  crowd  the  press  with  hourly  trash, 

O  Grub  Street !  how  do  I  bemoan'thee. 
Whose  graceless  children  scorn  to  own  thee  !. 
Their  filial  piety  forgot,  '  , 

Deny  their  country,  like  a  Scot ; 
Though,  by  their  idiom  and  grimace. 
They  soon  betray  their  native  place : . 
Yet  thou  hast  greater  cause  to  be  I 

Asham'd  of  them,  than  they  of  thee,  *' 

Degenerate  froin  their  ancient  brood 
Since  first  the  court  allow'd  them  food, 

Remains  a  difficuhy  still. 
To  purchase  fame  by  writing  ill.  ', 

From  Flecknoe  down  to  Howard's  *  time. 
How  few  have  reached  the  low  sublime  ! 


^  Hon.  Edward  Howard,  author  of  four  indifferent  pla^,  and 
of  two  books  of  poetry,  one  called  ^^  The  British  Princess,?  th% 
other. ^^  Po^ms  and  Essays,"  with  a  paraphn^e  ^n  Cicero's  ^^  Lae* 
lius.'VN/ 
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For  when  our  high-bom  Howard  died, 

Blackmore  alone  his  place  supplied : 

And,  lest  a  chasm  should  intervene. 

When  death  had  finished  Blackmore's  reign,    , 

The  leaden  crown  devolved  to  thee, 

Great  poet  *  of  the  hollow  tree. 

But  ah !  how  unsecure  thy  throne  ! 

A  thousand  bards  thy  right  disown : 

They  plot  to  turn,  in  factious  zeal, 

Duncenia  to  a  common  weal ; 

And  with  rebellious  arms  pretend 

An  equal  privilege  to  descend. 

In  bulk  there  are  not  more  degrees 
From  elephants  to  mites  in  cheese. 
Than  what  a  curious  eye  may  trace 
In  creatures  of  the  rhyming  race. 
From  bad  to  worse,  and  worse  they  fall  j 
But  who  can  reach  the  worst  of  all  ? 
For  though,  in  nature,  depth,  and  height 
Are  equally  held  infinite : 
In  poetry,  the  height  we  know  j 
*Tis  only  infinite  below. 
For  instance :  when  you  rashly  think. 
No  rhjrmer  can  like  W  elsted  t  sink. 


*  Lord  Grimston  was  the  aathor  of  this  celebrated  perform- 
ance, of  which  he  was  afterwards  so  much  ashamed,  as  to  buy 
up  all  the  copies.  The  malignitj  of  the  Duchess  of  Marlbo- 
rough disconcerted  his  purpose,  by  reprinting  it.  Some  spec!, 
mens  of  ''  Lore  in  a  Hollow  Tree,"  (quite  enough  to  satisfy  any 
reader's  curiosity)  may  be  found  in  the  notes  on  Dr  King's  poem 
called  "  The  Art  of  Cookery.*' 

f  Mr  Wclsted^s  poems  were  reprinted  in  1787,  and  contain 
specin^ns  of  the  most  stupifying  mediocrity. 
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His  merits  balanced,  you  shall  find 
The  Laureate  *  leaves  him  far  behind. 
Concannen»  more  aspiring  bard. 
Soars  downward  deeper  by  a  yard. 
Smart  Jemmy  Moore  f  with  vigour  drops ;. 
The  rest  pursue  as  thick  as  hops  t 
With  heads  to  point  the  gulf  they  enter, 
Link'd  perpendicular  to  the  centre; 
And  as  their  heels  elated  rise. 
Their  heads  attempt  the  nether  skies. 

O,  what  indignity  and  shame, 
To  prostitute  the  Muses'  name  ! 
By  flattering  kings,  whom  Heaven  designed 
The  plagues  and  scourges  of  mankind ; 
Bred  up  in  ignorance  and  doth. 
And  every  vice  that  nurses  both. 

Fair  Britain,  in  thy  monarch  blest. 
Whose  virtues  bear  the  strictest  test ; 
Whom  never  faction  could  bespatter,,  i 

Nor  minister  nor  poet  flatter ;  ^ 

What  justice  in  rewarding  merit ! 
What  magnanimity  of  spirit; 
What  lineaments  divine  we  trace 
Through  all  his  figure,  mien,  and  face  I 


*  la  sqme  editions,  instead  of  the  Laureate,  was  malicionslj 
inserted  the  name  of  Mr  Fielding ;  for  whose  ingenious  writings 
the  supposed  a^uthor  maiiifested  a  great  esteem.— Dubl,  edit.— 
<«  Little,"  says  Dr  Warton,  «  did  Swift  imagine,  that  Ficldhig 
would  hereafter  equal  him  in  works  of  humour,  and  excel  him  in 
drawing  and  supporting  chara(;ters,  and  in  the  artful  conduct 
and  plan  of  a  comie  epop6c." 

+  James  Moore  Smith,  Esq.  author  of  "  The  Rival  Modes," 
an  unsuccessful  comedy,  was-  chiefly  remarkable  for  a  a)nsuni- 
mate  assurance  as  a  plagiarist^  See  his  character  ftt  largei  in  the 
P^Qpia4J^  IJ.  50* 
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Though  peace  ivith  oKve  bind  his  hands^ 
Confess'a  the  <^nqueiing  tiero  stands. 
Hydaspes,  *  Indus,  and  the  Ganges, 
Dread  from  his  hand  impending  chafes. 
From  him  the  Tartar  and  Chinese, 
Short  by  the  knees,  f  entreat  for  peace* 
The  consort  of  his  throne  and  bed, 
A  perfect  goddess  born  and  bred. 
Appointed  sovereign  judge  to  sit 
On  learning,  eloquence,  and  wit 
Our  eldest  hope,  divine  liUus, 
(Late,  very  late,  O  may  hie  rule  us  ly 
What  early  manhood  has  he  shown. 
Before  his  downy  beard  was  grown ! 
Then  think,  what  wonders  will  be  done 
By  going  on  as  he  begun. 
An  heir  for  Britain  to  secure 
As  long  as  sun  and  mbdn  endure* 
The  remnant  of  the  royal  blood 
Comes  pouring  on  me  like  a  flood. 
Bright  goddesses,  in  number  five ; 
Duke  William,  sweetest  prince  alive. 
Now  sing  the  minister  of  state. 
Who  shines  alone  without  a  mate. 
Observe  with  what  majestic  port 
This  Atlas  stands  to  prop  the  court : 
Intent  the  public  debts  to  pay. 
Like  prudent  Fabius,  :|;  by  delay. 


-Saper  et  Garamantot  et  lodot^ 


Proferet  imperia 

f Jam  nunc  et  Caspla  regna 

Responsis  horrent  Dirum. 
^  G^nibus  minor. 
^  Unas  homo  nobis  cnnctaodo  rettitnit  rem* 
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Thou  great  vtcegerait  of  the  king. 
Thy  praises  every  'iAv^e  shfiill  sing !    » 
In  all  affairs  thou  sole  director. 
Of  wit  and  learning  chief  protector ; 
Though  small  the  time  thou  hast  to  spare. 
The  church  is  thy  peculiar  care. 
Of  pious  prelates  what  a  stock 
You  choose  to  rule  the  sable  flock  ! 
You  raise  the  honour  of  the  peerage. 
Proud  to  attend  you  at  the  steerage. 
You  dignify  the  noble  race. 
Content  yourself  with  humbler  place. 
Now  learning,  valour,  virtue,  sense. 
To  titles  give  the  sole  pretence. 
St  George  beheld  thee  with  delight, 
Vouchsaife  to  be  an  azure  knight. 
When  on  thy  breast  and  sides  Herculean,. 
He  fix'd  the  star  and  string  cerulean. 

Say,  poet,  in  what  other  nation 
Shone  ever  such  a  constellation ! 
Attend,  ye  Popes,  and  Youngs,  and  Gays, 
And  tune  your  harps,  and  strew  your  bays : 
Your  panegyrics  here  provide  ; 
You  cannot  err  on  flattery's  side. 
Above  the  stars  exalt  your  style. 
You  still  arJB  low  ten  thousand  mile. 
On  Lewis  all  his  bards  bestowed 
Of  incense  many  a  thousand  load ; 
But  Europe  mortified  his  pride. 
And  swore  the  fawning  rascals  lied. 
Yet  what  the  world  refiis'd  to  Lewis, 
Apply *d  to  George,  exactly  true  is.   . 
Exactlv  true  !  invidious  poet ! 
'Tis  fifty  thousand  times  below  it. 

Translate  me  now  some  lines,  if  you  can. 
From  Virgil,  Martial,  Ovid,  Lucan. 
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They  could  all  power  in  Heaven  diyide^ 
And  do  no  wrong  oa  either  side ; 
They  teach  you  how  to  split  a  hair. 
Give  George  and  Jove  an  equal  shwe.  * 
Yet  why  should  we  be  lac*d  ao  strait  ? 
I'll  give  my  monarch  butter- weight. 
And  reason  g^ood ;  for  many  a  year 
Jove  never  iiitermQ4dled  here: 
Nor,  though  his  priest^  be  duly  paid. 
Did  ever  we  desire  his  aid : 
We  now  can  better  do  without  him. 
Since  Woolston  gave  us  arms  to  rout  him.^ 

Catera  desiderautur. 


*  Ditifnin  imperimii  com  Jore  C«9av  Imbet, 
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DEATH  OF  DR  SWIFT.  ?^ 

WRITfTEN  IK  ^«dVBMBBB,  •' 

■'•f73i:t-.   ;■  ,v,   , 

Oecasion^,  by  readii^  the  foUowipg  /Maxim  in 
RocHEFoucAiiLT,  '^  Dans  Tadyersit^  de  no9  meil- 
leurs  amis,  nQus  trou]?oi]is  tpii^urs  quelque  chose^ 
qui  ne  nous  d^platt  pas." 

^  In  tbe  adTecsity  of  our  best  (rieo^fl,  we  alw&j3  find  somethiBg 
that  does  not  displease  us.'' 

As  Rochefoucault  his  maxims  drew 
From  nature,  I  believe  them  true : 
They  argue  no  corrupted  mind 
In  him ;  the  fault  is  in  mankind* 


*  The  Verses  on  his  own  Death,  and  the  Rhapsody  on  Poetry, 
are  the  best  of  Swift's  poetical  prodacUons,  though  they  cannot 
be  called  true  poetry.«-Dr  Warton. 

f  These  Terses  nare  undergone,  perhaps,  a  stranger  revola- 
tion  than  any  other  part  of  Sie  Dean's  writings.  A  manifestly 
spurious  copy,  containing  Wl  lines,  under  the  title  of  ^^  The 
Life  and  Character  of  Dr  Swift,"  appeared  at  London,  in  April 
17S3  ;  of  which  the  Dean  complained  heavily,  in  a  letter  to  Mr 
Pope,  dated  May  Ist ;  and,  notwithstanding  Swift  acknowledged 
in  that  letter  he  had  written  ^^  a  poem  of  near  500  lines  upon 
the  same  maxim  of  Rochefoucault,  and  was  a  long  time  about  it,*' 
many  readers  have  supposed  (not  attending  to  tiie  circumstance 
of  there  being  two  poems  on  the  subject)  tlmt  the  Dean  disclaun- 
^  the  F^rses  on  his  o^n  Deaths     The  genuine  verses  hating 
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This  maxim  more  than  all  the  rest 
Is  thought  too  base  for  human  breast : 
^  In  all  distresses  of  our  friends. 
We  first  consult  our  private  ends ; 
While  Nature,  kindly  bent  to  ease  us. 
Points  out  some  circumstance  to  please  us  J 

If  this  perhaps  your  patience  move. 
Let  reason  and  experience  prove. 
We  all  behdid  with  envious  eyes 
Our  equals  raised  above  our  size. 
Who  would  not  at  a  crowded  show 
Stand  high  himsdf,  keep  others  low  ? 
I  love  my  friend  as  well  as  yovn 
But  why  should  he  obstruct  my  view ! 
Then  let  me  have  the  higher  post : 
Suppose  it  but  an  inch  at  most. 
If  in  a  battle  you  should  find 
One  whom  you  love  of  all  mankind. 
Had  some  heroic  action  done, 
A  champion  kilFd,  or  trophy  won ; 
Rather  than  thus  be  overtopped. 
Would  you  not  wish  his  liaurels  cropped  ? 
Dear  honest  Ned  is  in  the  gout. 
Lies  rack'd  with  pain,  and  you  without : 
How  patiently  you  hear  him  groan  ! 
How  glad,  the  case  is  not  your  own ! 


been  committed  to  the  care  .of  the  celebrated  author  of  ^^  The 
Toast,"  an  edition  was  printedL  ia  1738-9^  in  which  mose  than 
100  lines  were  omitted.  Dr  King  assigned  many  judicious  rea- 
sons (though  some  of  them  were  merely  temporary  and  pruden- 
tial) for  the  mutilations :  but  they  were  so  far  from  satisfying 
Dr  Swift,  that  a  complete  edition  was  immediately  printed  by 
Faulkner,  with  the  Dean's  express  permission.  The  poem,  as 
it  now  stands  in  this  collection,  is  agreeable  to  Mr  FaaULuer's 

€0py.-0flC0L» 
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What  poet  would  not  grieve  to.  see 
His  brother  write  as  well  as  he  ? 
But  rather  than  they  should  esicel^ 
Would  wish  ;his  rivals  all  in  Hell  ? 

Her  end  when  Emulation  misses^ 
She  turns  to  Envy,  stings  aiid  hisses : 
The  strongest  friendship  yields  to  pride. 
Unless  the  odds  be  on  our  side.  • 

Vain  human  kind !  fantastic  race  1  \  •  * 

Thy  various  follies  who  can  trace  ?  .    .    > 
Self-love,  ambition,  envy,  pride. 
Their  empire  in  oUr  hearts  divide. 
Give  others  riches,  power,  and  station, 
'Tis  all  on  me  a  usurpation. 
I  have  no  title  to  aspire ; 
Yet,  when  you  sinl^,  I  seem  the  higher*. 
In  Pope  I  cannot  r^ad  a  line^ 
But  with  a  sigh  I  wish  it  mine ; 
When  he  can  in  one  couplet  fi^ 
More  sense  than  I  can  do  in  six'; 
It  gives  me  such  a  jeidous  fit,   :  >  ■■ 

I  cry,  **  Pox  take  him  and  his  wit !" 
I  grieve  to  be  outdone  by  Gay  • 
In  my  own  humorous  biting  way. 
Arbuthnot  is  no  more  my  friend. 
Who  dares  to  irony  pretend^ 
Which  I  was  born  to  introduce, 
Refin'd  it  first,  and  shew'd  its  use. 
St  John,  as  well  as  Pultney,  knows 
That  I  had  some  repute  for  protee  -, 
And,  till  they  drove  me  out  of  date, 
Could  maul  a  minister  pf  state . 
If  they  have«mortified  my  pride. 
And  made  me  throw  my  pen  jsiside ; 
If  with  such  talents  Heaven  has  bl€ss*d  *era. 
Have  I  not  reason  to  detest  *em  ? 
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To  all  my  fo^s,  dear  Fptituxie,  send 
Thy  gifts  5  hn%  never  to  my  friend : 
I  tamely  can  endure  the  first ;  ,  ' 

But  this  with  envy  makes  me  burst. 

Thus  much  may  serve  by  way  of  proem  j 
Proceed  we  therefore  to  our  poem. 

The  time  is  not  remote,  when  I 
Must  by  the  course  of  nature  die ; 
When,  1  foresee,  my  special  friends 
Will  try  to  find  their  private  ends : 
And,  though  'tis  hardly  understood 
Which  way  my  death  can  do  them  good, , 
Yet  thus,  methinks,  I  hear  them  speak :     .  ;  = 
"  See,  how  the  Dean  begins  to  break  J   ,    i   ^ 
Poor  gentleman,  he  droops  apace  !  .,  • 

You  plainly  find  it  in  his  face.  .^  ' 

That  old  vertigo  in  his  head 
Will  never  leave  him  till  he*s  dead  . 

Besides,  his  memory  decays  : 
He  recollects  not  what  he  says ;  ;  ; 

He  cannot  call  his  friends  to  mind : 
Fwgets  the  place  where  last  he  din'd ; 
Plies  you  with  stories  o'er  and  o'er^ 
He  told  them  fifty  times  before. 
How  does  he  fancy  we  caa  sit 
To  hear  his  out-of-fashion  wit  ? 
But  he  takes  up  with  younger  folks. 
Who  for  his  wine  will  bear  his  jokes. 
Faith !  he  must  make  his  stories  shorter,     ^ 
Or  change  his  comrades  once  a  quarter  ;. 
In  half  the  time  he  talks  tjiem  round. 
There  must  another  set  be  found. 

**  For  poetry  l^e's  past  his  prime : 
He  takes  an  hour  to  find  a  rhyme ; 
His  fire  is  out,  his  wit  decay'd. 
His  fancy  sunk,  his  Muse  a  jada. 
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I^d  have  him  throw  away  his  pen ; — 
But  there's  no  talking  to  some  men  V^ 

And  then  their  tenderness  appears^ 
♦  By  adding  lirgely  to  my  years ; 
^  He's  older  than  he  would  be  reckoned. 
And  well  remembers  Charies  the  Second. 
He  hardly  drinks  a  pint  of  wine ; 
And  that,  I  doubt,  is  no  good  iSign. 
His  stomach  too  begins  to  fail : 
Last  year  we  thought  him  strong  Sind  hale; 
But  now  he's  quite  another  thing : 
I  wish  he  may  hold  out  till  spring  P* 
They  hug  themselves,  atnd  reason  thus : 
^*  It  is  not  yet  so  bad  with  us  I" 

In  such  a  case,  they  talk  in  tropes. 
And  by  their  fears  express  their  hopes* 
Some  great  misfortune  to  portend,, 
No  enemy  caij  match  a  friend. 
With  all  the  kindness  they  profess. 
The  merit  of  a  lucky  guess 
(When  daily  howd'ye's  come  of  course. 
And  servants  answer,  *^  Worse  and  worse!") 
Would  please  them  better,  than  to  tell. 
That,  "  God  be  prais'd,  the  Dean  is  well.'' 
Then  he,  who  prophesied  the  best. 
Approves  his  foresight  to  the  rest  :\ 
^  You  know  I  always  fear'd  the  worst. 
And  often  told  you  so  at  first.*' 
He'd  rather  choose  that  I  should  die. 
Than  his  prediction  prove  a  lie. 
Not  one  foretells  1  shall  recover ; 
But  all  agree  to  give  me  over. 

Yeti  should  some  neighbour  feel  a  paia 
Just  in  the  parts  where  I  complain ; 
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How  *many  a  message  would  he  send! 
What  hearty  prayers  that  I  should  mend ! 
Inquire  what  regimen  I  icept ; 
What  gave  .me  ease,  and  how  I  dept  ? 
And  more  (ament  when  I  was  dead. 
Than  all  the  snirellers  round  my  bed. 

My  good  companions^  never  fear; 
For  though  yon  may  nustake  a  year. 
Though  your  prognostics  run  too  fast. 
They  must  be  -eerified  at  last. 

Behold  the  fatal  day  arrive ! 
**  How  is  the  Dean  ?**—*^  He's  just  alive/' 
Now  the  departing  prayer  is  read;      * 
«  He  hardly  breathes."—*^  The  Dean  is  dead^ 

Before  the  passing  bell  begun« 
Theiiews- through  half  the  town is^run.  -• 
*'  O !  may  we  all  for  death  prepare  ! 
What  has  he  left?  and  who  s  his  he^r  ?** — 
^'  I  know  no  more  than  what  the  news  is  ; 
'Tis  all  bequeathed  to,  public  uses." — 
*'  To  public  uses  1  there's  a  whim  I 
What  had  the  public  done  for  him  i 
Mere  envy,  avarice,  and  pride : 
He  gave  it  all — ^but  first  he  died. 
And  had  the  Dean,  in  all  the  nation. 
No  worthy  friend,  no  poor  relation  ? 
So  ready  to  do  strangers  good. 
Forgetting  his  own  nesh  and  blood  V* 

Novi^  Grub  Street  wits  are  all  employed  ^ 
With  elegies  the  town  is  cloy'd : 


*  He  would  send  mant/  a  message  is  right :  but  the  question 
hoto^  seems  to  destroy  the  unity  or  collective  nature  of  the  idea ; 
and  therefore  it  ought  to  hare  been  expressed|  if  the  measure 
would  have  allowed  it,  without  the  article,  in  the  plural  number, 
how  many  messages, — Lowtii* 
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Some  paragraph  in  eveiy  paper 

To  curse  the  Dean^  or  bless  the  Drapier.* 

The  doctors,  tender  of  their  fame^ 
Wisely  on  mfe  lay  all  the  blame« 
**  We  must  confess,  his  case  was  nice; 
iBut  he  would  never  take  advice. 
Had  he  been  rul'd,  for  aught  appears. 
He  might  have  liv'd  these  twenty  years  j 
For,  when  we  open'd  him,  we  found. 
That  all  his  vital  pa<ts  were  sound/* 

From  Dublin  soon  to  London  spread, 
TTis  told  at  court,  f  **  the  Dean  is  dead/^ 
And  Lftdy  Suffolk,  |  in  the  spleen. 
Runs  laughing  up  to  tell  the  queen.      , 


^  The  aathor  imagines  that  the  scribblers  of  the  prerailiag  par. 
ty,  which  he  alwajrs  opposed,  will  libel  him  after  his  death  ;  bat 
that  ethers  will  remember  him  with  gratitude,  who  can  consider 
the  serrice  he  had  done  to  Ireland,  under  the  name  of  M«  B.  Dra. 
pier,  by  utterly  defeating  the  destructiye  project  of  Wood's 
halfpence,  in  five  letters  to  the  people  in  Ireland,  at  that  time 
read  uniTcrsally,  and  conTincing  to  erery  re^er.— Dubl.  ed. 

f  The  Dean  supposed  himself  to  die  in  Ireland,  where  he  was 
bom. — Ibid. 

t  Mrs  Howard,  at  one  time  a  favourite  with  the  Dean. — F« 

Mrs  Howard,  afterwards  Countess  of  Suifolk,  then  of  the  bed- 
chamber to  the  queen,  professed  much  friendsl^ip  for  the  Dean. 
The  queen,  then  princess,  sent  a  dozen  times  to  the  Dean  (then 
in  London),  with  her  commands  to  attend  her;  which  at  last  he 
did,  by  adrioe  of  all  his  friends.  She  often  sent  for  him  after* 
wards,  and  always  treated  him  very  giaciously. . '  He  taxed  her 
with  a  present  worth  ten  pounds,  which  she  promised,  before  he 
should  return  to  Ireknd ;  but  on  his  taking  leave  the  medals  were 
not  ready.— Dubl.  ed. 

The  medals  w^re  to  be  sent  to  the  Dean  in  four  montb9; 
but  *    ♦    *    ♦ 
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The  queen,  so  gracious^  mild,  and  good. 
Cries,  **  is  he  gone !  'tis  time  he  should. 
He's  dead,  you  say ;  then  let  him  rot  y 
I'm  glad  the  medals  *  were  forgot. 
I  pr6mis'd  him,  I  own;  but  when  ? 
I  only  was  the  princess  then : 
But  now,  as  consort  of  the  king. 
You  know,  'tis  quite  another  thing." 
Now  Chartres,t  at  Sir  Robert's  levee. 
Tells  with  a  sneer  the  tidings  heavy : 
**  Why,  if  he  died  without  his  shoes," 
Cries  Bob,  J  "  I'm  sorry  for  the  news : 
O,  were  the  wretch  but  living  still. 
And  in  his  place  my  good  friend  Will !  § 


+  Chartres  U  a  int>st  infomous  THe  scoundrel,  grown  from  a 
foot-boy,  or  worse,  to  a  prodigiotis  fortune,  both  in  England  and 
Scotland*  He  had  a  way  of  insinnating  himself  into  all  ministers, 
under  every  change,  either  as  pimp,  flatterer,  or  informer.  He 
was  tried  at  seventy  for  a  rape,  and  came  off  by  sacrificing  a  great 
part  of  his  fortune.  He  is  since  dead ;  but  this  poem  still  pre- 
•erres  die  scene  and  time  it  was  written  in.— •Dabl.  ed. 

X  Sir  Robert  Waipole,  chief  minister  of  state,  treated  the 
Dean  in  1736  with  great  distinction ;  inrited  him  to  dinner  at 
Chelsea,  with  the  Dean's  friends  chosen  on  purpose ;  appoints 
an  hour  to  talk  with  him  on  Irehind,  to  which  kingdom  and 
people  the  Dean  found  him  no  great  friend ;  for  he  defended 
Wood's  project  of  halfpence,  &c.  for  which  the  Dean  would  see 
him  no  more :  and  upon  his  next  year's  return  to  England,  Sir 
Robert,  on  an  accidental  meeting,  made  him  a  civil  compliment ; 
but  the  Dean  never  made  him  another  visit. — Ibid, 

%  Mr  William  Pultney,  from  being  Sir  Robert's  intimate  friend, 
detesting  his  administration,  opposed  his  measures,  and  joined 
with  my  Lord  Bolingbroke,  to  represent  his  conduct,  in  an  ex- 
cellent paper  called  the  Craftsman,  which  b  still  contianed.— ^ 
Rid* 
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Or  had  a  mitre  on  his  bead^ 
Provided  Bolingbroke  *  w^re  dead  !" 
Now  Curllt  his  shop  from  rubbish  drains : 
Three  genuine  tomes  of  Swift's  remsLim  I 
And  then,  to  make  them  pass  the  glibber, 
Revis'd  by  Tibbalds,  Moore,  and  Cibber.  % 
He'll  treat  me  as  he  does  my  betters. 
Publish  my  will,  my  life,  my  letters  ;§ 
Revive  the  libels  bom  to  die; 
Which  Pope  must  bear,  as  well  as  I. 
Here  shift  the  scene,  to  represent 
How  those  I  love  my  death  lament. 


♦  Henry  St  J€>hD,  Lord  Viscount  Bolingbroke,  secretary  of 
^iskfe  to  Queen  Anne,  of  blessed  memory.  He  is  reckoned  the 
most  uniTersal  genius  in  Europe.  WaJpoIe,  dreading  his  abilities^ 
treated  fiim  most  injuriously,  working  with  King  (^orge  I.,  who 
forgot  his  promises  of  restoring  the  said  lord,  upon  tht  resttess 
importunities  of  the  said  Walpole. — Dubl.  ed* 

f  Curll  hath  been  the  most  infamous  bookseller  of  any  age  or 
eouTftry*  His  character,  in  part,  may  be  found  in  Mr  Pipers 
Dunciad.  He  published  three  Tolumes,  all  charged  on  the  DesoBy 
who  nerer  writ  three  pages  of  them*  He  hath  used  nany  of  the 
Bean's  frknds  in  almost  as  Yile  a  manner.— ftrcf. 

:j:  Three  stupid  Terse  writers  in  London ;  the  last,  to^the  shame 
of  the  court,  and  the  highest  disgrace  to  wit  and  learning,  was 
made  laureat.  Moore,  confmonly  called  Jemmy  Moore,  spn  of 
Arthur  Moore,  whose  father  was  jailor  of  Monaghan,  in  Ireland* 
See  the  character  of  Jemmy  Moore,  and  Tibbalds,  Theobald  in 
the  Dunciad.— ^/(^tdL 

§  Curll  is  notoriously  infamous  for  publishing  the  liTes,  let- 
ters, and  last  wills  and  testaments  of  the  nobility  and  ministers  of 
stater  9S  well  as  of  all  the  rogues  who  are  hanged  at  Tyburn.  He 
hath  been  in  custody  of  the  House  of  Lords,  for  publishing  o^ 
forging  the  ](9tters  of  many  peers,  wMch  made  the  Lords  eater  a 
resolution  in  their  journal.book,  that  no  life  nor  writings  of  any 
)«rd  should  be  published,  without  the  consent  of  the  next  faeir^ 
or  license  from  their  House.— /^tc^ 

10 
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Poor  Pope  will  grieve  a  month,  and  Gay 
A  week,  and  Arbuthnot  a  day. 

St  John  himself  will  scarce  forbear 
To  bite  his  pen,  and  drop  a  tear. 
The  rest  Mrill  give  a  shrug,  and  cry, 
"  I*m  sorry-T-but  we  all  must  die  !" 

Indifference,  clad  in  Wisdom's  guise, 
All  fortitude  of  mind  supplies: 
For  how  can  stony  bowels  melt 
In  those  who  never  pity  felt ! 
When  we  are  lash'd,  they  kiss  the  rod. 
Resigning  to  the  will  of  God. 

The  fools,  my  juniors  by  a  year. 
Are  tortur'd  with  suspense  and  fear ; 
Who  wisely  thought  my  age  a  screen. 
When  death  approached,  to  stand  between: 
The  screen  removed,  their  hearts  are  trembling ; 
Thev  mourn  for  me  without  dissembling. 

My  female  friends,  whose  tender  hearts 
Have  bietter  leam'd  to  act  their  parts. 
Receive  the  news  in  doleful  dumps : 
**  The  Dean  is  dead :  (Pray  what  is  trumps?) 
Then,  Lord  have  mercy  on  his  soul ! 
(Ladies,  Fll  venture  for  the  vole.) 
Six  deans,  they  say,  must  bear  the  pall : 
(I  wish  I  knew  what  king  to  call.) 
Madam,  your  husband  will  attend 
The  funeral  of  so  good  a  friend. , 
No,  madam,  'tis  a  shocking  sight : 
And  he's  engaged  to-morrow  night : 
My  Lady  Club  will  take  it  ill. 
If  he  should  fail  her  at  quadrille. 
He  lov'd  the  Dean — (I  lead  a  heart), 
But  dearest  friends,  they  say,  must  part. 
His  time  was  come  :  he  ran  his  race  ; 
We  hope  he's  in  a  better  place." 
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Why  do  we  grieve  that  friendk  shouldTdie?' 
No  loss  more  easy  to  supply. 
One  year  is  past ;  a  different  scene ! 
No  further  mention  of  the  Dean ; 
Who  now,  alas !  no  more  is  miss'd^ 
Than  if  he  never  did  exist. 
Where's  now  this  favourite  of  Apollo  ! 
Departed  ^ — and  his  works  must  follow  5 
Must  undergo  the  common  fate ;    ' 
His  kind  of  wit  is  out  of  date.  . 

Some  country  squire  to  Lintot  goes. 
Inquires  for  **  Swift  in  Verse  and  Prose.'* 
Says  Lintot,  •*  I  hare  heard  the  name ; 
He  died  a  year  agd/*t — ^  The  same.'' 
He  searches  all  the  sihop  in  vain. 
•^  Sir,  you  may  find  them  in  Duck-lane;* 
I  sent  them,  with  a  load  of  books. 
Last  Monday  to  the  pastry-cook's/ 
To  fancy  they  could  live  a  year  1 
I  find  you're  but  a  stranger  here. 
The  Dean  was  famous  in  his  time. 
And  had  a  kind  of  knack  at  rhyme- 
His  way  of  writing  now  is  past; 
The  town  has  got  a  better  taste ; 
I  keep  no  antiquated  stuff, 
But  spick  and  span  I  have  enough. 
Pray,  do  but  give  me  leave  to  show  'em ; 
Here's  CoUey  Gibber's  birth-day  poem. 
This  ode  you  never  yet  have  seen,^ 
By  Stephen  Duck,  upon  the  queen. 
Then  here's  a  letter  finely  penn'd 
Against  the  Craftsman  and  his  friend : 


*  A  place  in  London,  where  old  hooks  are  sold.— Dubl.  cd- 
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It  clearly  shows  that  all  reflection 
On  ministers  is  disaffection. 
Next,  here*s  Sir  Robert's  vindication,* 
And  Mr  Henley's  last  oration,  f. 
The  hawkers  have  not  got  them  yet : 
Your  honour  please  to  buy  a  set  ? 

"  Here's  Wolston's  J  tracts,  the  twelfth  edition ; 
'Tis  read  by  every  politician : 
The  country  members,  when  in  town. 
To  all  their  boroughs  send  them  down ; 
You  never  met  a  thing  so  snuart ; 
The  courtiers  have  them  all  by  heart : 
Those  maids  of  honour,  who  can  read. 
Are  taught  to  use  them  for  their  creed. 
The  reverend  author's  good  intention 
Has  been  rewarded  with  a  pension.  § 
He  does  an  honour  to  his  gown. 
By  bravely  running  priestcraft  down  : 
He  shows,  as  sure  as  God's  in  Gloucester, 
That  Moses  was  a  grand  impostor  s 
That  all  his  miracles  were  cheats. 
Performed  as  jugglers  do  their  feats: 


*  Walpole  hath  a  set  of  party  scribblers,  who  do  nothing  but 
write  in  his  defence. — Dobl.  ed. 

+  Henley  is  a  clergyman,  who,  wanting  both  merit  and  luck  to 
get  preferment,  or  even  to  keep  his  curacy  in  the  established 
church,  formed  a  new  conTcnticle,  which  he  cailetH  an  Oratory. 
There,  at  set  times,  he  deliTcreth  strange  speeches,  compiled  by 
himself  and  his  associates,  who  share  the  profit  with  him^  Every 
hearer  payeth  a  shilling  each  day  for  admittance.  He  is  an  abso- 
lute  dunce,  but  generally  reported  crazy. — Ibid, 

J  Wolston  was  a  clergyman,  but  for  want  of  bread  hath,  in 
sereral  treatises,  in  the  most  blasphemous  manner,  attempted  to 
turn  our  Saviour's  miracles  into  ridicule.  He  is  much  caressed 
by  many  great  courtiers,  and  by  all  the  infidels,  and  his  books 
read  generally  by  the  court  ladies. — Ibid. 

§  Wolston  is  here  confounded  with  Woolaston.— H. 
VOL.  XIV.  Y 
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The  church  had  never  such  a  writer: 
A  shame  he  has  not  got  a  mitre  !^' 

Suppose  me  dead ;  and  then  suppose 
A  club  assembled  at  the  Rose  ; 
Where,  from  discourse  of  this  and  that, 
I  grow  the  subject  of  their  chat. 
And  while  they  toss  my  name  about. 
With  favour  some,  and  some  without. 
One,  quite  indifferent  in  the  cause. 
My  character  impartial  draws : 

*^  The  Dean,  if  we  believe  report. 
Was  never  ill-received  at  court. 
As  for  his  works  in  verse  and  prose, 
I  own  myself  no  judge  of  those : 
Nor  can  I  tell  what  critics  thought  *em ; 
But  this  I  know,  all  people  bought  *em  a 
As  with  a  moral  view  designed 
To  pure  the  vices  of  mankind  : 
His  vein,  ironically  grave, 
Expos'd  the  fool,  and  lashed  the  knave. 
To  steal  a  hint  was  never  known. 
But  what  he  writ  was  all  his  own, 

"  He  never  thought  an  honour  done  hinv 
Because  a  duke  was  proud  to  own  him  5 
Would  rather  slip  aside,  and  choose 
To  talk  with  wits  in  dirty  shoes ; 
Despised  the  fools  with  stars  and  garters. 
So  often  seen  caressing  Chartres, 
He  never  courted  men  in  station. 
Nor  persons  held  in  admiration  5 
Of  no  man's  greatness  was  afraid, 
Because  he  sought  for  no  man's  aid. 
Though  trusted  long  in  great  affairs. 
He  gave  himself  no  haughty  airs : 
Without  regarding  private  ends. 
Spent  all  his  credit  for  his  friends ; 
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And  only  chose  the  wise  and  good  ^ 
No  flatterers ;  no  allies  in  blood : 
But  succour'd  virtue  in  distress. 
And  seldom  fail'd  of  good  success ; 
As  numbers  in  their  hearts  must  own. 
Who,  hut  for  him,  had  been  unknown.  * 
"  With  princes  kept  a  due  decorum ; 
But  never  stood  in  awe  before  *em. 
He  followed  David's  lesson  just ; 
In  princes  never  put  thy  trust : 
.And  would  you  make  him  truly  sour. 
Provoke  him  with  a  slave  in  power. 
The  Irish  senate  if  you  nam*d. 
With  what  impatience  he  declaimed ! 
Fair  Liberty  was  all  his  cry ; 
For  her  he  stood  prepared  to  die ; 
For  her  he  boldly  stood  alone  j 
For  her  he  oft  expos'd  his  own.  % 

1  wo  kingdoms,  f  just  as  faction  led. 
Had  set  a  price  upon  his  head ; 
But  not  a  traitor  could  be  found, 
To  sell  him  for  six  hundred  pound. 


♦  Dr  Delaoy,  ia  the  close  of  his  eighth  letter,  after  having 
enumerated  the  friends  with  whom  the  Dean  lived  in  the  greatest 
intimacy,  very  handsomely  applies  this  passage  to  himself. — H. 

+  In  1713,  the  queen  was  prevailed  with,  by  an  address  from 
the  House  of  Lords  in  England,  to  publish  a  proclamation,  pro. 
mising  three  hundred  pounds  to  discover  the  author  of  a  pamph- 
let, called,  "  The  Public  Spirit  of  the  Whigs;''  and  in  Ireland, 
in  the  year  1724,  Lord  Carteret,  at  his  first  coming  into  the  go- 
vernment, was  prevailed  on  to  issue  a  proclamation  for  promis- 
ing the  like  reward  of  three  hundred  pounds  to  any  person  who 
would  discover  the  author  of  a  pamphlet^  called,  ^'  TheDrapier's 
Fourth  Letter^''  &c.  written  against  that  destructive  project  of 
coining  halfpence  for  Ireland ;  but  in  neither  kingdom  was  the 
Dean  discovered,— H. 
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"  Had  he  but  sp^M  his  tongue  and  pen. 
He  might  have  rose  like  other  men  : 
But  power  was  never  in  his  thought, 
And  wealth  he  valu*d  not  a  groat : 
Ingratitude  he  often  found. 
And  pitied  those  who  meant  the  wound : 
But  kept  the  tenor  of  his  mind, 
To  merit  well  of  human  kind : 
Nor  made  a  sacrifice  of  those 
Who  still  were  true,  to  please  his  foes. 
He  labour'd  many  a  fruitless  hour, 
To  reconcile  his  friends  in  power ; 
Saw  mischief  by  a  faction  brewing. 
While  they  pursu'd  each  other's  ruin. 
But  finding  vain  was  all  his  care. 
He  left  the  court  in  mere  despair.  * 

"  And,  oh !  how  short  are  human  schemes! 
Here  ended  all  our  golden  dreams. 
What  St  John's  skill  in  state  affairs. 
What  Ormond's  valour,  Oxford's  cares. 
To  save  their  sinking  country  lent, 
AVas  all  destroy'd  by  one  event. 
Too  soon  that  precious  life  was  ended. 
On  which  alone  our  weal  depended,  f 


*  Queen  Anne's  ministry  feU  to  variance  from  the  first  year 
after  its  commencement :  Harcourt  the  chancellor,  and  the  secre- 
tary Bolingbroke,  were  discontented  with  the  treasurer  Oxford, 
for  his  too  great  mildness  to  the  whigs  ;  this  quarrel  grew  higher 
every  day  until  the  queen's  death.  The  Dean,  who  was  the 
only  person  that  endeavoured  to  reconcile  them,  found  it  impos. 
sible ;  and  thereupon  retired  into  Berkshire,  about  ten  weeks 
before  that  event.— H. 

+  In  the  height  of  the  quarrel  bcttpeen  the  ministers,  the  queea 
died,  Aug.  1,  1714 — H. 
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When  up  a  dangerous  faction  starts,  *  ' 

With  wrath  and  vengeance  in  their  hearts ; 

By  solemn  league  and  covenant  boiHid, 

To  ruin,  slaughter,  and  confound ; 

To  turn  religion  to  a  fable, 

And  make  the  government  a  Babel ; 

Pervert  the  laws,  disgrace  the  gown. 

Corrupt  the  senate,  rob  the  crown ; 

To  sacrifice  Old  England's  glory. 

And  make  her  infamous  in  story  : 

When  such  a  tempest  shook  the  land. 

How  could  unguarded  Virtue  stand  ! 

With  horror,  grief,  despair,  the  Dean 

Beheld  the  dire  destructive  scene: 

His  friends  in  exile,  or  the  Tower, 

Himself  t  within  the  frown  of  power ; 

Pursu'd  by  base  envenom'd  pens, 

Far  to  the  land  of  saints  and  fens ; 

A  servile  race  in  folly  nurs'd. 

Who  truckle  most,  when  treated  worst. 

"  By  innocence  and  resolution. 
He  bore  continual  persecution ; 
While  numbers  to  preferment  rose. 
Whose  merits  were,  to  be  his  foes  s 
When  even  his  own  familiar  friends. 
Intent  upon  their  private  ends. 


*  On  the  queen's  demise,  the  whigs  were  restored  to  power, 
which  they  exercised  with  the  utmost  rage  and  revenge ;  im- 
peached and  banished  the  chief  leaders  of  the  church  party, 
and  stripped  all  their  adherents  of  what  employments  they 
had.— H. 

+  Upon  the  queen's  death,  the  Dean  returned  to  Dublin  :  jet 
numberless  libels  were  written  against  him  in  England ;  he  was 
insulted  in  the  street,  and  at  night  was  forced  to  be  attended  bj 
lis  servants  armed ••-H. 
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Like  renegadoes  now  he  feels. 
Against  him  lifting  up  their  heels. 

"  The  Dean  did,  by  his  pen,  defeat 
An  infamous  destructive  cheat ;  * 
Taught  fools  their  interest  how  to  know. 
And  gave  them  arms  to  ward  the  blow. 
Envy  has  own'd  it  was  his  doing. 
To  save  that  hapless  land  from  ruin; 
While  they  who  at  the  steerage  stood. 
And  reap'd  the  profit,  sought  his  blood. 

"  To  save  them  from  their  evil  fate. 
In  him  was  held  a  crime  of  state. 
A  wicked  monster  on  the  bench,  f 
Whose  fury  blood  could  never  quench  ; 


*  Wood,  a  hardware-man  from  England,  had  a  patent  for 
coining  copper  halfpence  for  Ireland,  to  the  sum  of  108,0001. 
which,  in  the  consequence,  must  have  left  that  kingdom  without 
,  gold  or  siWer. — H, 

f  Whitshed  was  then  chief  justice.  He  had  some  years  before 
prosecuted  a  printer  for  a  pamphlet  written  by  the  D^n,  to  per- 
suade the  people  of  Ireland  to  wear  their  own  manufactures. 
Whitshed  sent  the  jury  down  eleren  times^  and  kept  them  nine 
hours,  until  they  were  forced  to  bring  in  a  special  verdict  He 
sat  afterward  on  the  trial  of  the  printer  of  the  Drapier's  fourth 
letter ;  but  the  jury,  against  all  he  could  say  or  swear,  threw  out 
the  bill.  All  the  kingdom  took  the  D^apier's  part,  except  the 
tourtiers,  or  those  who  expected  places.  Whitshed  died  August 
26,  1727,  (having  a  few  months  before  exchanged  his  place  in 
the  king's  bench,  which  he  had  held  ten  or  twelve  years,  for  the 
same  office  in  the  common  pleas)  :  and  Archbishop  Boulter  says, 
his  uneasiness  upon  some  affronts  he  met  with  helped  to  shorten 
his  days.  These  affronts  were  certainly  the  satires  of  the  Dean 
and  his  friends.— H. 
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As  vile  and  profligate  a  villain. 
As  modern  Scroggs,  or  old  Tresilian ;  * 
Who  long  all  justice  has  discarded. 
Nor  fear'd  he  God,  nor  man  regarded ; 
Vow'd  on  the  Dean  his  rage  to  vent. 
And  make  him  of  his  zeal  repent  : 
But  Heaven  his  iimocence  defends. 
The  grateful  people  stand  his  friends ; 
Not  strains  of  law,  nor  judge's  frown. 
Nor  topics  brought  to  please  the  crown. 
Nor  witness  hir'd,  nor  jury  pick'd. 
Prevail  to  bring  him  in  convict. 

"  In  exile,  t  with  a  steady  heart. 
He  spent  his  life's  declining  part ; 
Where  folly,  pride,  and  faction  sway. 
Remote  from  St  John,  Pope,  and  Gay. 
His  friendships  there,  to  few  confin'd,  J 
Were  always  of  the  middling  kind ; 
No  fools  of  rank,  a  mongrel  breed. 
Who  fain  would  pass  for  lords  indeed : 
Where  titles  give  no  right,  or  power,  § 
And  peerage  is  a  wither'd  flower; 


*  Sir  William  Scroggs,  chief  justice  of  the  King's  Bench  ir 
the  reign  of  King  Charles  IL,  and  Sir  Robert  Tresilian,  chief 
justice  of  England  in  the  time  of  Richard  11.,  both  infamous  for 
encroachments  on  the*  liberties  and  property  of  the  people  of 
England. 

+  In  Ireland,  which  he  had  reason  to  call  a  place  of  exile  :  to 
which  country  nothing  could  have  driven  him  but  the  queen's 
death,  who  had  determined  to  fix  him  in  England,  in  spite  of  the 
I>uche8S  of  Somerset,  &c. — ^H. 

I  In  Ireland  the  Dean  was  not  acquainted  with  one  single  lord, 
spiritual  or  temporal.  He  only  conversed  with  private  gentle, 
men  of  the  clergy  or  laity,  and  but  a  small  number  of  either.^* 
Dubl.  ed. 

§  The  peers  of  Ireland  lost  great  part  of  their  jurisdiction  by 
•ne  single  act,     —    —    •—    —    —Ibid. 
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He  would  have  held  it  a  disgrace. 

If  such  a  wretch  had  known  his  face. 

On  rural  squires,  that  kingdom's  bane. 

He  vented  oft'  his  wrath  in  vain  : 

#«««««#  squires  to  market  brought; 

Who  sell  their  souls  and  ****  for  nought. 

The  *******  go  joyful  back, 

To  ***  the  church  their  tenants  rack. 

Go  snacks  with  ******* 

And  keep  the  peace,  to  pick  up  fees ; 

In  every  job  to  have  a  share, 

A  gaol  or  turnpike  to  repair ; 

And  turn  the  tax  for  public  roads. 

Commodious  to  their  own  abodes. 

"  Perhaps  I  may  ?dlow  the  Dean 
Had  too  much  satire  in  his  vein ; 
And  seem'd  determin'd  not  to  starve  it. 
Because  no  age  could  more  deserve  it. 
Yet  malice  never  was  his  aim ; 
He  lash'd  the  vice,  but  spar'd  tljie  name  : 
No  individual  could  resent. 
Where  thousands  equally  were  meant ; 
His  satire  points  at  no  defect. 
But  what  all  mortals  may  correct ; 
For  he  abhorr'd  that  senseless  tribe 
Who  call  it  humour  when  they  gibe : 
He  spar'd  a  hump,  or  crooked  nose. 
Whose  owners  set  not  up  for  beaux. 
True  genuine  dulness  mov'd  his  pity. 
Unless  it  offer'd  fo  be  witty. 
Those  who  their  ignorance  confest. 
He  ne'er  offended  with  a  jest ; 
But  laugh'd  to  hear  an  idiot  quote 
A  verse  from  Horace  learn'd  by  rote. 

"  He  knew  a  hundred  pleasing  stories. 
With  all  the  turns  of  whigs  and  tories  : 


Digitized  by 


Google 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  DR  SWIFT.        345 

Was  cheerful  to  his  dying  day ; 

And  friends  would  let  him  have  his  way. 

^'  H«  gave  the  little  wealth  he  had 
To  build  a  h  use  for  fools  and  mad; 
And  show'd  by  one  satiric  touch. 
No  nation  wanted  it  so  much. 
That  kingdom  he  hath  left  his  debtor, 
I  wish  it  soon  may  have  a  better.'* 


VERSES  SENT  TO  THE  DEAN  ON  HIS 
BIRTH-DAY, 

WITH  pine's  HORACE,   FINELY  BOUND. 
BY  DR  J.  tlCAN.  * 

(Horace  speaking.) 

YodVe  read,  sir,  in  poetic  strain. 
How  Varus  and  the  Mantuan  swain 
Have  on  my  birth-day  been  invited, 
(But  I  was  fprc'd  in  verse  to  write  it) 
Upon  a  plain  repast  to  dine, 
And  taste  my  old  Campanian  wine ; 
But  I,  who  all  punctilios  hate. 
Though  long  familiar  with  the  greats 


*  This  ingenious  young  gentleman  was  unfortuiAtely  murdered 
in  Italy. 
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Nor  glory  in  my  reputation. 

Am  come  without  an  invitation ; 

And,  though  I^m  us'd  to  right  Falemiat^ 

1*11  deign  for  once  to  taste  lernian; 

But  fearing  that  you  might  dispute 

{Had  I  put  on  my  common  suit) 

My  breeding  and  my  politesse, 

1  visit  in  my  birth-day  dress ; 

My  coat  of  purest  Turkey  red. 

With  gold  embroidery  richly  spread ; 

To  which  I've  sure  as  good  pretensions. 

As  Irish  lords  who  starve  on  pensions. 

What  though  proud  ministers  of  state 

Did  at  your  antichamber  wait  J 

What  though  your  Oxfords  and  your  St  Johns^ 

Have  at  your  levee  paid  attendance ; 

And  Peterborrow  and  great  Ormond, 

With  many  chiefs  who  now  are  dormant. 

Have  laid  aside  the  general's  staff. 

And  public  cares,  with  you  to  laugh  j 

Yet  I  some  friends  as  good  can  name, 

Nor  less  the  darling  sons  of  fame  ^ 

For  sure  my  Pollio  and  Maecenas 

Were  as  good  statesmen,  Mr  Dean,  as 

Either  your  Bolingbroke  or  Hg^rley, 

Though  they  made  Lewis  beg  a  parley; 

And  as  for  Mordaunt,  your  lov'd  hero, 

ril  match  him  with  my  Drusus  Nero. 

You'll  boast,  perhaps,  your  favourite  Pope  ; 

But  Virgil  is  as  good,  I  iiope. 

I  own  indeed  I  can't  get  any 

To  equal  Helsham  and  Delany ; 

Since  Athens  brought  forth  Socrates, 

A  Grecian  isle  Hippocrates ; 

Since  Tully  liv'd  before  my  time. 

And  Galen  Wess'd  another  clime. 
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YottHl  plead,  perhaps,  at  my  request, 
To  be  admitted  as  a  guest, 
**  Your  hearing's  bad !" — But  why  such  fears  ? 
I  speak  to  eyes,  and  not  to  ears ; 
And  for  that  reason  wisely  took 
The  form  you  see  me  in,  a  book. 
Attack'd  by  slow  devouring  moths. 
By  rage  of,barbarous  Huns  and  Goths ; 
By  Bentley's  notes,  my  deadliest  foes, 
By  Creech's  rhymes,  and  Dniester's  prose ; 
I  found  my  boasted  wit  and  fire 
In  their  rude  hands  almost  expire : 
Yet  still  they  but  in  vain  assail'd ; 
For,  had  their  violence  prevail'd. 
And  in  a  blast  destroy'd  my  frame. 
They  would  have  partly  miss'd  their  aim  5 
Since  all  my  spirit  in  thy  page 
Defies  the  Vandals  of  this  age. 
^Tis  yours  to  save  these  small  remains 
From  future  pedant's  muddy  brains. 
And  fix  my  long  uncertain  fate, 
You  best  know  how — "  which  way  ?" — Trans- 
late. 


EPIGRAM  BY  MR  BOWYER. 

INTENDED    TO    BE    PLACED    UNDER    THE    HEAD 

OF  GULLIVER. 

1733. 

*'  Here  learn  from  moral  truth  and  wit  refin'd^ 
How  vice  and  folly  have  debas'd  mankindj 
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Strong  sense  and  humour  s^rm  in  virtue's  cs^use  ; 
Thus  her  great  votary  vindicates  her  laws  : 
While  bold  and  free  the  glowing  colours  strike ; 
Blame  not  tlie  picture,  if  the  picture's  like/* 


ON  PSYCHE.* 


At  two  afternoon  for  our  Psyche  inquire,  • 
Her  tea-kettle's  on,  and  her  smock  at  the  fire :. 
So  loitering,  so  active ;  so  busy,  so  idle  ; 
Which  has  she  most  need  of,  a  spur  or  a  bridle  ? 
Thus  a  greyhound  outruns  the  whole  pack  in  a  race. 
Yet  would  rather  be  hang'd  than  he'd  leave  a  warm 

place. 
She  gives  you  such  plenty,  it  puts  yoil  in  pain; 
But  ever  with  prudence  takes  care  of  the  main. 
To  please  you,  she  knows  how  to  choose  a  nice  bit ; 
For  her  taste  is  almost  as  refin'd  as  her  wit. 
To  oblige  a  good  friend,  she  will  trace  every  market. 
It  would  do  your  heart  good,  to  see  how  she  will 

cark  it. 
Yet  beware  of  her  arts ;  for,  it  plainly  appears. 
She  saves  half  her  victuals,  by  feeding  your  ears. 


*  Mrs  Sican,  a  very  ingenious  kdy,  mother  to  the  author  of 
Hke  poem  in  p.  345. — F. 
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THE  DEAN  AND  DUKE. 

1734. 

James  Brydges  *  and  the  Dean  had   long  been 

friends ; 
James  is  beduk'd;  of  course  their  friendship  ends: 
But  sure  the  Dean  deserves  a  sharp  rebuke. 
For  knowing  James,  to  boast  he  knows  the  duke. 
Yet,  since  just  Heaven  the  duke's  ambition  mocks. 
Since  all  he  got  by  fraud  is  lost  by  stocks, 
His  wings  are  clipp'd  :  he  tries  no  more  in  vain 
With  bands  of  fiddlers  to  extend  his  train. 
Since  he  no  more  can  build,  and  plant,  and  revel, 
.  The  duke  and  dean  seem  near  upon  a  level. 
O  !  wert  thou  not  a  duke,  my  good  Duke  Hum- 
phry, 
From  bailiff's  claws  thou  scarce  could' st  keep  thy 

bum  free. 
A  duke  to  know  a  dean !  go,  smooth  thy  crown  : 
Thy  brother  f  (far  thy  better)  wore  a  gown. 
Well,  but  a  duke  thou  art ;  so  pleas'd  the  king : 
O  !  would  his  majesty  but  add  a  string ! 


^  James  Brydges  was  created  Duke  of  Chandos,  April  SO, 
1719.— N. 

+  The  Hon.  Henry  Brydges,  Archdeacon  of  Rochester.— N. 
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WRITTEN  BY  DR  SWIFT, 

ON    HIS    OWN    DEAFNESS,   IN  SEPTEMBER   1734. 

Vertiginosus,  inops,  surdus,  male  gratus  amicis; 
Non  campana  sonans,  tonitru  non  ab  Jove  missum^ 
Quod  mage  mirandum,  saltern  si  credere  fas  est, 
Non  clamosa  meas  mulier  jam  percutit  aures. 


THE  DEAN'S  COMPLAINT,  TRANSLATED 
AND  ANSWERED. 

DOCTOR. 

Deaf,  giddy,  helpless,  left  alone. 

ANSWER. 

Except  the  first,  the  fault's  your  own. 

DOCTOR. 

To  all  my  friends  a  burden  grown. 

ANSWER. 

Because  to  few  you  will  be  shown. 
Give  them  good  wine,  and  meat  to  stuff. 
You  may  have  company  enough. 
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DOCTOR, 

No  more  1  hear  my  church's  bell, 
Than  if  it  rang  out  for  my  knell. 

ANSWER, 

Then  write  and  read,  'twill  do  as  well, 

DOCTOR, 

At  thunder  now  no  more  I  start. 
Than  at  the  rumbling  of  a  cart, 

ANSWER, 

Think  then  of  thunder  when  you  f — ^t, 

DOCTOR. 

Nay,  what's  incredible,  alack  ! 
No  more  I  hear  a  woman's  clack, 

ANSWER, 

A  woman's  clack,  if  1  have  skill. 
Sounds  somewhat  like  a  throwster's  mill  i 
But  louder  than  a  bell,  or  thunder ; 
That  does,  I  own,  increase  my  wonder. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


[    358     ] 


EPIGRAM  BY  MR  BOWYER. 

'  IN  SYLLABAM  LONGAM  IN  VOCE  VERTIGINOSUS 
A.  D.  SWIFT  CORREPTAM.' 

MusARUM  antistes,  Phoebi  numerosus  alumnus, 
Vix  omnes  numeros  Vertiginosus  habet. 

Intentat  charo  capiti  vertigo  ruinam : 
Oh  !  servet  cerebro  nata  Minerva  caput. 

Vertigo  nimium  longa  est,  divina  poeta ; 
Dent  tibi  Pierides,  donet  Apollo,  brevem. 


THE  DEAN'S  MANNER  OF  LIVING 

On  rainy  days  alone  I  dine 
Upon  a  chick  and  pint  of  wine. 


*  It  is  singular  to  observe  how  nearly  the  Dean's  account  of 
his  housekeeping  agrees  with  the  following  lines  in  a  satire  a- 
gainst  him. 

Or  is  he  settling  schemes  of  life  ? 

Money,  besure ;  besure,  no  wife. 

r  th'  morning  fixing  water-jErmel, 

Tea  is  damnM  dear,  and  will  not  do  well. 

At  noon,  no  dishes ;  no !  a  chop, 

Stole  in  by  John,  from  ueighbooring  shop. 

Where  diet,  ready-dressed,  is  sold. 

A  grisken  hot,  or  sliver  cold ; 

And  for  the  night,  a  crust  of  bread, 

A  pint  of  wine,  and  so  to  bed. 
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On  rainy  days  I  dine  alone. 
And  pick  my  chicken  to  the  bone : 
But  this  my  servants  much  enrages. 
No  scraps  remain  to  save  board-wages. 
In  weather  fine  I  nothing  spend. 
But  often  spunge  upon  'a  friend: 
Yet,  where  he's  not  so  rich  as  I, 
I  pay  my  club,  and  so  good  b*ye. 


UnletH,  iwlieii  winds  hsre  Uofvn  MH  etal, 
And  packeti  briof  a  rebel  xvest. 
Fun  thuifKfat  with  news ;  then  everjr  door 
BeinK  shut,  to  Glut  tbeir  treaeoo  o'er,  . 
And  o*er  again ;  ftdl  1k>wIs  go  roandy 
With  sprightly  mirth  hud  laiction  crownM ; 
And  Johi^  is  bid  to  cut,  and  eat  on. 
Till  a  whole  yard  of  ipeek  ci  mvAUm 
He  into  chops  dissectiL  to  cloy 
Th*  admiring  Iknily  with  joy* 

Bat  if  no  newsmonger  appears^ 
Or  if  h*  advise  from  adverse  star^ 
Tliioly  at  home  the  Dean  is  fed. 
Or  visits  for  his  daily  bread ; 
And  John  and  Nell,  with  whey-like  beer. 
Brown  loaf  and  cheese  (most  hearty  fiureX 
Having  indulged,  may  take  their  ease, 
I^vve,  snore,  or  sing,  or  what  they  pleaM. 

GULUTUii  ANA,  Lond.  1728|  p.  49. 
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VERSES  MADE  FOR  FRUIT-WOME^  &c. 

I.  *  '  '     . 

▲PPLBS. 

Come  buy  my  fine  nv^res. 

Plumbs,  apples,  and  pears. 

A  hundred  a  penny. 

In  conscience  too  many : 

Come,  will  you  have  any  ? 

My  children  are  seven, 

I  wish  them  in  Heaven ; 

Mjr  husband  a  sot, 

"With  his  pipe  and  his  pot. 

Not  a  farthing  will  gain  them. 

And  I  must  maintain  them. 


ASPABAGUS. 


Ripe  -sparagras 
Fit  for  lad  or  lass. 
To  make  their  water  pass  : 
O,  'tis  pretty  picking 
With  a  tender  chicken ! 


ONIONS. 


Come,  follow  me  by  the  smell. 
Here  are  delicate  onions  to  seD, 
I  promise  to  use  you  well. 
They  make  the  blood  warmer, 
You'U  feed  like  a  fanner ; 
1 
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For  this  is  every  cook's  opinion. 
No  savoury  dish  without  an  onion ; 
But,  lest  your  kissing  should  be  spoiFd, 
Your  onions  must  be  thoroughly  boil'd : 

Or  else  you  may  spare 

Your  mistreite'^  share. 
The  secret  will  never  be  known : 

She  cannot  discover 

The  breath  of  her  lover. 
But  think  it  as  sweet  as  hiei"  own. 


OYSTERS. 


Charming  oystersr^  cl-y : 
My  masters  come  buy, 
So  plump  and  so  fresh. 
So  sweet  is  their  flesh. 
No  Colchester  oyster 
Is  sweeter  and  moister : 
Your  stomach  they  settle, 
And  rouse  up  your  mettle  i 

They'll  make  you  a  dad 

Of  a  lass  ora  lad; 

And  madam  your  wife 

They'll  please  to  the  life  ; 
Be  she  barren,  be  she  old. 
Be  she  slut,  or  be  she  scold. 
Eat  my  oysters,  and  lie  near  her. 
She'll  be  fruitful,  never  fear  her. 
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HERRINGS. 

Be  not  sparing. 

Leave  off  swearing. 

Buy  my  herring 

Fresh  from  Malahide,  * 

Better  never  was  try'd. 
Come,  eat  them  wijh  pure  fresh  butter  and  fnus* 

tard. 
Their  bellies  are  soft,  and  as  white  as  a  custard* 
Come,  sixpence  a  dozen,  to  get  me  some  bread. 
Or,  like  my  own  herrings,  I  soon  shall  be  dead. 


OAANGBS. 


Come  buy  my  fine  oranges,  sauce  for  your  veal, 
And  charming,  when  squeezed  in  a  pot  of  brown 

ale  ; 
Well  roasted,  with  sugar  arid  wine  in  a  cup. 
They'll  make  a  sweet  bishop  when  gentlefolks  sup. 


*  Malahide^  a  Tillage  five  miles  from  Dablin,  famoos  for 
oysters.— F. 
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ON  ROVER.    A  LADY'S  SPANIEL. 


INSTRUCTIONS  TO  A  PAINTER.  * 

Happiest  of"  the  spaniel  race. 
Painter,  with  thy  colours  grace  : 
Draw  his  forehead  large  and  high. 
Draw  his  blue  and  humid  eye ; 
Draw  his  neck  so  smooth  and  round, 
Little  neck  with  ribands  bound ! 
And  the  muscly  swelling  breast. 
Where  the  Loves  and  Graces  rest ; 
And  the  spreading  even  back. 
Soft,  and  sleeky  and  glossy  black ; 
And  the  tail  that  gently  twines, 
Like  the  tendrils  of  the  vines ; 
And  the  silky  twisted  hair. 
Shadowing  thick  the  velvet  ear ; 
Velvet  ears,  which,  hanging  low. 
O'er  the  veiny  temples  flow. 

With  a  proper  light  and  shade. 
Let  the  winding  hoop  be  laid ; 
And  within  that  arching  bower 
(Secret  circle,  mystic  power) 
In  a  downy  slumber  place 
Happiest  of  the  spaniel  race ; 
While  the  soft  respiring  dame,   *. 
Glowing  with  the  softest  flame. 


*  In  ridicule  of  Phillips's  poem  on  Miss  Carteret ;  and  writ- 
ten, it  has  been  said,  *«  to  affront  the  lady  of  Archbishop  Boul- 

ter."r-AMOEB80N. 
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On  the  ravished  favourite  pours 
Balmy  dews^  ambrosial  showers ! 
With  thy  utmost  skill  express 
Nature  in  her  richest  dress. 
Limpid  rivers  smoothly  flowing. 
Orchards  by  those  rivers  blowing ; 
Curling  woodbine,  myrtle  shade. 
And  the  gay  enamell  d  mead; 
Where  the  linnets  sit  and  sing. 
Little  spoitlings  of  the  spring; 
^  Where  the  breathing  field  and  grove 
Sooth  the  heai-t,  and  kindle  love. 
Here  for  me,  and  for  the  Muse, 
Colours  of  resemblance  choose. 
Make  of  lineaments  divine, 
Daply  female  spaniels  shine. 
Pretty  fondlings  of  the  fair. 
Gentle  damsels*  gentle  care ; 
But  to  one  alone  impart 
All  the  flattery  of  thy  art. 
Crowd  each  feature,  crowd  each  grace. 
Which  complete  the  desperate  face ; 
Let  the  spotted  wanton  dame 
Feel  a  new  resistless  flame ! 
Let  the  happiest  of  his  race 
Win  the  fair  to  his  embrace. 
But  in  shade  the  rest  conceal. 
Nor  to  sight  their  joys  reveal. 
Lest  the  pencil  and  the  Muse 
Loose  desires  and  thoughts  infuse. 
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EPIGRAMS  ON  WINDOWS. 

l^EVERAL  OF  THEM  WRITTEN  IN  172®. 
I.   ON  A  WINDOW  AT  AN  INN. 

We  fly  from  luxury  and  wealth. 
To  hardships,  in  pursuit  of  health ; 
From  generous  wines,  and  costly  fare. 
And  ^2ing  in  an  ea^  chair; 
Pursue  the  goddess  Health  in  vain. 
To  find  her  in  a  country  scene. 
And  everywhere  her  footsteps  trace. 
And  see  her  marks  in  every  face ; 
And  still  her  favourites  we  meet. 
Crowding  the  roads  with  naked  feet. 
But,  oh !  so  faintly  we  pursue. 
We  ne'er  can  have  her  full  in  view. 


II.   AT  AN  INN  IN  ENGLAND. 

The  glass,  by  lovers^  nonsense  blurr*d 
Dims  and  obscures  our  sight; 

So,  when  our  passions  Love  has  stirred 
It  darkens  Reason's  light. 
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III.   ON  A  WINPOW  AT  THB  F099  CI^SSBS  IN  THB 
WATLIN6-STRBBT  BOAD,  WARWICKSHIRE. 

Fool,  to  put  up  four  Crosses  at  your  door» 
Put  up  your  Wife,  she's  crpsser  than  all  four. 


IV.   ANOTHER,  AT  CHESTER. 

The  church  and  clergy  here,  no  doubt, 

Are  very  near  akin  ^ 
Both  weather-beaten  are  without. 

And  empty  both  within. 


V.    ANOTHER,  AT  CHESTER. 

My  landlord  is  civil 
But  dear  as  the  d — ^1 : 
Your  pockets  grow  empty 
With  nothing  to  tempt  ye  : 
The  wine  is  so  sour, 
*Twill  give  you  a  scour : 
The  beer  and  the  ale 
Are  mingled  with  stale. 
The  veal  is  such  carrion, 
A  dog  would  be  weary  on. 
All  this. I  have  felt, 
For  I  live  on  a  smelt. 
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yi«      ANOTHER^  AT  CHESTER. 

The  walls  of  this  town 

Are  full  of  renown. 
And  strangers  ddight  to  waUc  round  ^em : 

But  as  for  the  dwellers. 

Both  buyers  and  sellers. 
For  me,  you  may  hang  *eni,  or  drown  *em. 


VII.      ANOTHER,  AT  HOLYHEAD.* 

O  Neptune  !  Neptune  !  must  I  still 
Be  here  detained  against  my  will  ? 
Is  this  your  justice,  when  I'm  come 
Above  two  hundred  miles  from  home ; 
O'er  mountains  steep,  o*er  dusty  plains. 
Half  chok'd  with  dust,  half  drown'd  with  rains. 
Only  your  Godship  to  implore. 
To  let  me  kiss  your  other  shore  ? 
A  boon  so  small !  but  I  may  weep. 
While  you're  like  Baal,  fast  asleep. 


*  These  yerses  are  signed  J——*  K— ;  bat  writteo,  as  it  is 
presumed^  in  Dr  Swift'f  hand.—- D.  S. 
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Vni.     ANOTHER,    WBITTBN   UP(>N  A  WINDOW  WHEBB 
THEBE  WAS  NO  WBITING  BBFOBE. 

Thanks  to  my  stars,  I  once  can  see 
A  window  here  from  scribbling  free  ! 
Here  no  conceited  coxcombs  pass. 
To  scratch  their  paUry  drabs  on  glass ; 
Nor  party  fool  is  calling  names. 
Or  dealing  crowns  to  George  and  James. 


IX.     ON  SEEING  VERSES  WBITTEN  UPON  WINDOWS 

AT  INNS. 

The  sage,  who  said  he  should  be  proud 

Of  windows  in  his  breast, 
Because  he  ne*er  a  thought  allow'd 

That  might  not  be  confest ; 
His  window  scrawl'd  by  every  rake. 

His  breast  again  would  cover. 
And  fairly  bid  the  Devil  take  r 

The  diamond  and  the  lover. 


X.     ANOTHEB. 

By  Satan  taught,  all  conjurors  know 
Your  mistress  in  a  glass  to  show,) 

And  you  can  do  as  much : 
In  this  the  Devil  and  you  agree : 
None  e'er  made  verses  worse  than  he. 

And  thine,  I  swear,  are  such. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


EPIGRAMS  ON  WINDOWS*  363 


XI*  ANOTHER. 


That  love  is  the  Devil,  I'll  prove  when  required; 

Those  rhjrmers  abundantly  show  it: 
They  swear  that  they  all  by  love  are  inspired. 

And  the  Devil's  a  damnable  poet.  ♦ 


*  To  these  Verses,  inscribed  on  the  Windows  of  Inns,  may  be 
added  the  following  inscription,  copied  from  the  Spiritual  Quixote 
of  the  Rey.  Mr  Greares,  and  sud  to  haye  been  found  by  his 
hero,  at  the  George  in  the  Tree,  a  public  house  near  Meriden, 
^n  the  Chester  roaidL 

^^  As  he  was  examining  the  parlour  windows  in  this  little  hotel 
(which,  affording  entertainment  for  horse  as  well  as  men,  might 
be  called  an  inn),  he  observed  the  foUowiog  remarkable  inscrip* 
tion: 

J*  S.  D.  S*  P.  D.  Hospes  Ignotus, 

Patriae  (ut  nunc  est)  plusquam  yellet 

notus, 

tempestate  pulsus 

hie  pernoctayit 

A.  D-  M,DCC,XXVI. 

^^  Jonathan  Swift,  Dean  of  St  Patrick's  in  Dublin,  here  a 

stranger  unknown,  but  in  his  own  country  (such  as  it  now  is) 

better  known  than  he  would  wish  to  be,  being  driven  by  a  storm, 

lodged  here  all  night,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  1726. 

^^  Mr  Wildgoose  haying  at  present  little  curiosity  of  that 
kind,  did  not  take  out  the  pane,  as  he  probably  might  have  done 
for  three-halfpence,  and  as  was  done  soon  after  by  some  more 
curious  trayeller."— Spiritual  Quixote,  Lond.  1774«  Vol.  Ill* 
p.  218. 
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TO  JANUS,  ON  NEW-YEARS  DAY,  1736* 

*rwo-f*ac'd  Janus,  god  of  Time  I 
Be  my  Phoebus  while  t  rhime ; 
To  oblige  your  crony  Swift, 
Bring  our  dame  a  new-year's  gift} 
She  has  got  but  half  a  face ; 
J^tnus,  since  thou  hast  a  brace. 
To  niy  lady  once  be  kind  ^ 
Give  her  half  thy  face  behind. 

God  of  Time,  if  you  be  wise. 
Look  not  with  your  future  eyes ; 
What  imports  thy  forward  sight  ? 
Well,  if  you  could  lose  it  quite^ 
Can  you  take  delight  in  viewing 
This  poor  Isle's  t  approaching  ruin, 
When  thy  retrospection  vast 
Sees  the  glorious  ages  past, 
ttappy  nation,  were  we  blind. 
Or  had  only  eyes  behind ! 

Drown  yOiir  morals,  madam  cries, 
141  have  none  but  forward  eyes  5 
iPrudes  decay'd  about  may  tack. 
Strain  their  necks  with  looking  back* 
Give  me  time  when  coming  on ; 
Who  regards  him  when  he's  gone  ? 
By  the  Dean  though  gravely  told. 
New-years  help  to  make  me  old ; 
Yet  I  find  a  new-year's  lace 
Burnishes  an  old-year's  face. 
Give  me  velvet  and  quadrille> 
I'll  have  youth  and  beauty  still. 

*  1729,  Irish  edit  +  Ireland.— H. 
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A  MOTTO  FOR  MR  JASON  HASARD, 

WOOLLBN^DRAPEB  IN  DUBLIN, 

WHOSE  SIGN  WAS  THE  GOLDEN  Ft-EECB. 

Jason,  th^  valiant  prince  of  Greece, 
From  Colchis  brought  the  Golden  Fleece  ; 
We  comb  the  wool,  refine  the  stuff. 
For  modem  Jasons,  that's  enough. 
Oh  !  could  we  tame  yon  watchful  dragon,  * 
Old  Jason  would  have  less  to  brag  on. 


THE  DOG  AND  SHADOW, 

Ore  cibum  portans  catulus  dum  spectat  in  undis, 
Apparet  liquido  praede  melioris  imago : 
Dum  speciosa  diu  damna  admiratur,  et  alt^ 
Ad  latices  inhiat,  cadit  imo  vortice  praeceps 
Ore  cibus^  nee  non  simulacrum  corripit  una. 
Occupat  ille  avidus  deceptis  faucibus  umbram  j 
JUudit  species,  ac  dentibus  aera  inordet, 


*  £iig1and..-Hr 
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TO  A  FRIEND 

WHO  HAD  BEEN  MUCH  ABUSED  IN  MANY  DIPFBBBN'P 
LIBBLS. 

The  greatest  monarch  may  be  stabbed  by  night. 
And  rortune  help  the  murderer  in  his  flight ; 
The  vilest  raifian  may  commit  a  rape. 
Yet  safe  from  injured  innocence  escape  ; 
And  calumny,  by  working  under  ground. 
Can,  unreveng'd,  the  greatest  merit  wound. 

What's  to  be  done  ?  Shall  wit  and  learning  choose 
To  live  obscure,  and  have  no  fame  to  lose  ? 
Bv  Censure  frighted  out  of  Honour's  road^ 
W  or  dare  to  use  the  gifts  by  Heaven  bestow'd  ? 
Or  fearless  enter  in  through  Virtue's  gate. 
And  buy  distinction  at  the  dearest  rate. 


CATULLUS  DE  LESBIA.* 

Lesbia  for  ever  on  me  rails. 
To  talk  of  me  she  never  fails. 


♦  Lesbia  m!  dicit  semper  male ;  nee  tacet  nnquam 
De  ^e.    Lesbia  me,  dispeream,  nisi  amat 
Quo  signo  ?  quia  sunt  totidem  mea  :  deprecor  illam 
Assidui;  yerum,  dispeream^  nisi  amo. 
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Now,  hang  me  but  for  all  her  art, 
I  jRnd,  that  I  have  gain'd  her  heart 
My  proof  is  this :  1  plainly  see. 
The  case  is  just  the  same  with  me  5 
I  curse  her  every  hour  sincerely. 
Yet  hang  me  but  I  love  her  dearly. 


ON  A 

CURATFS  COMPLAINT  OF  HARD  DUTY. 

I  march'd  three  miles  through  scorching  sand. 

With  zeal  iii  heart,  and  notes  in  hand : 

I  rode  four  more  to  Great  St  Mary, 

Using  four  legs,  when  two  were  weary  : 

To  three  fair  virgins  I  did  tie  men, 

In  the  close  bands  of  pleasing  Hymen  : 

I  dipp'd  two  babes  in  holy  water. 

And  purify'd  their  mother  after. 

Within  an  hour  and  eke  a  half, 

Ipreach*d  three  congregations  deaf ; 

Where  thundering  out,  with  lungs  long-winded, 

I  choppM  so  fast,  that  few  the;'e  minded. 

My  emblem,  the  laborious  sun. 

Saw  all  these  mighty  labours  done 

Before  one  race  of  his  was  run. 

All  this  performed  by  Robert  Hewit  1 

What  mortal  else  could  e'er  go  through  it ! 
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TO  BETTY, 

THE  6R1SETTB. 

Queen  of  wit  arid  beauty,  Betty, 
Never  may  the  muse  forget  ye. 
How  thy  face  charms  every  shepherd. 
Spotted  over  like  a  leopara  ! 
And  thy  freckled  neck,  displayed. 
Envy  breeds  in  every  maid ; 
Like  a  flyblown  cake  of  tallow. 
Or  on  parchment  ink  tum'd  yellow  ; 
Or  a  tawny  speckled  pippin, 
Shriveird  with  a  waiter's  keeping. 

And,  thy  beauty  thus  dispatch'd,^ 
Let  me  praise  thy  wit  unmatch'd. 

Sets  of  phrases,  cut  and  dry. 
Ever  more  thy  tongue  supply, 
And  thy  memory  is  loaded 
With  old  scraps  from  plays  exploded : 
Stock'd  with  repartees  and  jokes. 
Suited  to  ^1  Christian  folks  : 
Shreds  of  wit,  and  senseless  rhymes. 
Blundered  out  a  thousand  times ; 
Nor  wilt  thou  of  gifts  be  sparing. 
Which  can  ne'er  be  worse  for  wearing. 
Picking  wit  among  collegians. 
In  the  playhouse  upper  regidns ; 
Where,  in  the  eighteen-penny  galleryi 
Irish  nymphs  learn  Irish  raillery. 
But  thy  merit  is  thy  failing, 
And  thy  raillery  is  railing. 
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Thus  with  talents  well  endued 
To  be  scurrilous  and  rude  ; 
When  you  pertly  raise  your  snout. 
Fleer  and  gibe,  and  laugh  and  flout  ^ 
This  among  rtiberhian  adses 
For  sheer  v/it  and  humour  passes^ 
Thus  indulgent  Chfoe,  bit. 
Swears  you  have  a  world  of  wit.     ' 


EPIGRAM. 

PROM  ThE  IfRENCtt.* 


Who  can  believe  with  common  sense, 
A  bacon  slice  gives  irod  oHence  5 
Or,  how  a  herring  has  a  charm 
Almighty  vengeance  to  disarm  ? 
Wrapped  up  in  Majesty  divine. 
Does  he  regard  on  what  we  dine  ? 


*  A  French  gentleman  dining  with  some  company  on  a  fa8t« 
day,  called  for  some  bacon  and  eggs*  The  rest  were  yer j  angry^ 
and  reptoTed  him  for  so  lieinoas  a  sin :  whereupon  he  wrote  we 
foUowing  lines  ;  which  are  translated  aboTo : 

Pent  on  croire  arec  bon  sens 

Qa*iin  hurdon  le  mit  en  coldre. 
On.  que  manger  no  hareni^, 

Cest  im  secret  poiv  lui  f^laire  ? 
En  Ml  gloire  envelop* 

tkmg^4^  bien  de  oos  soopls  ?-«>K* 


VOL*  XlV*  A   a 
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EPIGRAM. 

As  Thomas  was  cu()g^lla4  ^vqq  day  by  his  wife^ 
He  took  to  thefi^$r^^t,  sixid  fled  for  his  life : 
Tom's  three  dearest  friends  came  by  in  the  squabble^ 
And  sav'd  him  at  once  from  the  shrew  and  the  rabble^^i 
Then  ventured  to  give,  him  some  sober  advice — 
But  Tom  is  a  person  of  honour  so  nice. 
Too  wise  to  take  counsel,  too  proud  to  take  warning. 
That  he  sent  to  all  |t\r^  ^challenge  next  morning. 
Three  duels  he  fought,  thrice  ventured  his  life ; 
Went  home  and  w^  cudgj^ll'd  ^gain  by  his  wife. 


WS^SfSEt^ 


JOAN  CUEWJEj:^  NED. 

Joan  cudgels  Ned,  yet  Ned's  a  bully ; 
Will  xjudgels  Bess,.  yet-Will's  a  cully.    - 
Die  Ned  and  Bess ;  give  Will  to  Joan, 
She  dares  riot  say  her  life's  herWn. 
Pii^  Joan  and  Will  j  give  Bess  to  Ned, 
And  every  day  she  combs  his  head. 


«# 
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ON  TWO  CBLBBRATBD  MODERN  POETS. 

Behold,  tKose-  mbfaarch  oak^;  thm' rise. 
With  lofty  brarictes  to  the  dti^di 
Have  large  proportioned  roots  that^  j^6^ 
With  equal  lohgltude  beloi*r :   •     i 

Two  bards  th«t  nfcw  in  fftsMon  r^gtti 
Most  aptly  this  device  explaiti ': 
If  this  to  clouldsantd  st^rs  will  vfetitutfe,"' 
That  creeps  as  far  to  reach  the  centre ; 
Or,  more  to  shew  the  thin^  I  mean> 
Have  you  not  oi*era~*s^'w-pirseen 
*  A  skill'd  mechanic,  that  has  stood 
High  on  a  length  ofprpstrajte  wood, 
Who  hir'd  a  subtferirknebus  friend 
To  take  his  iron  by  the  end : 
But  which  exceird  Was  nfeVer  fotmd. 
The  itfan  above  or  under  ground. 

The  moral  is  so  pla,in  tp  hit. 
That,  had  I  been  the  god  of  wit, 
Then,  m  a  saw-pit  and  wet  weather. 
Should  Ybung  and  Philips  drudge  toother. 
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UPON  CARTHTS*  THREATENING  TO 
TRANSLATE  PINDAR* 

You  have  undone  Horace, — ^what  should  hmder 
Thy  Muse  firpm  falling  upon  Pindar  ? 
But  ere  you  mount  his  iiery  steed. 
Beware,  O  Bard,  how  you  proceed ; 
For  should  you  give  him  once  the  reins. 
High  up  in  air  he'll  turn  your  brains ; 
And  if  you  should  his  fury  check, 
*Tis  ten  to  one  he  breaks  your  neCk* 


PR|5f\^IFT 

W&OTS  THE  FOLLOWING  SPIORAM  ON  OITE  BBLACOURT'S  COKPtt* 
MENTINO  CARTHT,  A  SCHOOLMASTER^  ON  HIS  POSTRT. 

EPIGRAM. 

Cabthy,  you  say,  writes  well — ^his  ffenius  triie. 
You  pawn  your  word  for  him — ^he^ll  vouch  for  you. 
So  two  poor  knaves,  who  find  their  credit  fail. 
To  cheat  the  wwld,  become  each  other's  bail* 


•  Carthy,  a  scribbling  schoolmaster^  wrote  some  scteie4iii» 
on  Dr  Swift  and  his  Frieltd8.-^F. 
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EPITAPH, 

ON  6BNBRAL  GORGES,*  AND  LADY  MRATH.f 


» 


Under  this  stone  lies  Dick  and  Dolly. 
Doll  dying  first,  Dick  grew  melancholy  j 
For  Dick  without  Doll  thought  living  a  folly. 

Dick  lost  in  Doll  a  wife  tender  and  dear : 
But  Dick  lost  by  Doll  twelve  hundred  a-year ; 
A  loss  that  Dick  thought  no  mortal  could  bear. 

Dick  sigh'd  for  his  Doll,  and  his  mournful  arms 

cross'd ; 
Thought  much  of  his  Doll,  and  the  jointure  he  lost ; 
The  first  vex'd  him  much,  the  other  vex'd  most. 

Thus  loaded  with  grief,  Dick  sigh'd  and  he  cried : 
Ta  live  without  both  full  three  days  he  tried  5 
But  liked  neither  loss,  and  so  quietly  died. 

Dick  lefl  a  pattern  few  will  copy  after : 

Then,  re^er,  pray  shed  some  tears  of  salt  water  j 

For  so  gad  a  t^e  is  no  subject  of  laughter. 


*  Of  Rilbrae,  in  the  county  of  Meatk-^F. 

f  Dorothy,  dowager  of  Bd  Ward,  Earl  of  Meath.  She  was  mar- 
ried to  the  General  in  1716 ;  and  died  April  10,  1728.  Her  hus* 
band  snrriTed  her  bat  two  days.— F. 

Th^  Dolly  of  this  Bpigram,  is  the  same  lady  whom  Swift  treat- 
ed 80  sererely  in  his  jurenile  Dialogue  between  Sir  Harry  Pierce's 
Chariot  and  Miss  Dorothy  Stopford's  Chair. 
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Meath  smiles  for  the  jointure,  though  gotten  so  late ; 
The  son  laughs,  thaft  got  the  hard-gotten  estate ; 
And  Cuffe*  grins,  for  getting  the  Alicant  plate. 

Here  quiet  they  lie,  ^ij^  ^pci^Ap  rise  one  day. 
Both  solemnly  put  in  this  hole  on  a  Sunday^ 
And  jhejr^  Xj^-^. — sic  transit  gloria  mim^i  f 


VERSES  QN  I  I^NOW  NOT  WHAT. 

Mv  latest  tribute  hene  I  sepd, 
With  this  let  your  collection  end. 
Thus  I  consign  you  down  to  fame 
A  character  to  praise  or  blame  : 
And  if  thejvhole  may  pass  for  true. 
Contented  rest,  you  have  your  due. 
Give  future  time  the  satisfaction. 
To  leave  one  handle  for  detraction. 


DR  SWIFT  TO  HIMSELF, 

ON  SAINT  Cecilia's  day. 

Grave  Dean  of  St  Patrick's,  how  comes  it  to  pass, 
That  yoti,  who  know  music  no  more  than  an  ass ; 

*  John  Cnffe^  of  Desart/  E^q.  married  the  General's  eldest 
daughter. — F. 

S 
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That  you  who  so  lately  were  writing  of  drapiers. 
Should  lend  your  cathedral  to  players  and  scrapers?, 
To  act  such  an  opera  once  in  a  year. 
So  offensive  to  every  true  proteslant  ear. 
With  trumpets,  and  fiddles,  and  organs,  and  singing, 
Will  sure  the  pretender  and  popery  bring  in^ 
No  protestant  prelate,  his  lordship  or  gr?ice. 
Durst  there  show  his  right,  or  most  reverend  6tce: 
How  would  it  pollute  their  crosiers  and  rochets. 
To  listen  to  minims,  and  quavers,  and  crotchets  ! 
[The  rest  10  wanting.} 


AN  ANSWER  TO  A  FRIEND^S  QUESTION. 

The  furniture  that  best  doth  please    , 
St  Patrick's  Dean,  good  Sir,  are  these  : 
The  knife  and  fork  with  which  I  eat  \ 
And  next  the  pot  that  boils  the  meat ; 
The  next  to  be  preferred,  I  think. 
Is  the  glass  in  which  I  dbrink  5 
The  shelves  on  which  my  books  I  keep, 
And  the  bed  on  which  I  sleep ; 
An  antique  elbow-chair  between. 
Big  enough  to  hold  the  Dean  ; 
And  the  stpve  that  gives  delight 
In  the  cold  bleak  wintry  night : 
To  these  we  add, a  thing  below. 
More  for  use  reserved  than  show : 
These  are  what  the  Dean  do  please  j 
All  suparfluous  are  but  these. 
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EPIGRAM.* 


Behold  !  a  proof  of  Irish  sense  j 

Here  Irish  wit  is  seen  ! 
When  nothing's  left  that's  worth  defence. 

We  build  a  magazine. 


*  The  Dean,  in  his  lunacy,  had  6ome  intenrals  of  sense ;  at 
which  his  guardians  or  physicians  took  him  out  for  the  air^ 
On  one  of  these  days,  when  they  came  to  the  Park,  Swift  re^ 
marked  a  new  building,  which  he  had  never  seen,  and  asked  what 
it  was  designed  for ?  To  which  Dr  l^ingsbury answered,  ^^That, 
Mr  Dean,  is  the  n^agazine  for  arms  and  powder  for  the  security 
of  the  city."  <^  Oh!  oh!"  says  the  Dean,  pulling  out  his; 
pocket-book,  ^^  let  me  take  an  item  of  that.  Thb  is  worth  rt^ 
marking :  ^  My  tablets,*  as  Hamlet  says,  ^  my  tablets-— memory 
put  down  that !''  Which  produced  the  above  lines,  said  to  b^ 
the  last  he^yer  wrote. 
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EPITAPH, 

INSCRIBED  9N  A  MARBLE  TABLET,  IN  BERKELEY 
CHURCH,  GLOUCESTERSHIRE. 

H.S.E. 

Caro^us  Comes  de  Berkeley,  Vicecomes  Duksley, 
Baro  Berkeley,  de  Berkeley  Cast,  Mowbray,  Segra^tE) 

Et  Bruce,  e  nobilissimo  Ordine  Balnei  Eqaes, 

Yir  ad  genus  quod  spectat  et  proavos  usquequaque  nobilb^ 

£t  longo  si  quis  alius  procerum  stemmate  editus  ; 

Muniis  etiam  tarn  illustri  stirpi  dignis  insignitus. 

Siquidem  a  Gulielmo  IIP  ad  ordines  fcederati  Belgit 

Ablegatus  et  Plenipotentiarns  Extraordioarius 

Rebus,  non  Britanuias  tantiim,  sed  totius  fere  Europae 

(Tunc  temporis  praesertim  arduis)  per  annos  V.  incubuit, 

Quam  felici  diligentia,  fide  quam  intcmerata, 

Ex  illo  discas,  Lector,  quod,  superstite  patre, 

In  magnatum  ordinem  adscisci  meruerit 

Fuit  a  sanctioribus  consiliis  et  Regi  Guliel.  et  Annje  Regm«^ 

E  proregibus  Hiberniae  secundus, 

Comitatum  civitatumqueGlocest  et  Brist.Dominus  LocumtcneiiS| 

Surriae  ctGlocest.  Custos  Rot.,  Urbis  Glocest.  magnus 

Senescallus,  Arcis  sancti  de  BriavoU  Castellan  us, 

Guardianus  Forestas  de  Dean. 

Pcnique  ad  Turcarum  primum,  deinde  ad  Roman.  Imperatorem 

Cum  Legatus  Extraordinarius  designatus  csset, 

Quo  minus  has  etiam  ornaret  pruvincias 

Obstitit  adversa  corporis  valetudo. 

Sed  restat  adhuc,  prae  quo  sordcscunt  caetera, 

Honos  Terus,  stabilis,  ct  vel  morti  cedere  uescius, 

Quod  veritatem  CYangelicam  serio  am  plexus  ; 

£rga  Deum  pius,  erga  pauperes  muniiicus, 

Adversiis  omnes  aequus  et  benevoiu:>,  ^ 

In  Christo  jam  placid^  obdormit 

Cum  eodein  olim  regnaturus  un^. 

Natus  Till''  April,  mdcxlix  deiiatus 

^xit'^  Septem*  mdccx.  aetat.  suae  lxii« 
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ON  PREDBRICK  DUKE  OF  SCHOMBERG.^ 

Hie  infra  situm  est  corpus 

FREDERICI  DUCIS  DE  SCHOMBERG. 

ad  BUDINDAM  occisi,  A.  D.  1690. 

DECANUS  et  CAPITULUM  maximopere  etiam 

atque  etiam  petierunt, 

Ut  h^redes  Ducis  monumentum 

In  memoriam  Parentis  erigendum  curarent: 

Sed  postquam  per  epistolas,  per  amicos, 

diu  ac  saepfe  orando  nil  profec^re ; 
Hunc  demum  lapidem  ipsi  statuerunt, 
t  Saltern  ut  scias,  hospes, 
Ubiiiam  terrarum  SCONBERGENSIS  cineres 
delitescunt. 
"  Plus  potuit  fama  virtutis  apud  alienos, 
Quam  sanguinis  i^roximitas  apud  sues." 
A.D.  1731. 


*  The  Duke  was  unhappily  kiUcd  in  crossing  the  rirer  Boyne, 
July  1690,  and  was  buried  in  St  Patrick's  cathedral ;  where  the 
dean  and  chapter  erected  a  small  monument  to  his  honour,  at 
their  own  expence.— N. 

+  The  words  that  Dr  Swift  first  concluded  the  epitaph  with, 
were,  "  Saltern  ut  sciat  Tiator  indignabuudus,  quali  in  cellul4 
tanti  ductoris  cineres  delitescunt'*— N. 
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VERSES 

WRITTEV   DURING 

JLORD  CARTERETS  ADMINISTRATION 

OF    IRELAND. 


As  Lord  Carteret's  residence  in  Ireland  as  Viceroy  was  a  se. 
tie^  of  cabals  against  the'  aatliority  of  the  prime  minister,  he 
foiled  not,  as  well  from  his  loTe  of  literature  as  from  his  hatred 
^  to  Walpole,  to  attach  to  himself  as  much  as  possible  the  distin^ 
gnished  author  of  the  Drapier  Letters.  Bj  the  interest  which 
Swift  soon  gainod  with  the  Lord.  Lieu  tenant,  he  was  enabled  to 
recommend  sereral  friends,  whose  High  Church  or  Tory  prin- 
ciples had  hitherto  obstructed  their  preferment.  The  task  of  for- 
warding the  Tiews  of  Delany,  in  particular,  led  to  several  of 
Swift's  liTeliest  poetical  effusions,  while,  on  the  other  hand,  he 
was  equally  active  in  galling^  by  his  satire,  Smedley,  and  other  Whig 
beaux  esptits,  who,  during  this  amphibious  administration,  sought 
the  favour  of  a  literary  Lord-Lieutenant,  by  literary  offerings 
and  poetical  adulation.  These  pieces,  with  one  or  two  connect, 
ed  with  the  same  subject,  are  here  thrown  together,  as  they  seem 
to  reflect  light  upon  each  other. 
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APOLOGY  TO  LADY  CARTERET. 

A  LADY,  wise  as  well  as  fair, 

Whose  conscience  always  wds  her  cate, 

Thoughtful  upon  a  point  of  moment, 

Would  have  the  text  as  well  as  comment : 

So  hearing  of  a  ^ve  divine. 

She  sent  to  hid  him  come  to  dine. 

But,  yOii  must  know  he  was  not  quite 

So  grave  as  to  he  unpolite : 

Thought  human  learning  would  not  lessen 

The  dignity  of  his  profession : 

And  if  you'd  heard  the  than  discourse. 

Or  preach,  you^d  like  him  scarce  the  worse. 

He  long  had  bid  the  court  farewell. 

Retreating  silent  to  his  cell ; 

Suspected  for  the  love  he  bore 

To  one  who  sway'd  some  time  before ; 

Which  made  it  more  surprising  how 

He  should  be  sent  for  thither-tiow. 

The  message  told,  he  gapes,  and  stares. 
And  scarce  believes  his  eyes  or  ears : 
Could  not  conceive  what  it  should  mean, 
And  fain  would  hear  it  told  again. 
But  then  the  squire  so  trim  and  nice, 
*Twere  rude  to  make  him  tell  it  twice ; 
So  bow'd,  was  thankful  for  the  honour ; 
And  would  not  fail  to  wait  upon  her. 
His  beaver  brushM,  his  shoes,  and  gown. 
Away  he  trudges  into  town  j 
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Passes  the  lower  castle  yard, 

And  now  advancing  to  the  guard. 

He  trembles  at  the  thoughts  of  state ; 

For,  conscious  of  his  sheepish  gait. 

His  spirits  of  a  sudden  faird  him  ; 

He  stopped,  and  could  not  tell  what  ail'd  him. 

What  was  the  iiies^age  I  rieceiv^d  ? 
Why  certainly  the  captain  ravM  ? 
To  dine  with  her  !  and  come  at  three  I  i 
Impossible !  it  can^t  be  me. 
Or  may  be  I  mistook  the  word  5 
My  ladyT-it  must  be  my  lord. 

My  lord's  abroad  ;  my  lady  too: 
What  must  the  unhappy  doctor  do  ?        4 
**  Is  Captain  Cracherode  *  here,  pray?" — ^  No«' 
'*  Nay,  then  'tis  time  for  me  to  go." 
r  Am  I  awake,  or  do  I  dream  ? 
I'm  sure  he  call'd  me  by  my  name;; 
Nam'd  me  as  plain  as  he  could  speak  y 
And  yet  there  must  be  some  mistake^ 
Why^  what  a  jest  should  I  have  been. 
Had  now  my  lady  beea  within  !  *" 

What  could  I've  said-?  I'ni  mighty  glad 
She  went  abroad— she'd  thought  me  madL 
The  hour  of  dining  now  is  past : 
AVell  then,  I'll  e'en  go  home  anji  fast ; 
And,  since  I  'scap'd  being  made  a  scoff,      # 
I  think  I'm  very  fairly  off. 
My  lady  now  returnipnig  home. 
Calls,  "  Cracherode,  is: the  Doctor  come?" 
He  had  not  heard  of  him — ^"^  Pray  see, 
*Tis  now  a  quarter  after  three." 


*  The  gentleman  who  brought  the  message.      ^ . 


*  r 
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The  Captain  walks  about,  and  searches 

Through  all  the  rooms^  and  courts,  and  arches ; 

Examines  all  the  servants  round. 

In  vain — no  doctor's  to  be  found. 

My  lady  could  not  choose  but  woinler : 

"  Captain,  I  fear  you've  made  smne  blunder : 

But  pray,  to-morrow  go  at  ten ; 

I'll  try  his  manners  once  agaia ; 

If  rudeness  be  th'  effect  of  knowledge. 

My  son  shall  never  see  a  college." 

The  Captain  was  a  man  of  reading. 
And  much  good  sense,  as  well  as  breeding ; 
Who,  loath  to  blame,  or  to  incense. 
Said  little  in  his  own  defence. 
Next  day  another  message  brought : 
The  Doctor,  frighten'd  at  his  fault. 
Is  dress'd,  and  stealing  through  the  crowd. 
Now  pale  as  death,  then  blush'd  and  bow'd. 
Panting — and  faltering — ^humm'd  and  ha'd, 
*'  Her  ladyship  was  gone  abroad ; 
The  Captain  too-ir-he  did  not  know 
Whether  he  ought  to  stay  or  go ;" 
Begg'd  she'd  forgive  him.     la  conclusion. 
My  lady,  pitying  his  confusion, 
Call'd  her  good  nature  to  relieve  him ; 
Told  him,  she  thought  she  might  believe  him  j 
And  would  not  only  grant  his  suit. 
But  visit  him,  and  eat  some  fruit, 
^  Provided,  at  a  proper  time 
He  told  the  real  truth  in  rhyme : 
*Twas  to  no  purpose  to  oppose. 
She'd  hear  of  no  excuse  in  prose. 
The  Doctor  stood  not  to  debate. 
Glad  to  compound  at  any  rate  ; 
So,  bowing,  seemingly  complied ; 
Though,  if  he  durst,  he  had  denied. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


384  POEMS* 

But  first,  resolved  to  show  his  taste. 

Was  too  refin'd  to  give  a  feast : 

He'd  treat  with  nothing  that  was  rare. 

But  winding  walks  and  purer  air ; 

Would  entertain  without  expence^ 

Or  pride  or  vain  magnificence :  ' 

For  well  he  knew,  to  such  a  guest 

The  plainest  meals  must  be  the  best. 

To  stomachs  clogg'd  with  Costly  fare 

Simplicity  alone  is  rare ; 

While  high,  and  nice,  and  curious  meats 

Are  really  but  vulgar  treats. 

Instead  of  spoils  of  Persian  looms, 

The  costly  boast  of  regal  rooms. 

Thought  it  more  courtly  and  discreet 

To  scatter  roses  at  her  feet ; 

Roses  of  richest  die,  that  shone 

With  native  lustre,  like  her  own  y 

Beauty  that  needs  no  aid  of  art 

Through  every  sense  to  reach  the  heart- 

The  gracious  dame,  though  well  ^he  knew 

All  mis  was  much  beneath  her  due, 

Lik'd  every  thing — at  least  thought  fit 

To  praise  it  pdr  maniere  cC acquit. 

Yet  she,  though  seeming  pleas'd,  can't  bear 

The  scorching  sun,  or  chilling  air ; 

Disturbed  alike  at  both  extremes. 

Whether  he  shows  or  hides  his  beams  : 

Though  seeming  pleas'd  at  all  she  sees. 

Starts  at  the  ruffling  of  the  trees. 

And  scarce  can  speak  for  want  of  breathy 

In  half  a  walk  fatigued  to  death. 

The  Doctor  takes  his  hint  from  hence, 

T'  apologize  his  late  offence  : 

**  Madam,  the  mighty  power  of  use 

Now  strangely  pleads  in  my  excuse  J 
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If  you  unus'd  have  scarcely  strength 

To  gain  this  walk's  untoward  length  j 

If,  frightened  at  a  scene  so  rude. 

Through  kmg  disuse  of  solitude ; 

If,  long  confined  to  fires  and  screens. 

You  dread  the  waving  of  these  greens  j 

If  you,  who  long  have  breath'd  the  fumes 

Of  city  fogs  and  crowded  rooms. 

Do  now  solicitously  shuii 

The  cooler  air  and  dazzling  sun^ 

If  his  majestic  eye  you  flee. 

Learn  hence  t*  excuse  and  pity  me» 

Consider  what  it  is  to  bear 

The  powdered  courtier's  witty  sneer  ^ 

To  see  th'  important  man  of  dress 

Scoffing  my  college  awkwardness ; 

To  be  the  strutting  comet's  sport, 

To  run  the  gauntlet  of  the  court. 

Winning  my  way  by  slow  approaches, 

Through  crowds  of  coxcombs  and  of  coaches,^ 

From  the  first  fierce  cockaded  sentry, 

duite  through  the  tribe  of  Waiting  gentry  j 

To  pas^  so  many  crowded  stages, 

And  stand  the  istaring  of  your  pages ; 

And  after  all,  to  crown  my  spleen. 

Be  told— *^  You  are  not  to  be  seen :' 

Or,  if  you  are,  be  forc'd  to  bear 

The  awe  of  your  majestic  air. 

And  can  I  then  be  faulty  found. 

In  dreading  this  vexatious  round  ? 

Can  it  be  strange,  if  I  eschew 

A  scene  so  glorious  and  so  new  ? 

Or  is  he  criminal  that  flies 

The  living  lustre  of  your  eyes  ?'^ 

vot.  XIV.  nh 
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THE  BIRTH  OF  MANLY  VIRTUE. 

INSCKiBED  TO  LOBD  CARTERET.      1/24. 

Chraiior  ei  puichro  veniens  in  corpore  Virtus.    Vibg. 

Once  on  a  time,  a  righteous  sage, 

Griev*d  with  the  vices  of  the  age. 

Applied  to  Jove  with  fervent  prayer 

— "  O  Jove,  if  Virtue  he  so  fair 

As  it  was  deem'd  in  former  days. 

By  Plato  and  by  Socrates, 

Whose  beauties  mortal  eyes  escape. 

Only  for  want  qf  outward  shape  : 

Make  then  its  real  excellence. 

For  once,  the  theme  of  human  sense ; 

So  shall  the  eye,  by  form  confined. 

Direct  and  fix  the  wandering  mind ; 

And  long-deluded  moitals  see. 

With  rapture,  what  they  us'd  to  flee  !" 

Jove  grants  the  prayer,  gives  Virtue  birth, 
And  bids  him  bless  and  mend  the  earth. 
Behold  him  blooming  fresh,  and  fair. 
Now  made — ^ye  gods; — a  son  and  heir  5 
An  heir ;  and,  stranger  yet  to  hear. 
An  heir,  an  orpjian  of  a. peer  5* 
But  prodigies  are  wrought,  to  prove 
Nothing  imposi^ible  to  Jove. 


♦  George,  the  first  Lord  Carteret,  father  of  the  Lord-Lieate. 
nant,  died  when  his  son  was  jbetween  four  and  five  years  of  age. 
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Virtue  was  for  this  sex  design'd^ 
In  mild  reproof  to  womankind ; 
In  manly  form  to  let  them  see 
The  loveliness  of  modesty. 
The  thousand  decencies  that  shone 
With  lessened  lustre  in  their  own ; 
Which  few  had  leam*d  enough  to  prize. 
And  some  thought  modish  to  despise. 

To  make  his  merit  more  discerned. 
He  goes  to  school — ^he  reads — ^is  learn'd ; 
Rais'd  high  above  his  birth,  by  knowledge. 
He  shines  distinguished  in  a  college ; 
Resolv'd  nor  honour,  nor  estate. 
Himself  alone  should  make  him  great. 
Here  soon  for  every  art  renowned. 
His  influence  is  diffused  around ; 
Th'  inferior  youth  to  learning  led. 
Less  to  be  fam'd  than  to  be  fed, 
Behold  the  glory  he  has  won, 
And  blush  to  see  themselves  outdone  ; 
And  now,  inflamed  with  rival  rage. 
In  scientific  strife  engage, 
Engage ;  and,  in  the  glorious  strife. 
The  arts  new  kindle  into  life. 

Here  would  our  hero  ever  dwell, 
Fix'd  in  a  lonely  learned  cell; 
Contented  to  be  truly  great. 
In  Virtue's  best  belov'd  retreat ; 
Contented  he — ^but  Fate  ordains. 
He  now  shall  shine  in  nobler  scenes, 
Rais'd  high,  like  some  celestial  fire. 
To  shine  the  more,  still  rising  higher ; 
Completely  form'd  in  every  part. 
To  win  the  soul,  and  glad  the  heart. 
The  powerful  voice,  the  graceful  mien. 
Lovely  alike,  or  heard,  or  seen  j 
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The  outward  form  wd  inwatd  vie, 
His  soul  bright  beamiiig  (torn  his  eye. 
Ennobling  every  ftct  and  air. 
With  just,  and  generpus,  and  sincere. 

Accomplish'd  thus,  his  next  resor* 
Is  to  the  council  and  the  court. 
Where  Virtue  is  in  leaat  repute. 
And  interest  the  one  pulrsuit ; 
Where  right  and  wrong  are  bought  awd  sold. 
Bartered  foj:  beauty,  and  iov^  g*^ld; 
Here  Manly  Virtue,  even  here, 
Pleas'd  in  th^  person  of  a  p^er, 
A  peer ;  a  scarcely  bearded  youth. 
Who  talk'd  of  justice  and  of  truth. 
Of  innocence  the  surest  guard. 
Tales  here  forgot,  or  yet  unheajrd; 
That  he  alone  deserv'd  esteem,  • 

Who  was  the  man  he  wishM  to  seem  -y 
Caird  it  unmanly  and  unwise. 
To.  lurk  behind  a  mean  disguii^ ; 
(Give  fraudful  Vice  the  mask  md  screen, 
'Tis  Virtue's  interest  to  be  seen ;) 
Caird  want  <>f  gfhame  a  want  of  selise. 
And  found,  in  blushes^  eloquence. 

Thus  acting  what  he  taught  so  weU, 
He  drew  dumb  Merit  from  her  cell. 
Led  with  amazing  art  along 
The,  bashful  dame,  and  loos?d  her  tongue  s 
And,  while  he  made  her  valuta  known. 
Yet  more  d^splay'd  and  rais'd  his  own. 

Thus  yoking,  thus  proof  to  all  tejfnptcttions. 
He  rises  to  the  highest  stations ; 
For  where  high  lionour  is  the.pri^e, 
True  Virtue  has  a.  right  to  risq  : 
Let  courtly  slft^es  Iqw  bei^d  the  knee 
To  Wealth  and  Vice  in  high  degrees     .     . 
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Exalted  Worth  disdahtfi  to  owe 
Its  grandeur  to  its  greatest  Ibe. 

Now  raised  on  high,  see  Virtue  shows 
The  godlike  ends  for  which  he  rose  ;    - 
For  him,  let  proud  Ambition  know 
The  height  of  glory  here  below. 
Grandeur,  by  goodnfess  made  coihplete  ! 
To  bless,  is  truly  to  be  great ! 
He  taught  how  men  to  honour  rise, 
Like  gilded  vapours  to  the  skies, 
Which,  howsoever  they  display 
Their  glory  from  the  god  of  day. 
Their  noblest  use  is  to  Abate 
His  dangerous  excess  of  heat. 
To  shield  the  infant  firuits  and  flowers, 
And  bless  the  earth  with  genial  showers. 

Now  change  the  scene  ;  a  nobler  care 
Demands  him  in  a  higher  sphere  :  * 
Distress  of  nations  calls  him  hence, 
Permitted  so  by  Providertce ; 
For  models,  made  to  mend  our  kind. 
To  no  one  clime  should  be  confined ; 
And  Manly  Virtue,  like  the  sun. 
His  course  of  glorious  toils  should  run  : 
Alike  diffusing  in  his  flight 
Congenial  joy,  and  life,  and  light. 
Pale  Envy  sickens.  Error  flies. 
And  Discord  in  his  presence  dies ; 
Oppression  hides  with  guilty  dread. 
And  Merit  rears  her  drooping  head ; 
The  arts  revive,  the  vallies  sing. 
And  winter  softens  into  spring : 


♦  Lord  Carteret  bad  the  honour  of  mediating  peace  for  S wedea 
with  Dennuurk  and  with  the  Cxar. — H« 
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The  wondering  world,  where'er  he  moves. 
With  new  delight  looks  up,  and  loves  ; 
One  sex  consenting  to  admire. 
Nor  less  the  other  to  desire ; 
While  he,  though  seated  on  a  throne. 
Confines  his  love  to  one  alone ; 
The  rest  condemned  with  rival  voice 
Repining,  do  applaud  his  choice. 

Fame  now  reports,  the  Western  Isle 
Is  made  his  mansion  for  a  while. 
Whose  anxious  natives,  night  and  day, 
(Happy  beneath  his  righteous  sway) 
Weary  the  gods  with  ceaseless  prayer. 
To  bless  him,  and  to  keep  him  there; 
And  claim  it  as  a  debt  from  Fate, 
Too  lately  found,  to  lose  him  late. 


ON 


PADDY'S  CHARACTER  OF  THE 
INTELLIGENCER.*     1729. 

As  a  thorn  bush,  or  oaken  bough, 
Stuck  in  an  Irish  cabin's  brow. 
Above  the  door,  on  country  fair. 
Betokens  entertainment  there ; 


*  Dr  Sheridan  was  publisher  of  the  **  Intelligencer^'*  a  weekly 
paper,  written  principally  by  himself;  but  Dr  Swift  occasionally 
supplied  him  with  a  letter.     Dr  Delany,  piqued  at  the  approba- 
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So  bays  on  poets  brows  have  been 
Set,  K)r  a  sign  of  wit  within. 
And  as  ill  neighbours  in  the  night 
Pull  down  an  Rehouse  bush  for  spite ; 
The  laurel  so,  by  poets  worn, 
Is  by  the  teeth  of  Envy  torn ; 
Envy,  a  canker-worm,  which  tears 
Those  sacred  leaves  that  lightning  spares. 

And  now,  t'exemplify  this  mord : 
Tom  having  earned  a  twig  of  laurel, 
(Which,  measured  on  his  head,  was  found 
Not  long  enough  to  reach  half  round. 
But,  like  a  girl's  cockade,  was  ty'd, 
A  trophy,  on  his  temple-side), 
Paddy  repin*d  to  see  him  wear 
This  badge  of  honour  in  his  hair ; 
And,  thinking  this  cockade  of  wit 
Would  his  own  temples  better  fit. 
Forming  his  Muse  by  Smedley*s  model. 
Lets  drive  at  Tom's  devoted  noddle. 
Pelts  him  by  turns  with  verse  and  prose. 
Hums  like  a  hornet  at  his  nose. 
At  length  presumes  to  vent  his  satire  on 
The  Dean,  Tom's  honour'd  friend  and  patron. 
The  eagle  in  the  tale,  ye  know, 
Teas'd  by  a  buzzing  wasp  below. 


tion  those  papers  received,  attacked  them  violently,  both  in  con- 
▼ersation  and  in  print ;  bat  unfortunately  stumbleid  on  some  of 
the  numbers  which  the  Dean  had  written,  and  all  the  world  ad- 
mired, which  gave  rise  to  these  verses. — H. 

This  is  one  of  the  little  satirical  effusions  from  which  the  Dean's 
intimates  were  never  insured.  It  is  retained  in  this  place  on  ac- 
count  of  the  frequent  mention  of  Delany  in  the  subsequent  poems« 
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Took  wing  to  Jove,  and  hop'd  to  rest 
Securely  in  the  thunderer's  breast : 
In  vain ;  even  there,  to  spoil  his  nod, 
Th^  spiteful  insect  stung  the  god. 


AN  EPISTLE  TO  HIS  EXCELLENCY 

JOHN,  LORD  CARTERET, 

BY  DB  DIGLANY.       1729. 

^^  Credis  ob  hoc,  me,  Pastor,  opes  forUsse  rogare, 
Propter  quod,  tulgiis^  cnussaque  torba  rogat.'' 

Maht.  Eptg.  liib«  ix« 


[Delany,  by  the  patronage  of  Carteret,  and  probably  through  the 
intercession  of  Swift,  had  obtained  a  small  living  in  the  north  of 
Ireland,  worth  about  one  l^ndred  pounds  a-year,  with  the  chan* 
ceJlorship  of  Christ  Church,  and  a  prebend's  stall  in  St  P^ 
trick^s,  neither  of  which  exceeded  the  same  annual  amount, 
yet  a  clamour  was  raised^among  the  Whigs,  on  account  of  the 
multiplication  of  his  preferments ;  and  a  charge  was  founded 
against  the  Lord.Lieutenant,  of  extrayagant  favour  to  a  Tory 
divine,  which  Swift  judged  worthy  of  an  admirable  ironical 
confutation,  in  his  vindication  of  Lord  Carteret.  It  appears 
from  the  following  verses,  that  Delany  was  far  from  being  of 
the  same  opinion  with  those  who  thought  he  was  too  amply 
povided  for,] 


Thoit  wise  and  learned  ruler  of  our  isle, 
Whose  guardian  care  can  all  her  griefs  beguile; 


Digitized  by 


Google 


BPISTLB  TO  LORD  CARTERET.  SQS 

When  next  your  generous  soul  shall  condescend 
T'  instract  or  entertain  your  humble  friend ; 
Whether,  retiring  from  your  weighty  charge. 
On  some  high  theme  you  learnedly  enlarge ; 
Of  all  the  ways  of  wisdom  reason  well. 
How  Richlieu  rose,  and  how  Sejanus  fell : 
Or,  when  your  brow  less  thoughtfully  unbends. 
Circled  with  Swift  and  some  delighted  friends ; 
When,  mixing  mirth  and  wisdom  with  your  wine. 
Like  that  your  wit  shall  flow,  your  genius  shine : 
Nor  with  less  praise  the  conrersation  guide, 
Than  in  the  public  councils  you  decide  : 
Or  when  the  Dean,  long  privileged  to  rail. 
Asserts  his  friend  with  more  impetuous  zeal ; 
You  hear  (whilst  I  sit  by  abash'd  and  mute) 
With  soft  concessions  shortening  the  dispute  ; 
Then  close  with  kind  inquiries  of  my  state, 
*^  How  are  your  tithes,  and  have  they  rose  of  late? 
Why,  Christ  Church  is  a  pretty  situation. 
There  are  not  many  better  in  the  nation ! 
This,  with  your  other  things,  must  yield  you  clear 
Some  six — at  least  five  hundred  pounds  a-year." 

Suppose,  at  such  a  time,  I  took  the  freedom 
To  speak  these  truths  as  plainly  as  you  read  'em : 
You  shall  rejoin,  my  Ix)ni,  when  IVe  replied. 
And,  if  you  please,  my  Lady  shall  decide. 

^^  My  Lord,  I'm  satisfied  you  meant  me  well : 
And  that  I'm  thankful,  all  the  world  can  tell : 
But  you'll  forgive  me,  if  I  own  the  event 
Is  short,  is  yevy  short,  of  your  intent : 
At  least,  I  feel  some  ills  unfelt  before. 
My  income  less,  and  my  expences  more." 

*'  How,  Doctor !  double  vicar !  dpuble  rector  ! 
A  dignitary !  with  a  city  lecture ! 
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What  glebes — ^what  dues— what  tithes — ^what  fined 

— ^what  rent  I 
Wliy,  Doctor ! — will  you  never  be  content  ?'^ 
*^  Would  my  good  Lord  but  cast  up  the  account, 
And  see  to  what  my  revenues  amount ;  * 
My  titles  ampler  but  my  gain  so  small, 
That  one  good  vicarage  is  worth  them  all : 
And  very  wretched,  sure,  is  he,  that's  double 
In  nothing  but  his  titles  and  his  trouble. 
Add  to  this  crying  grievance,  if  you  please, 
My  horses  founderM  on  Fermanah  ways ; 
Ways  of  well-polish'd  and  well-pointed  stone. 
Where  every  step  endangers  every  bone ; 
And,  more  to  raise  your  pity  and  your  wonder. 
Two  churches— twelve  Hibernian  miles  asunder : 
With  complicated  cures,  I  labour  hard  in. 
Beside  whole  summers  absent  from — ^my  garden  I 
But  that  the  world  would  think  I  play'd  the  fool, 
I'd  change  with  Charley  Grattan  for  his  school,  f— 
What  fine  cascades,  what  vistoes,  might  I  make, 
Fixt  in  the  centre  of  th'  lernian  lake  1 
There  might  I  sail  delighted,  smooth  and  safe^ 
Beneath  the  conduct  of  my  good  Sir  Ralph :  J 
There's  not  a  better  steerer  in  the  realm ; 
1  hope,  my  Lord,  you'll  call  him  to  the  helm/' — 

*\  Doctor— a  glorious  scheme  to  ease  your  grief  t 
When  cures  are  cross,  a  school's  a  sure  relief. 
You  cannot  fail  of  being  happy  there, 
The  lake  will  be  the  Lethe  of  your  care: 


♦  Which  calculation,  accordisg  to  Dr  Swift,  in  his  Tindication 
of  Lord  Carteret,  scarcely  exceeded  3001.  a- year. 

+  A  free  school  at    Innis^illen,  founded  by  Erasmus  Smith* 
£sq. 

I  Sir  Ralph  Gore^  who  had  a  yilla  in  the  lake  of  Erin.— F. 
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The  scheme  is  for  your  honour  and  your  ease ; 
And,  Doctor,  Fll  promote  it  when  you  please. 
Meanwhile,  allowing  things  below  your  merit. 
Yet,  Doctor,  youVe  a  philosophic  spirit ; 
Your  wants  are  few,  and,  like  your  income,  small. 
And  youVe  enough  to  gratify  them  all : 
YouVe  trees,  and  fruits,  and  roots,  enough  in  store; 
And  what  could  a  philosopher  have  more  ? 
You  cannot  wish  for  coaches,  kitchens,  cooks" — 

"  My  Lord,  I've  not  enough  to  buy  me  books — 
Or  pray,  suppose  my  wants  were  all  supplied. 
Are  there  no  wants  X  should  regard  beside  ? 
Whose  breast  is  so  unmanned,  as  not  to  grieve, 
Compass'd  with  miseries  he  can't  relieve  ? 
Who  can  be  happy — ^who  should  wish  to  live, 
And  want  the  godlike  happiness  to  give  ? 
That  I'm  a  judge  of  this,  you  must  allow : 
I  had  it  once — and  I'm  debarr'd  it  now. 
Ask  your  own  heart,  mv  Lord;  if  this  be  true. 
Then  how  unblest  am  I !  how  blest  are  you  l'* 

"  'Tis  true — but.  Doctor,  let  us  wave  all  that — 
Say,  if  you  had  your  wish,  what  you'd  be  at  ?  '* 

"  Excuse  me  good  my  Lord — I  won't  be  sounded, 
Nor  shall  your  favour  by  my  wants  be  bounded. 
My  Lord  I  challenge  nothing  as  my  due. 
Nor  is  it  fit  I  should  prescribe  to  you. 
Yet  this  might  Symmachus  himself  avow, 
(Whose  rigid  rules  *  are  antiquated  now) — 
My  lord  !  I'd  wish  to  pay  the  debts  I  owe — 
I'd  wish  besides— to  build,  and  to  bestow," 


*  Syminachus,  Bishop  of  Rome,  499,  made  a  decree,  that  no 
man  should  solicit  for  ecclesiastical  preferment  before  the  de^tb 
of  the  incumbent.— -H. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


[  am   ] 


AN  EPISTLE 

UPON  AN  EPISTLE  PROM  A  CERTAIN  DOCTOR  TO  A 
CERTAIN  GREAT  LORD. 

BEING  A  CHRISTMAS-BOX  FOR  DR  DELANY, 

As  Jove  will  not  attend  on  less. 

When  things  of  more  importance  press : 

You  can't,  grave  Sir,  believe  it  hard. 

That  you,  a  low  Hiberinan  bard. 

Should  cool  your  heels  a  while,  and  wait    - 

Unanswered  at  your  patron's  gate ; 

And  would  my  Lord  vouchsafe  to  grant 

This  one,  poor,  humble  boon  I  want. 

Free  leave  to  play  his  secretary. 

As  Falstaff  acted  old  king  Harry ; 

I'd  tell  of  yours  in  rhyme  and  print ; 

Folks  shrug,  and  cry,  "  There's  nothing  in't/' 

And,  after  several  readings  over, 

It  shines  most  in  the  marble  cover. 

How  could  so  fine  a  taste  dispense 
With  mean  degrees  of  wit  and  sense  ? 
Nor  will  my  lord  so  far  beguile 
The  wise  and  learned  of  our  isle ; 
To  make  it  pass  upon  the  nation. 
By  dint  of  his  sole  approbation. 
The  task  is  arduous,  patrons  find. 
To  warp  the  sense  of  all  mankind  : 
Who  think  your  Muse  must  first^aspire. 
Ere  he  advance  the  doctor  higher. 

You've  cause  to  say  he  meant  you  well : 
That  you  are  thankful,  who  can  tell  ? 
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For  Still  you're  short  (which  grieves  your  spirit) 
Of  his  intent:  you  mean,  youlf  merit* 

Ah !  quanta  rectius^  tu  adepte, 
2ui  nil  molirU  tarn  inepte  ? 
Smedley  *  thou  Jonathan  of  Clogher, 
**  When  thou  thy  humble  lay  dost  offer 
To  Grafton's  grace,  with  grateful  heart. 
Thy  thanks  and  verse  devoid  of  art : 
Content  with. what  his  bounty  gave. 
No  larger  income  dost  thou  crave/* 

But  you  must  have  cascades,  and  all 
lerne's  lake,  for  your  canal. 
Your  vistoes,  barges,  and  (a  pox  on 
All  pride  ')  our  speaker  for  your  coxomzf 
It's  pity  that  he  can't  bestow  ywi 
Twelve  commoners  in  caps  to  row  you. 
Thus  Edgar  proud,  in  days  of  yore, 
Held  mon^rchs  labouring  at  the  oar ; 
And,  as  he  pass'd,  so  swell'd  the  Dee, 
Enrag'd,  as  Ern  would  do  at  thee. 

How  diflferent  is  this  from  Smedley ! 
(His  name  is  up,  he  may  in  bed  lie) 
**  Who  only  asks  some  pretty  cure. 
In  wholesome  soil  and  ether  pure : 
The  garden  stor'd  with  surtless  flowers. 
In  either  angle  shady  bowers  : 
No  gay  parterre  with  costly  green 
Must  in  the  ^unbient  hedge  be  seen  ; 
B«t  nature  freely  takes  her  course. 
Nor  fears  from  him  ungrateful  force : 
No  sheers  to  check  her  sprouting  vigour. 
Or  shape  the  yews  to  ajitic  figure/' 


♦  See  the  Petition  to  the  Duke  of  Grafton.— N. 
+  Alluding  to  Dr  Delany's  ambitious  choice  of  fixing  in  the 
island  of  the  Lake  of  £rin^  wh<»^  Sir  Ralph  Gore  had  a  TiUa. 
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But  you  forsooth  your  all  must  squander 
On  that  poor  spot,  call'd  Dell-ville,  yonder 
And  when  you've  been  at  vast  expehces 
In  whims,  parterres,  canals,  and  fences. 
Your  assets  fail,  and  cash  is  wanting ; 
Nor  farther  buildings,  farther  planting : 
No  wonder,  when  you  raise  and  level. 
Think  this  wall  low,  and  that  wall  bevel. 
Here  a  convenient  box  you  found. 
Which  you  demolished  to  the  ground : 
Then  built,  then  took  up  with  your  arbour. 
And  set  the  house  to  Rupert  Barber. 
You  sprang  an  arch  which  in  a  scurvy 
Humour,  you  tumbled  topsy-turvy. 
You  change  a  circle  to  a  square. 
Then  to  a  circle  as  you  were : 
Who  can  imagine  whence  the  fund  is. 
That  you  quadrata  change  rotundis  f 

To  fame  a  temple  you  erect, 
A  Flora  does  the  dome  protect ; 
Mounts,  walks,  on  high  ;  and  in  a  hollow 
You  place  the  Muses  and  Apollo ; 
There  shining  \nidst  his  train,  to  grace 
Your  whimsical  poetic  place. 

These  stories  were  of  old  designed 
As  fables  :  but  you  have  refined 
The  poets  mythologic  dreams. 
To  real  Muses,  gods,  and  streams. 
Who  would  not  swear,  when  you  contrive  thus. 
That  you're  Don  Quixote  redivivus^ 
.  Beneath,  a  dry  canal  there  lies. 
Which  only  Winter's  rain  suppKes. 
O  !  couldst  thou,  by  some  magic  spell. 
Hither  convey  St  Patrick's  well !  * 

*  Which  bad  suddenly  dried  up. 
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Here  may  it  reassume  its  stream, 

And  take  a  greater  Patrick's  name  ! 
If  your  expences  rise  so  high  ; 

What  income  can  your  wants  supply  ? 

Yet  still  your  fancy  you  inherit 

A  fund  of  such  superior  merit, 

That  you  can't  fail  of  more  provision, 

All  by  my  lady's  kind  decision. 

For,  the  more  livings  you  can  fish  up. 

You  think  you'll  sooner  be  a  bishop  : 

That  could  not  be  my  lord's  intent. 

Nor  can  it  answer  the  event. 

Most  think  what  has  been  heap'd  on  you 

To  other  sort  of  folk  was  due  : 

Rewards  too  great  for  your  flim-flamS| 

Epistles,  riddles,  epigrams. 

Though  nowyour  depth  must  not  be  sounded. 

The  time  was,  when  you'd  have  compounded 

For  less  than  Charley  Grattan's  school ! 

Five  hundred  pound  a-year's  no  fool ! 

Take  this  advice  then  from  your  friend. 

To  your  ambition  put  an  end. 
Be  frugal,  Pat :  pay  what  you  owe, 
Before  you  build  and  you  bestow. 
Be  modest ;  nor  address  your  betters 
With  begging,  vain,  familiar  letters. 

A  passage  may  be  found,  f  I've  heard. 
In  some  olJ  Greek  or  Latian  bard, 
Which  says,  **  Would  crows  in  silence  eat 
Their  offaJs,  or  their  better  meat, 
Their  generous  feeders  not  provoking 
By  loud  and  inharmonious  croaking. 
They  might  unhurt  by  Elnvy's  claws. 
Live  on,  and  stuff  to  boot  their  maw»/' 

^  Hgr.  Lib.  I.  Ept  XTii» 
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A  LIBEL 

0y  tHE  HEVEREND  DR  DELANY,  AND  HIS  EXCELLEITCY 
JOHN  LORD  CARTERET* 

1729- 

Deluded  mortals,  whom  the  great 
Choose  for  companions  tSte-i^tSte  ^ 
Who  at  their  dinners,  enfamiUey 
Get  leave  to  sit  whene'er  you  will  ; 
Then  boasting  tell  us  whefre  you  dinM, 
And  how  his  lordship  was  so  kind ; 
How  many  pleasant  things  he  spoke  ;. 
And  how  you  laugh'd  at  every  joke  : 
Swear  he*s  a  most  facetious  man  ; 
That  you  and  he  are  cup  and  can  ; 
You  travel  with  a  heavy  load. 
And  quite  mistake  preferment's  road. 
•    Suppose  my  Lord  and  you  alone ; 
Hint  the  least  interest  of  your  own. 
His  visage  drops,  he  knits  his  brow. 
He  cannot  talk  of  business  now  : 
Or,  mttition  but  a  vacant  post, 
He'll  turn  it  off  with  "  Name  your  toast  -*' 
Nor  could  the  nicest  artist  paint 
A  countenance  with  more  constraint. 

For,  as  their  appetites  to  cfuench. 
Lords  keep  a  pimp  to  bring  a  wench  j 
So  men  of  wit,  are  but  a  kind 
Of  pandars  in  a  vicious  mind ; 
Who  proper  objects  must  pro\'id(r 
To  gratify  their  lust  of  pride, 
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Wheiiy  wearied  with  intrigues  of  ttat^ 
They  find  an  idle  hour  to  prate. 
Then,  shall  you  dare  to  ask  a  place^ 
You  forfeit  all  your  patron's  grace. 
And  disappoint  the  sole  design. 
For  which  he  summoned  you  to  dine. 

Thus  Congreve  spent  in  writing  plays. 
And  one  poor  office,  half  his  dajrs  : 
While  Montague,  who  claimed  the  station 
To  be  Maecenas  of  the  nation. 
For  poets  open  table  kept. 
But  ne'er  c<nimder'd  where  they  slept : 
Himself  as  rich  as  fifty  Jews, 
Was  easy,  though  they  wanted  shoes ; 
And  crazy  Congreve  scarce  could  spare 
A  shilling  to  discharge  his  chair : 
Till  prudence  taught  him  to  appeal 
From  Paean's  fire  to  party  zeal ; 
Not  owing  to  his  happy  vein 
The  fortunes  of  his  later  scene. 
Took  proper  principles  to  thrive : 
And  so  might  every  dunce  alive.  * 

Thus  Steele,  who  own'd  what  others  writ. 
And  flourished  by  imputed  wit. 
From  perils  of  a  hundred  jails. 
Withdrew  to^starve,  and  die  in  Wales. 

Thus  Gay,  the  hare  with  many  friends. 
Twice  seven  long  years  the  court  attends  i 


*  Tbis  picture  is  unfiur  and  ofercbsrged ;  for  the  boMonr  of 
GoTemment,  CongreTe  had  aeveral  good  places  conferred  on 
liim,  aod,  in  the  latter  part  of  his  days,  enjoyed  an  afflueot  for* 
tane ;  bnt  it  was  when  he  had  disclaimed  authorship,  and  chose 
to  be  considered  as  a  priTate  gentleman,  as  be  told  (ToUaiie.— H. 

TOL.  XIV.  C  C 
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Who,  uiid^  tales' cbaveyiiig  truth,     '  .n  ?fl '// 
To  virtue  form*  d  a  princdy  youcth  i  t  i    /  .  •  1 
Who  paid'hii  pouhship  wUh  th&otowd^^ ..  T 
As  far  a3  modest pride4a^aw'd;     .;>  .  «  i  .  * 
Rejects  a  servile  usher^s  piace,  .'.  \ ,  ■ . 

And  leaves  St  JamesVintdii^race.':  i    .^    *  i 

Thus: Addison,  by  lords  caresl^  ,  J   .»  /i 
Was  left  in  -foreign  lands  distrest  5.      :<    !    / 
Forgotat  home,. became  for  Hire.;    i' 
A  travelling  tutor  tOr  a  squire  : .      ^  1      -  *  ■  - 
But  wisely  left  the  Muses  hill,  . 
To  business  shap'd  the  pbiat's  qudll, .         .    :i 
Let  all  his  barren  latirelsfade^.  !  *  i j  ^ 

Took  up  hiiniSelf  the  courtier's  trade. 
And;  grown  a  minister  of  atate,.    /  *  i 

J  Saw  poets  at  his  levee  wait  J  .  ^i!  .     / 

Hail,  Imppy  Pope  !  whose  generous  mind 
Detesting  all  the  statesman  kind,         i  ..  ).  i 
Contemning  courts,  at  courts  unseen,! 
Refused  the  vi^ts  of  a  queenj. :  ;; 

A  soul  with  every  virtue  fraug|it,  t  *^ 

By  sages,  priests,  or  poets  taught ; 
Whose  filial  piety  excels  J 

Whatever  Grecian  story  tells  ;    .       .  :;  i 
A  genius  for  airstationfe  fity  .         \  ^      i? 
Whose  meanest  talenft. is  his  wit :    .      » ^   T;/ 
His  heart  rtoo  jgreat,  tAiough  fortune  litttejL 
To  lick  Ui rascal staJUesmar^'a  spittle ;     o:>i    i. 
Appealing  to  the  nation's  taste, 
Abore  the-i^each  of  want  is  pkko-'d  : 
By  Homer  dead  was  taught  to  thrive, 
'•    Whitjh  Hbirier  never  could  alive  ;   1    " 
'.    Aiid*!§its  aloft  on  PiniljUs^  head,  ' 

'   ;  Pespising  slaves  that  Cringe  for  bread. 

*  William  Duke  of  Cumberland,  son  toGeoirge'IIiMPI' 
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Trae  p<Aitieians  only  pay  -   J ' 

For  solid  work,  but  not  for  pla^ :  ' 

Nor  ever  choose  to  work  with  tools 
Forg'd'up  in  colleges  and  schools. 
Consider  how  mdch  nkore  is  due         '      ^  : 
To  all  theii-  joiitneymen  than  jrou : 
At  table  you  can  Horace  quote ; 
They  at  a  pinch  can  bribe  a  vote  : 
You  show  your  skill  in  Grecian  story ; 
But  they  can  manage  whig  and  tory :    '     ' 
You,  as  a  critic,  are  to  curious  <- 

To  find  a  verse  in  Virgil  spurious ; 
But  they  can  smoke  the  deep  designs. 
When  Bolingbroke  with  Pulteney  dines. 

Besides,  your|)atron  may  upbraid  ye. 
That  you  have  got  a  place  already ; 
An  office  for  your  talents  fit. 
To  flatter,  carve,  and  show  your  wit ; 
To  snufF  the  lights  and  stir  the  fire. 
And  get  a  dihner  for  youi*  hire.  '  / 

What  claim  have  you  to  pla^e  or  pension  ? 
He  overpays  in  condescension. 

But,  revereiftti  Doctor,  you  we  know 
Could  never  condescend  so  low  ; 
The  viceroy,  whom  you  now  attend. 
Would,  if  he  dttrst,be  more  your  friend ; 
Nor  will  in  you  those  gifts  despise. 
By  which  himsislf  was  taught  to  rise  : 
Wh6h  he  has  Yirtiketo  retire,  «    ' 

He'll  grieve  he'xlid  not  raise  you  higher. 
And  place  you  in  a  better  station. 
Although  it  might  have  pleas'd  the  nation, 

This  may  b^  true— submitting  still 
To  Walpole's  more  than  royal  ^ill; 
And  what  condition  can  be  worse  ? 
He  comes  to  draiu  a  beggar's  pUrse  ^ 
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He  comes  to  tie  our  chains  on  faster^ 

And  show  us  England  is  our  master : 

Caressing  knaves,  and  dunces  wooing,  / 

To  make  them  work  their  own  undoii^.        ' 

What  has  he  else  to  bait  his  traps. 

Or  bring  his  vermin  in,  but  scraps  ? 

The  offals  of  a  church  distrest ; 

A  hungry  vicarage  at  best ; 

Or  some  remote  inferior  post. 

With  forty  pounds  a-year  at  most  ?  -  , 

But  here  again  you  interpose— 
Your  favoiyrite  lord  is  none  of  those 
Who  owe  their  virtues  to  their  stations^ 
And  characters  to  dedications : 
For,  keep  him  in»  or  turn  him  out. 
His  learning  none  will  call  in  doubt ; 
His  learning,  though  a  poet  said  it 
Before  a  play,  would  lose  no  credit  • 
Nor  Pope  would  dare  deny  him  wit, 
Altiiough  to  praise  it  Philips  writ 
I  own,  he  hates  sm  action  base^ 
His  virtues  battling  with  his  place ; 
Nor  wants  a  nice  discerning  spirit 
Betwixt  a  true  and  spurious, merit; 
Can  sometimes  drop  a  voter's  clainw 
And  give  up  party  to.  his : fame.  ;      *. 

I  do  the  most  that  friendship  can  ; 
I  hate  the  viceroy,  love  the  man  .  ♦      'h 

But  you,  who,  till  your  fortune -s  «Qade,j  ^ 
Must  be  a  sweetener  by  your  trade. 
Should  swear  he  never  meant  us  ill ;  / 

We  suffer  sore  against  his  will ;    .  ^ 
That,  if  we  could  but  see  his  hearty 
He  would  have  chose  a  milder  part  i 
We  rather  should  lament  his  case, 
Who  must  obey,  ox  lose  his  place. 
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Since  thfe  reflection  slipt  your  pen, 
Insert  it  when  you  write  again  j 
And,  to  illustrate  it,  produce 
This  simile  for  his  excuse : 

"  So  to  destroy  a  guilty  land 
An*  angel  sent  by  Heaven's  command^ 
While  he  obeys  Almighty  will. 
Perhaps  may  feel  compassion  still ; 
And  wish  the  task  had  been  assigned 
To  spirits  of  less  gentle  kind." 

But  I,  in  politics  grown  old. 
Whose  thoughts  are  of  a  different  mould> 
Who  from  my  soul  sincerely  hate 
Both  kings  and  ministers  of  state ; 
Who  look  on  courts  with  stricter  eyes 
To  see  the  seeds  of  vice  arise ; 
Can  lend  vou  an  allusion  fitter. 
Though  flattering  knaves  may  call  it  bitter ; 
Which,  if  you  durst  but  give  it  place. 
Would  show  you  many  a  statesman's  face  e 
Fresh  from  the  tripod  of  Apollo, 
I  had  it  in  the  words  that  follow; 
Take  notice,  to  avoid  offence, 
I  here  except  his  excellence  : 

"  So,  to  effect  his  monarch's  ends. 
From  hell  a  viceroy  devil  ascends ; 
His  budget  with  corruptions  crammed. 
The  contributions  of  the  damn'd ; 
Which  with  unsparing  hand  he  strows 
Through  courts  and  senates  as  he  goes ; 
And  then  at  Beelzebub's  black  hall, 
Complains  his  budget  was  too  smallj*' 


*  "  So  when  an  angel  by  dmne  command,"  &c. 

Addison's  Campaign. 
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Your  simile  may  better  shine 
In  verse,  but  there  is  trath  in  mine. 
For  no  imaginable  things 
Can  differ  more  than  gods  and  kings : 
And  statesmen,  by  ten  thousand  odds,, 
Are  angels,  just  a^  kings  are  gods. 


TO  DR  DELANY, 

ON  THE  LIBELS  WRITTEN  AGAINST  HIM. 
1729. 

<^  ...^Tanti  tibi  non  sit  opaci 
Omnis  arena  Ta^i."— Juv. 

As  some  raw  youth  in  country  bred. 
To  arms  by  thirst  of  honour  led. 
When  at  a  skirmish  first  he  hears 
The  bullets  whistling  round  his  ears. 
Will  duck  his  head  aside,  will  start. 
And  feel  a  trembling  at  his  heart. 
Till  'scaping  oft  without  a  wound 
Lessens  the  terror  of  the  sound  ; 
Fly  bullets  now  as  thick  as  hops. 
He  runs  into' a  cannon's  chops. 
An  author  thus,  who  pants  for  fame. 
Begins  the  world  with  fear  and  shame  ^ 
When  first  in  print  you  see  him  dread 
Each  pop-gun  levelled  at  his  head : 
The  lead  yon  critic's  quill  containSj^ 
Is  destin'd  to  beat  out  his  brains  : 
As  if  he  heard  loud  thunders  roll. 
Cries,  Lord  have  mercy  on  his  soul ! 
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Concluding,  tl^  anolber  shot       i'  *  *  '■ 

Will  strike  him  dead  upon  the  9{>ot. 
But,  when  with  squibbing,  flashing,  p()pping. 
He  ca^[|iiot  see  one  creature  dropping ; 
That,  missing  fire,  or  missing  aim,  ' 

His  life  is  safe,  I  mean  his  fome ;'  *  4 

The  dapg^er  past,  takes  heart  of  grace,. 
And  Ipoks  a  critic  in  the  face,  T 

Though  splendour  gives  the  fairest  mark      ' ' 
To  poisonM  arrows  in  the  dark. 
Yet,  in  yourself  when  smooth  aiid  round. 
They  glance  aside  without  a  wound. 

'lis  said,  the  gods  try'd  all  their  art. 
How  pain  they  might  from  pleasure  part : 
But  little  could  their  strength  avail ; 

Both  still  are  fastened  by  the  tail ; 

Thus  fame  and  censure,  with  a  tether 

By  fat^e  are  always  link'd  together.  I 

Why  will  yoii  aim  to  be  preferred 

In  wit  before  the  common  herd  ; 

And  yet  grow  mortify'd  and  vex*d. 

To  pay  the  penalty  annex'd  ? 
'Tis  eminence  makes  envy  rise : 

As  fairest  fruits  attract  the  flies. 

Should  stupid  libels  grieve  your  mind, 

You  soon  a  remedy  may  find  ; 

Lie  down  obscure  like  other  folks 

Below  the  lash  of  snarlers  jokes. 

Their  faction  is  five  hundred  odds ; 

For  every  cdxcomb  lends  them  rods. 

And  sneers  as  learnedly  as  they. 

Like  females  o'er  their  morning  tea. 
You  say  the  Muse  will  not  contain, 

Aiid  write  you  must,  or  break  a  vein. 

Then,  if  you  find  the  terms  too  hard, 

No  longer  my  advice  regard  : 
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JBut  raise  your  fancy  on  the  wing ; 
The  Irish  senate's  praises  sing ; 
How  jealoos  of  the  nation's  freedcmi. 
And  for  corruptions  how  they  weed  *em  $ 
How  each  the  pnblic  good  pursues, 
How  far  their  hearts  from  private  views ; 
Malce  all  true  patriots,  up  to  shoe-boys. 
Huzza  their  brethren  at  the  Blue-boys* ; 
Thus  grown  a  member  of  the  dub. 
No  longer  dread  the  rage  of  Grub. 

How  oft  am  I  for  rhyme  to  seek  !* 
To  dress  a  thought,  may  toil  a  week : 
And  then  bow  thankfiil  to  the  town. 
If  all  my  pains  will  earn  a  crown ! 
.    While  every  critic  can  devour 
My  work  and  me  in  half  an  hour. 
Would  men  of  genius  cease  to  write. 
The  rogues  must  die  for  want  and  spite ;     - 
Must  die  for  want  of  food  and  raiment. 
If  scandal  did  not  find  them  payment. 
How  cheerfully  the  hawkers  cry 
A  satire,  and  the  gentry  boy  ! 
While  my  hard-labour'd  poem  pines 
Unsold  upon  the  printer's  lines. 

A  genius  in  the  reverend  gown 
Must  ever  keep  its  owner  down ; 
nfis  an  unnatural  conjunction. 
And  spoils  the  credit  of  the  fimction. 
Round  all  your  brethren  cast  your  eyes. 
Point  out  the  surest  men  to  rise ; 
That  club  of  candidates  in  black. 
The  least  deserving  of  the  pack. 
Aspiring,  factious,  fierce,  and  loud. 
With  grace  and  learning  unendowed, 

*  The  Irish  Farliament  «at  at  the  Blue-bojrs  Hospital,  wbib 
.  the  new  parliament-house  was  fitting  up.—- F* 
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Can  turn  their  hands  to  every  jofo^ 
The  iitiest  tools  to  work  for  Bob^ ; 
Will  sooner  coin  a  thousand  lies. 
Than  suffer  men  of  parts  to  rise ; 
They  crowd  about  preferment's  gat^ 
And  press  you  down  with  all  their  weight ; 
For,  as  of  old  mathematicians 
Were  by  the  vulgar  thought  magicians ; 
So  academic  dull  ale-drinkers. 
Pronounce  all  men  of  wit  freethinkers. 

Wit,  as  the  chief  of  virtue's  friends. 
Disdains  to  serve  ignoble  ends. 
Observe  what  loads  of  stupid  rhymes 
Oppress  us  in  corrupted  times ; 
What  pamphlets  in  a  court's  defence 
Show  reason,  grammar,  truth,  or  sense  ? 
For  though  the  Muse  delights  in  fiction. 
She  ne'er  inspires  against  conviction. 
Then  keep  your  virtue  still  unmixt. 
And  let  not  faction  come  betwixt : 
By  party-steps  no  grandeur  climb  at. 
Though  it  would  make  you  England's  prinuite : 
First  learn  the  science  to  be  duU, 
You  then  may  soon  your  conscience  lull ; 
If  not,  however  seated  high. 
Your  genius  in  your  &ce  will  fly. 

When  Jove  was  from  his  teeming  head 
Of  Wit's  fair  goddess  brought  to-bed, 
There  follow'd  at  his  lying-in 
For  afterbirth  a  sooterkin ; 
Which,  as  the  nurse  pursued-to  kill. 
Attained  by  flight  the  Muses  hill. 
There  in  the  soil  began  to  root. 
And  litter'd  at  Parnassus'  foot, 

*  Sir  Robert  Walpole.— F. 
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From  hence  the  critic  veirmiA  ^nis^^  ;  ,  : 
With  harpy  clawsiand  poisonous  tongue : 
Who  fatten  on  pottic;  scraps^   . 
Too  cunning  to  bja  caught  in  trapSi. 
Dame  Nature^  as  the  learned  show, ; 
Provides  each  animal  its  foe  : 
Hounds  hunt  the  hare,  tibe  wily  fox 
Devours  your  geese,  the  wolf  your  flocks* 
Thus  Envy  pleads  a  natural  claim  , 

To  persecute  the  Muse's  fame  ; 
On  poets  in  all  times  abusive. 
From  Homer  down  to  Pope  inclusive. 
Yet  what  avails  it  to  complain  ?    ; . 
You  try  to  take  revenge  in  vain. 
A  rat  your  utmost  rage  defies. 
That  safe  behind  the  wainscot  lie^^ 
Say,  did  you  ever  know  by  sight 
In  cheese  an  individual  mite  ! 
Show  me  the  same  numeric  flea. 
That  bit  your  neck  but  yesterday  : 
You  then  may  boldly  go  m  quest 
To  find  the.  Grub  Street  poet'fe  nesit; 
What  spunging-hou$e,  in  dread  of  j^-il,   ' 
Receives  them,  while  they  wait  for  bail 
What  alley  they  are  nestled  in. 
To  flourish  o'er  a  cup  ^f  gin ; 
Find  the  last  garret  where  they  lay. 
Or  cellar  where  they  starve  to-day. 
Suppose  you  have  them  all  trepann'd, 
With  each  a  libel  in  liis  band. 
What  punishment  would  you  inflict  ? 
Or  call  them  rogues,  or  get  them  kickt  ? 
These  they  have  often  try'd  before ; 
You  but  oblige  them  so  much  more : 
Themselves  would  be  the  first  to  tell. 
To  make  their  trash  the  better  sell. 
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You  hare  been  libeird — Let  lis  know^ 
What  fool  officious  told  you  so  ? 
Will  you  regard  the  hawker's  cries. 
Who  in  his  titles  always  lies  ? 
Whatever  the  noisy  scoundrel  says. 
It  might  be  something  in  your  praise  : 
And  praise  bestow'din  Grub  Street  rhymes. 
Would  vex  one  more  a  thousand  times. 
Till  critics  blame,  and  judges  praise. 
The  poet  cannot  claim  his  bays. 
On  me  when  dunces  are  satiric, 
I  take  it  for  a  panegyric. 
Hated  by  fools,  and  fools  to  hate. 
Be  that  my  motto,  and  my  fate. 


DIRECTIONS  FOR  MAKING  A  BIRTH-DAY 
SONG.     1729. 

To  form  a  just  and  finish'd  piece. 
Take  twenty  gods  of  Rome  or  Greece, 
Whose  godships  are  in  chief  request. 
And  fit  your  present  subject  best: 
And,  should  it  be  your  hero's  case. 
To  have  both  male  and  female  race, 
Your  business  must  be  to  provide 
A  score  of  goddesses  beside. 

Some  call  their  monarchs  sons  of  Saturn, 
For  which  they  bring  a  modern  pattern ; 
Because  they  might  have  heard  of  one,  * 
Who  often  long'd  to  eat  his  son  : 
But  this  I  think  will  not  go  down, 
For  here  the  father  kept  his  crown. 

^  Alluding  to  the  disputes  between  George  !•  and  his  son, 
while  the  latter  was  Prince  of  Wales, 
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Why,  then,  appoint  him  son  of  Jove, 
Who  met  his  mother  in  a  grove : 
To  this  we  freely  shall  consent^ 
Well  knowing  what  the  poets  meant ; 
And  in  their  sense,  'twixt  me  and  you. 
It  may  be  literally  true.  * 

Next,  as  the  laws  of  verse  require. 
He  must  be  greater  than  his  sire ; 
For  Jove,  as  every  schoolboy  knows. 
Was  able  Saturn*  to  depose ; 
And  sure  no  Christian  poet  breathing 
Would  be  more  scrupulous  than  a  Heatheiv^ 
Or,  if  to  blasphemy  it  tends, 
That's  but  a  trifle  among  friends. 

.  Your  hero  now  another  Mars  is. 
Makes  mighty  armies  turn  their  a — s. 
Behold  his  glittering  faulchion  mow 
Whole  squadrons  at  a  singly  blow  j 
While  Victory,  with  wings  outspread. 
Flies,  like  an  eagle,  o'er  his  head ; 
His  milk-white  steed  upon  its  haunches. 
Or  pawing  into  dead  men's  paunches  : 
As  Overton  has  drawn  his  sire. 
Still  seen  o'er  many  an  alehouse  fire. 
Then  from  his  arms  hoarse  thunder  rolls. 
As  loud  as  fifty  mustard  bowls  : 
For  thunder  still  h^  arm  supplies. 
And  lightning  always  in  his  eyes. 
They  both  are  cheap  enough  in  conscience. 
And  serve  to  echo  rattling  nonsense. 
The  rumbling  words  march  fierce  along. 
Made  trebly-dreadful  in  your  song. 

Sweet  poet,  hir'd  for  birth-day  rhymes. 
To  sing  of  wars,  choose  peaceful  times.     . 

■■       •    ■  I  I  ■  ■  I      ■        II       ...     I  I   i    I       1   I  ■    I,    ,   r   I  I  I         ■     I  I    I    I    /  ■        .  I.    I    .1  I  III    ■■ 

♦  The  Electrcss  Sophia,  mother  of  George  II.  was  supposed  to 
have  had  an  intrigoe  with  Count  Konigsmark. 
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What  though,  for  fifteen  years  and  more, 
Janus  has  locked  his  temple  door ; 
Though  not  a  teoflfeehouseive  read  in 
Has  mention^  arms  on  this  side  Sweden ; 
Nor  London  Journals,  nor  the  Postmen, 
Though  fond  of  warlike  lies  as  most  men ; 
Thou  still  with  battles  stuff  thy  headful : 
For,  must  thy  hero  not  be  dreadful  ? 
Dismissing^  Mars,  it  next  must  follow 
Your  conqueror  is  become  Apollo : 
That  he's  Apollo  is  as  plain  as 
That  Robin  Walpole  is  Maecenas ; 
But  that  he  struts,  and  that  he  squints. 
You'd  know  him  by  ApoIWs  prints. 
Old  Phoebus  is  but  half  as  bright. 
For  yours  can  shine  both  day  and  night. 
The  first,  perhaps,  may  once  an  age 
Inspire  you  with  poetic  rage ; 
Your  PhcBbus  Royal,  every  day. 
Not  only  can  inspire,  but  pay. 

Then  make  this  new  Apollo  sit 
Sole  patron,  judge,  and  god  of  wit. 
*^  How  from  his  altitude  he  stoops 
To  raise  up  Virtue  when  she  droops; 
On  Learning  how  his  bounty  flows, 
And  with  what  justice  he  bestows : 
Fair  Isis,  and  ye  banks  of  Cam ! 
Be  witness  if  I  tell  a  fiam. 
What  prodigies  in  arts  we  drain. 
From  both  your  streams,  in  George's  reign.  ' 
As  from  the  flowery  bed  of  Nile" — 
But  here's  enough  to  shew  your  style^ 
Broad  inuendoes,  such  as  this. 
If  well  applied,  can  hardly  miss : 
For,  when  you  bring  your  song  in  printj, 
He'll  get  it  read^  and  take  the  hint» 
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(It  must  be  read  before  'tis  warbled. 

The  paper  gilt  and  cover  marbled) .      ; 

And  will  be  so  much  more  your  ddfcrtcMr, 

Because  he  never  knew  a  letter. 

And,  as  he  hears,  his  wit  and  seAse 

(To  which  he  never  tnade  pretence)  ^  • 

Set  out  in  hyperbolic  strains,      ' 

A  guinea  shall  reward  your  pains  :    ; 

For  patrons  never  pay  so  well  J 

As  when  tliey  scarce  have  leam'd' to  spell. 

Next  call  hint  Neptune  :  with'  his  tVidem 
He  rules  the  sea ;  you  see  him  ride  in!t ; 
And,  if  provokM,  he  soundly  firks  his 
Rebellious  waves  with  rods,  like  .Xerxes. 
He  would  have  seiz'd  die  Spanish  plate. 
Had  not  the  fleet  gon6  out  too  late ; 
And  in  their  very  ports  besiege  them. 
But  that  he  would  not  disoblige  them. 
And  make  the  rascals  pay  him  dearly  '  .i' 
For  those  affronts  they  give  him  .yearly. 

'Tis  hot  denyM,  that,  when  wc  write,    ' 
Our  ink  is  black,  our  paper  white : 
And,  when  we  scrawl  our  papet  o'er, 
We  blaqken  what  was  white  bef6re  : 
I  think  this  practice  only  fit 
For  dealers  in  satiric  wit. 
But  you  some  white-lead  ink  lyiust  get. 
And  write  on  paper  black  as  jet ; 
Your  interest  lies  to  learn  the  knack 
Of  whitening  what  before  was  black.      -. 

Thus  your  encomiiim,  to  be  strongs 
Must  be  applied  directly  wrong. 
A  tyrant  for  his  mercy  praise. 
And  crown  a  royal  dunce  with  bays : 
A  squinting  monkey  load  with  cha^rmi^. 
And  paint  a  coward  fierce  in  arms. 
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Is  he  to  avarice  incUa'd? 

"Extol  him  for  his  generous  mind : 

And,  when  we  starve  for  want  of  ootti. 

Come  out  with  Amalthea's  horn  :  ' 

For  «U  experience  this  -evinces 

The  only  art  <>{  pleasing  ptinces : 

For  pirinces  love  yoxt  should  descant 

On  virtues  which  they  know  they  want. 

One  compliment  I  had  foi^ot. 

But  :s0ntgsters  must  omit  it  aot ; 

I  freely  grant  the  ^thought  is  old  : 

Why,  then,  your  hero  must  be  told*  * 

In  him  such  virtues  Jie  inherent,        ' 

To  qualify  him  God*fe  vicegerent  > 

That,  with  no  title  to  inherit,    .  .  •  /    . 

Heiniut  havie  beena  Jcing  by  merit,    i  ,i  ;,  ' 

Yet,  be  the  fancy  old  or  o^w,  , 

*Tis  partly  false,  and  partly  true.: 

And,  take  dt  right,  it  meafis  no  more  /  J    . 

Than  CJeorge  atid  William  claimed  before. 

Should  some  obscure  inferior  fellow, 
Like  Julius,  or  the  youth  of  Pella, 
When  all  your  list  of  Gods  is  out,  i 
PreJ5ume;to  show  his  mprtal  sno^t,  ! 

Andcftsia  Deity  intrude, 
Bec$ftisB  he  had  the  world  subdu'd ;  •    . 
O,  let  him  not  debase  your  thoughts, ; 
Or  name  hiijo^but  to  teU  hip  fa»lts.-r 

Of  Gods  I  oply  quote  the  Ix^st, 
But  you  may  hoipik  in  all  the  rest,      i 

Nojv;, birth-day  bard,  with  joy  proceed 
To  praise  -your  empress  and  her  breed ;     ■  / 
First;  of  the  firfirt,  to  vouqh  yow  li^s^ . 
Bring  all  the  female^  of  the  skies; 
The  Grs^ces,  and. their  mistress,  Venus,       , 
Must  venture  down  to  ^nteartain  us  ; 
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With  bended  knees  when  they  adore  her. 
What  dowdies  thejr  appear  before  her ! 
Nor  shall  we  think  you  talk  at  random. 
For  Venus  might  be  her  great  grandam : 
Six  thousand  years  has  liy'd  the  Groddess, 
Your  heroine  hardly  fifty  odd  is. 
Besides,  your  songsters  oft  have  shown 
That  she  has  Graces  of  her  own : 
Three  Graces  by  Lucina  brought  her. 
Just  three,  and  every  Grace  a  daughter ; 
Here  many  a  king  his  heart  and  crown 
Shall  at  their  snowy  feet  lay  down; 
In  royal  robes,  they  c<Hne  by  dozens 
To  court  their  English  German  cousins : 
Beside  a  pair  of  princely  babies. 
That,  five  years  hence,  will  both  be  Hebes^ 

Now  see  her  seated  in  her  throne 
With  genuine  lustre,  all  her  own : 
Poor  Cynthia  never  shone  so  bright,    * 
Her  splendour  is  but  borrowed  light ; 
And  only  with  her  brother  linkt 
Can  shine,  without  him  is  extinct. 
But  Carolina  shines  the  clearer 
With  neither  spouse  nor  brother  near  her ; 
And  darts  her  beams  o'er  both  our  isles. 
Though  George  is  gone  a  thousand  n^es» 
Thus  Berecynthia  takes  her  place. 
Attended  by  her  heavenly  race  5 
And  sees  a  son  in  every  God, 
Unaw*d  by  Jove's  all-shaking  iu)d. 

Now  sing  his  little  highness  FVeddy, 
Who  struts  like  any  king  already  : 
With  so  much  beauty,  show  me  any  matid 
That  could  resist  this  charming  (Janymede  I 
Where  majesty  with  sweetness  vies, 
And,  like  his  father,  early  wise. 
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Then  cut  him  out  a  world  of  work. 
To  conquer  Spain,  and  quell  the  Turk : 
Foretel  his  empire  crown'd  with  bayis. 
And  golden  times,  and  hidcyon  days^ 
And  swear  his  line  shall  rule  the  nation 
For  ever— till  the  conflagration. 
But,  now  it  comes  into  my  mind. 
We  left  a  little  duke  behind  5 
A  Cupid  in  his  face  and  size. 
And  only  wants,  to  want  his  eyes. 
Make  som^  provision  for  the  younker. 
Find  him  a  kingdom  out  to  conquer : 
Prepare  a  fleet  to  waft  him  o'er. 
Make  Gulliver  his  commodore ; 
Into  whose  pocket  valiant  Willy  put. 
Will  soon  subdue  the  realm  of  tillyputt 

A  skilful  critic  justly  blames 
Hard,  tough,  crank,  guttural,  harsh,  stiff  names.  ' 
The  sense  can  ne'er  be  too  jejune. 
But  smooth  your  words  to  fit  the  tune. 
Hanover  may  do  well  enough. 
But  George  and  Brunswick  are  too  rough  y 
Hesse-Darmstadt  makes  a  rugged  sound. 
And  Guelp  the  strongest  ear  will  wound. 
In  vain  are  all  attempts  from  Germany 
To  find  out  proper  words  for  harmony : 
And  yet  I  must  except  the  Rhine, 
Because  it  clinks  to  Caroline. 
Hail  queen  of  Britain,  queen  of  rhymes ! 
Be  sung  ten  hundred  thousand  times  ! 
Too  happy  were  the  poets'  crew  * 

If  their  own  happiness  they  knew  : 
Three  syllables  did  never  meet 
60  soft,  so  sliding,  and  so  sweet : 
Nine  other  tuneftil  words  like  that 
Would  prove  ev'n  Homer's  numbers  flat 

VOL.  XIV.  D  d 
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Behold  three  beauteous  vowels  stand, 
With  bridegroom  liquids,  hand  in  hand  ^ 
In  concord  here  for  ever  fix'd. 
No  jarring  consonant  betwixt. 
May  Caroline  continue  long, 
For  ever  fair  and  young  !~-in  song. 
What  though  the  royal  carcase  must^ 
Squeezed  in  a  coffin,  turn  to  dust  ? 
Those  elements  her  name  compose. 
Like  atoms,  are  exempt  from  blows. 

Though  Caroline  may  fill  your  gaps^ 
Yet  still  you  must  consult  your  maps ; 
Find  rivers  with  harmonious  names, 
Sabrina,  Med  way,  and  the  Thames. 
Britannia  long  will  wear  like  steel. 
But  Albion's  cliffs  are  out  at  heel ; 
And  Patience  can  endure  no  more 
To  hear  the  mlgic  lion  roar. 
Give  up  the  phrase  of  haughty  Gaul, 
But  proud  Iberia  soundly  maul : 
Restore  the  ships  by  Philip  taken. 
And  make  him  crouch  to  save  his  bacon. 
Nassau,  who  got  the  name  of  .Glorious, 
Because  he  never  was  victorious, 
A  hanger-on  has  always  been ; 
For  old  acquaintance  bring  him  in. 

To  Walpole  yon  might  lend  a  line. 
But  much  I  fear  he's  in  decline; 
And,  if  you  chance  to  come  too  late. 
When  he  goes  out,  you  share  his  fate. 
And  bear  the  new  successor's  frown ; 
Or,  whom  you  once  sang  up,  sing  down. 

Reject  with  scorn  that  stupid  notion. 
To  praise  your  hero,  for  devotion; 
Nor  entertain  a  thought  so  odd. 
That  princes  should  believe  in  God; 
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But  follow  the  securest  rule, 
And  turn  it  all  to  ridicule : 
*Tis  grown  the  choicest  wit  at  court. 
And  gires  the  maids  of  honour  sport ; 
For,  since  they  talk'd  with  Doctor  Clarke, 
They  now  can  venture  in  the  dark  : 
That  sound  divine  the  truth  has  spoke  all. 
And  pawned  his  word.  Hell  is  not  local. 
This  will  not  give  them  half  the  trouble 
Of  bargains  sold,  or  iti^anings  double. 
Supposing  now  your  song  is  done. 
To  mynheer  Handel  next  you  run. 
Who  artfully  will  pare  and  prune 
Your  words  to  some  Italian  tune : 
Then  print  it  in  the  largest  letter. 
With  capitals,  the  more  the  better. 
Present  it  boldly  on  your  knee. 
And  take  a  guinea  for  your  fee. 


THE  PHEASANT  AND  THE  LARK. 

A  FABLE.       BY  DR  DELANY.       l?^* 

\  **  — Quisiniqus 

<^  Tarn  patiens  urbis,  tarn  ferreos,  ut  teneat  se  ?"    Jut. 

In  ancient  times,  as  bards  indite, 

{If  clerks  have  conn*d  the  records  right) 

A  Peacock  reign'd,  whose  glorious  sway 

His  subjects  with  delight  obey  : 

His  tail  was  beauteous  to  behold, 

Replete  with  goodly  eyes  and  gold ; 
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Fair  emblem  of  that  monarch's  guise. 
Whose  train  at  once  is  rich  and  wise; 
And  princely  rul'd  he  many  regions. 
And  statesmen  wise,  and  valiant  legions^ 

A  pheasant  lord,  *  aliove  the  rest. 
With  every  grace  and  talent  blest. 
Was  sent  to  sway,  with  all  his  skill. 
The  sceptre  of  a  neighbouring  hill,  f 
No  science  was  to  him  unknown. 
For  all  the  arts  were  all  his  own : 
In  all  the  living  learned  read. 
Though  more  delighted  with  the  dead : 
For  birds,  if  ancient  tales  say  true. 
Had  then  their  Popes  and  Homers  too. 
Could  read  and  write  in  prose  and  verse, 
And  speak  like  ♦*♦,  and  build  like  Pearce.  { 
He  knew  their  voices,  and  their  wings. 
Who  smoothest  soars,  who  sweetest  sings ; 
Who  toils  with  ill-fledgM  pens  to  climb. 
And  who  attained  the  true  sublime. 
Their  merits  he  could  well  descry. 
He  had  so  exquisite  an  eye ; 
And  when  that  fail'd  to  show  them  clear. 
He  had  as  exquisite  an  ear. 
It  chanc'd  as  on  a  day  he  strayed 
Beneath  an  academic  shade. 
He  lik'd,  amidst  a  thousand  throats. 
The  wijdness  of  a  Woodlark's  §  notes, 
And  searched,  and  spy'd,  and  seized  his  game, 
And  took  him  home,  and  made  him  tame ; 


*  Lord  Carteret,  lord.lieulenaiit  of  IrelaiuL— F* 
+  Ireland.— F. 

i  A  famous  modern  architect,  vrho  built  the  ParliMueDt-lKmse 
in  Dublin. — F. 
§  Dt  Delanj.— F. 
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Found  him  on  trial  trae  and  able. 
So  cheered  and  fed  him  at  his  table. 

Here  some  shrewd  critic  finds  Fm  caught. 
And  cries  out,  '*  Better  fed  than  taught" — 
Then  jests  on  game  and  tame,  and  reads. 
And  jests,  and  so  my  tale  proceeds. 

Long  had  he  study'd  in  the  wood. 
Conversing  with  the  wise  and  good : 
His  soul  with  harmony  inspir-d. 
With  love  of  truth  and  virtue  fir'd : 
His  brethren's  good  and  Maker's  praise 
Were  all  the  study  of  his  lays  5 
Were  ail  his  study  in  retreat. 
And  now  employed  him  with  the  great. 
His  friendship  was  the  sure  resort 
Of  all  the  wretched  at  the  court  5 
But  chiefly  merit  in  distress 
His  greatest  blessing  was  to  bless. — 

This  fix'd  him  in  his  patron's  breast. 
But  fir'd  with  envy  all  the  rest : 
I  mean  that  noisy  craving  crew. 
Who  round  the  court  incessant  flew. 
And  prey'd  like  rooks,  by  pairs  and  dozens, 
'  To  fill  the  maws  of  sons  and  cousins : 
"  Unmov'd  their  heart,  and  chill'd  their  blood. 
To  every  thought  of  common  good. 
Confining  every  hope  and  care 
To  their  own. low  contracted  sphere.'' 
These  ran  him  down  with  ceaseless  cry. 
But  found  it  hard  to  tell  you  why. 
Till  his  own  worth  and  wit  supply'd 
Sufficient  matter  to  deride : 
**  'Tis  envy's  safest,  surest  rule. 
To  hide  her  rage  in  ridicule  : 
;  The  vulgar  eye  she  best  beguiles. 
When  all  her  snakes  are  deck'd  with  smiles : 
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Sardonic  smiles,  by  rancour  rais'd ! 
Tormented  most  when  seeming  pleased  !'* 
Their  spite  had  more  thsm  half  expired. 
Had  he  not  wrote  what  all  admir'd ; 
What  morsels  had  their  malice  wanted^ 
But  that  he  built,  and  plann'd,  and  planteji! 
How  had  his  sense  and  learning  grieved  them. 
But  that  his  charity  relieved  them ! 

"  At  highest  worth  dull  Malice  reaches^ 
As  slugs  pollute  the  fairest  peaches  i 
Envy  defames,  as  harpies  vile 
Devour  the  food  they  first  defile," 

Now  ask  the  fruit  of  all  his  favourr-^ 
^^  He  was  not  hitherto  a  saver."-*- 
What  then  could  make  their  rage  run  mad? 
"  Why  what  he  hop*d,  not  what  he  had. 

"  What  tyrai^t  e'er  invented  ropes. 
Or  racks,  or  rods,  to  punish  hopes  ? 
Th*  inheritance  of  Hope  and  Fame 
Is  seldom  Earthly  Wisdom's  aim  j 
Or,  if  it  were,  is  not  so  small, 
But  there  is  room  enough  for  all/* 

If  he  but  chance  to  breathe  a  song, 
(He  seldom  sang,  and  never  long)^ 
The  noisy,  rude,  malignant  crowd. 
Where  it  was  highj'pronounc'd  it  loud: 
Plain  Truth  was  Pride  ;  and  what  was  sillier. 
Easy  and  Friendly  was  Familiar. 

Or,  if  he  tun'd  his  lofty  lays,  . 

With  solemn  air  to  Virtue's  praise. 
Alike  abusive  and  erroneous^ »  .   . 

They  call'd  it  hoarse  and  inharmoniQUS* 
Yet  so  it  was  to  soula  like  theirs/      . 
Tuneless  as  Abel  to  the  bears  I  r: 
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A  Rook*  with  harsh  malignant  caw 
Began,  was  followed  by  a  Daw ;  f 
(Though  some,  who  would  be  thought  to  know, 
Are  positive  it  was  a  Crow)  : 
Jack  Daw  was  seconded  by  Tit, 
Tom  Tit  J  could  write,  and  so  he  writ; 
A  tribe  of  tuneless  praters  follow. 
The  Jay,  the  Magpie,  and  the  Swallow ; 
And  twenty  more  their  throats  let  loose, 
Down  to  the  witless  waddling  Goose. 

Some  peeked  at  him,  scnne  flew,  some  flutter'd^ 
Some  hiss'd,  some  scream'd,  and  others  mutter'd : 
The  Crow,  on  carrion  wont  to  feast. 
The  Carrion  Crow,  condemned  his  taste  : 
The  Rook,  in  earnest  too,  not  joking. 
Swore  all  hits  singing  was  but  croaking. 

Some  thought  they  meant  to  show  their  wit, 
Might  think  so  still — "  but  that  they  writ" — 
Could  it  be  spite  or  envy  ?— *"  No— 
"  Who  did  no  ill,  could  have  no  foe." — 
So  Wise  Simplicity  esteemed, 
duite  otherwise  True  Wisdom  deem'd : 
This  question  rightly  understood, 
**  What  more  provokes  than  doing  good  ? 
A  soul  ennobled  and  refin'd 
Reproaches  every  baser  mind : 
As  strains  exalted  and  melodious 
Make  every  meaner  music  odious." — 

At  length  the  Nighting^^le  §  was  heard. 
For  voice  and  wisdom  long  rever'd, 
Esteerti'd  of  all  the  wise  and  good. 
The  Guardian  Genius  of  tlie  wood : 


♦  Dr  T— -r F,  f  Right  Hon.  Rich,  Tighc— F. 

i  Dr  Steridau,-^F.  §  Dean  Swift.— F. 
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He  long  in  discontent  retired. 
Yet  not  obscur'd,  but  more  admired  : 
His  brethren's  servile  souls  disdaining. 
He  liv'd  indignant  and  complaining : 
They  now  afresh  provoke  his  choler, 
(It  seems  the  Lark  had  been  his  scholar, 
A  favourite  scholar  always  near  him. 
And  oft  had  wak'd  whole  nights  to  hear  him), 
Enrag'd  he  canvasses  the  matter, 
.     Exposes  all  their  senseless  chatter. 
Shows  him  and  them  in  such  a  light. 
As  more  inflames,  yet  quells  their  spite. 
They  hear  his  voice,  and  frighted  fly. 
For  rage  had  rais*d  it  very  high  : 
Sham'd  by  the  wisdom  of  his  notes. 
They  hide  their  heads,  and  hush  their  throatii< 


ANSWER  TO  DR  DELANY's  FABLE 

OF  THE  PHEASANT  AND  THE  LABK. 

1730. 

In  ancient  times,  the  wise  were  able 
In  proper  terms  to  write  a  fable : 
Their  tales  would  always  justly  suit 
The  characters  of  every  brute. 
The  ass  was  dull,  the  lion  brave. 
The  stag  was  swift,  the  fox  a  knave  y 
The  daw  a  thief,  the  ape  a  droll. 
The  hound  would  scent,  the  wolf  would  prowl ; 
A  pigeon  would,  if  shown  by  iEsop, 
Fly  from  the  hawk,  or  pick  his  pease  up. 
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Far  otherwise  a  great  diyine 
Has  learnt  his  fables  to  refine ; 
He  jumbles  men  and  birds  together. 
As  if  they  all  were  of  a  feather : 
You  see  him  first  the  peacock  bring. 
Against  all  rules,  to  be  a  king ; 
That  in  his  tail  he  wore  his  eyes. 
By  which  he  grew  both  rich  and  wise, 
?fow,  pray,  observe  the  Doctor's  choice, 
A  peacock  chose  for  flight  and  voice  j 
Did  ever  mortal  see  a  peacock 
Attempt  a  flight  above  a  haycock  ? 
And  for  his  singing.  Doctor,  you  know. 
Himself  complain'd  of  it  to  J  uno. 
He  squalls  in  such  a  hellish  noise. 
He  frightens  all  the  village  boys> 
This  peacock  kept  a  standing  force, 
la  regiments  of  foot  and  horse : 
Had  statesmen  too  of  every  kind. 
Who  waited  on  his  eyes  behind; 
And  this  was  thought  the  highest  post; 
For,  rule  the  rump,  you  rule  the  roast. 
The  Doctor  names  but  one  at  present. 
And  he  of  all  birds  was  a  pheasant 
This  pheasant  was  ^  man  of  wit. 
Could  read  all  books  were  ever  writ ; 
And,  when  among  companioiis  privy. 
Could  quote  you  Cicero  and  Livy, 
Birds,  as  he  says,  and  I  allow, 
Were  scholars  then,  as  we  are  now ; 
Could  read  all  volumes  up  to  folios^ 
And  feed  on  fricassees  and  olios : 
This  Pheasant,  by  the  Peacock's  will. 
Was  viceroy  of  a  neighbouring  hiU ; 
.  And,  as  he  wander'd  in  his  park, 
He  chanc'd  to  spy  a  clergy  Lark  j 
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Was  taken  with  his  person  outward. 

So  prettily  he  picked  a  cow-t — d : 

Then  in  a  net  the  Pheasant  caught  him^ 

And  in  his  palace  fed  and  taught  him. 

The  moral  of  the  tale  is  pleasant. 

Himself  the  lark,  my  lord  the  pheasant : 

A  lark  he  is,  and  such  a  lark 

As  nerer  came  from  Noah*s  ark : 

And  though  he  had  no  other  notion. 

But  building,  planning,  and  devotion ; 

Though  *tis  a  maxim  you  must  know, 

*^  Who  does  no  ill  can  have  no  foe  ;" 

Yet  how  can  I  express  in  words 

The  strange  stupidity  of  birds  ? 

This  lark  was  hated  in  the  wood. 

Because  he  did  his  brethren  good. 

At  last  the  Nightingale  comes  in, 

To  hold  the  Doctor  by  the  chin : 

We  all  can  find  out  what  he  means. 

The  worst  of  disaffected  deans : 

Whose  wit  at  best  was  next  to  none. 

And  now  that  little  next  is  gone. 

Against  the  court  is  always  blabbing. 

And  calls  the  senat6-house  a  cabin ; 

So  dull,  that  but  for  spleen  and  spite. 

We  ne*er  should  know  that  he  could  write  y 

Who  thinks  the  nation  always  err'd. 

Because  himself  is  not  preferred  ; 

His  heart  is  through  his  libel  seen. 

Nor  could  his  malice  spare  the  queen; 

Who,  had  she  known  his  vile  behaviour. 

Would  ne*er  have  shown  him  so  much  favour, 

A  noble  lord  *  has  told  his  pranks. 

And  well  deserves  the  nation's  thanks. 

*  Lord  Allen,  the  same  who  is  meant  by  Traulus#^F« 
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0  !  would  the  senate  deign  to  show 
Resentment  on  this  public  foe  ^ 
Our  Nightingale  might  fit  a  cage. 
There  let  him  starve,  and  vent  his  rage  : 
Or  would  they  but  in  fetters  bind. 
This  enemy  of  human  kind ! 
Harmonious  Coffee,*  show  thy  zeal. 
Thou  champion  for  the  commonweal : 
Nor  on  a  theme  like  this  repine. 

For  once  to  wet  thy  pen  divine : 
Bestow  tiiat  libeller  a  lash. 
Who  daily  vends  seditious  trash : 
Who  dares  revile  the  nation's  wisdom. 
But  in  the  praise  of  virtue  is  dumb : 
That  scribbler  lash,  who  neither  knows 
The  turn  of  verse,  nor  style  of  prose ; 
Whose  malice,  for  the  worst  of  ends. 
Would  have  us  love  our  English  friends;  t 
Who  never  had  one  public  bought. 
Nor  ever  gave  the  poor  a  groat. 
One  clincher  more,  and  I  have  done, 

1  end  my  labours  with  a  pun. 
Jove  send  this  Nightingale  may  fall. 
Who  spends  his  day  and  night  in  gall ! 
So  Nightingale  and. Lark  adieu; 

I  see  the  greatest  owls  in  you 
That  ever  screech'd,  or  ever  flew. 


♦  A  Dublin  |i;arretteer.— F. 

t  See  A  New  Song  on  a  seditious  pamphlet.*^F» 
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DEAN  SMEDLEY'S  PETITION 

TO  THE  DUKE  OF  GRAFTON. 
^^  Noadomus  aut  fundus———."    Hoa* 


[This  piece  is  repeatedly  and  always  satirically  alluded  ta  la  tbe 
preosding  poemsk] 


It  was,  my  lord,  the  dexterous  shift 
Of  t'other  Jonathan,  viz.  Swift, 
But  now  St  Patrick's  saucy  dean. 
With  silver  verge,  and  surplice  clean. 
Of  Osiiford,  or  of  Ormond's  grace. 
In  looser  rhyme  to  beg  a  place.    - 
A  place  he  got,  yclept  a  stall, 
And  eke  a  thousand  pound  withal  9 
And  were  he  less  a  witty  writer. 
He  might  as  well  have  got  a  mitre^ 
Thus  I,  the  Jonathan  of  Clogher, 
In  humble  grace  my  thanks  to  offer. 
Approach  your  grace  with  grateftil  heart. 
My  thanks  and  verse  both  void  of  art. 
Content  with  what  your  bounty  gave. 
No  larger  income  do  I  crave  : 
Rejoicing  that,  in  better  times, 
Grafton  requires  my  loyal  lines. 
Proud  !  while  my  patron  is  polite, 
I  likewise  to  the  patron  write  ! 
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Proud !  that  at  once  I  can  commend 
King  George's  and  the  Muses'  friend  ! 
Endear'd  to  Britain ;  aikl  to  thee 
(Disjoin'd,  Hibemia,  by  the  sea) 
Endear'd  by  twice  three  anxious  years, 
Employ'd  in  guardian  toils  and  cares ; 
By  love,  by  wisdom,  and  by  skill ; 
For  he  has  sav'd  thee  'gainst  thy  will. 

But  where  shall  Smedley  msdke  his  nest. 
And  lay  his  wandering  head  to  rest  ? 
Where  shall  he  find  a  decent  house. 
To  treat  his  friends,  and  cheer  his  spouse  ^ 
O !  tack,  my  lord,  some  pretty  cure ; 
In  wholesome  soil,  and  ether  pure ; 
The  garden  stor'd  with  artless  flowers. 
In  either  angle  shady  bowers. 
No  gay  parterre,  with  costly  green. 
Within  the  ambient  hedge  be  seen : 
Let  Nature  freely  take  her  course. 
Nor  fear  from  me  ungrateful  force ; 
No  shears  shall  check  her  sprouting  vigour. 
Nor  shape  the  yews  to  antic  figure : 
A  limpid  brook  shall  trout  supply. 
In  May,  to  take  the  mimic  fly ; 
Hound  a  small  orchard  may  it  run. 
Whose  apples  redden  to  the  sun. 
Let  all  be  snug,  and  warm,  and  nei^t  ^ 
For  fifty  tum'd  a  safe  retreat, 
A  little  Euston  *  may  it  be, 
Euston  I'll  carve  on  every  tree. 
But  then,  to  keep  it  in  repair. 
My  lord — ^twice  fifty  pounds  a-year 


*  The  name  of  the  duke's  seat  in  Suffolk-^N. 
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Will  barely  do ;  but  if  your  grttce 

Could  make  them  hundreds — charming  place ! 

Thou  then  wouldst  show  another  face. 

Clogher  !  far  north,  my  lord,  it  lies, 
'Midst  snowy  hills,  inclement  skies : 
One  shivers  with  the  arctic  wind. 
One  hears  the  polar  axis  grind. 
Good  John  *  indeed,  with  beef  and  clsu*et. 
Makes  the  place  warm,  that  one  may  bear  it. 
He  has  a  purse  to  keep  a  table, 
And  eke  a  soul  as  hospitable. 
My  heart  is  good ;  but  assets  fail. 
To  fight  with  storms  of  snow  and  hail. 
Besides,  the  country's  thin  of  people. 
Who  seldom  meet  but  at  the  steeple : 
The  strapping  dean,  that's  gone  to  Down, 
Ne'er  nam'd  the  thing  without  a  frown. 
When,  much  fatigu'd  with  sermon  study. 
He  felt  his  brain  grow  dull  and  muddy  ^ 
No  fit  companion  could  be  found. 
To  push  the  lazy  bottle  round : 
Sure  then,  for  want  of  better  folks 
To  pledge,  his  clerk  was  orthodox. 

Ah  !  how  unlike  to  Gerard  Street, 
Where  beaux  and  belles  in  parties  meet; 
Where  gilded  chairs  and  coaches  throng. 
And  jostle  as  they  troll  along  ; 
Where  tea  and  coffee  hourly  flow. 
And  gapeseed  does  in  plenty  grow ; 
And  Griz  (no  clock  more  certain)  cries. 
Exact  at  seven,  "  Hot  mutton-pies  1" 
There  lady  Luna  in  her  sphere 
Once  shone,  when  Paunceforth  was  not  near  ; 


*  Bishop  Sterne— H. 
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But  now  she  wanes,  and,  as  His  said. 
Keeps  sober  hours,  and  goes  to  bed. 
There — ^but  'tis  endless  to  write  down 
All  the  amusements  of  the  town; 
And  spouse  will  think  herself  quite  undone. 
To  trudge  to  Connor  *  from  sweet  London ; 
And  care  we  must  our  wives  to  please. 
Or  else — ^we  shall  be  ill  at  ease. 

You  see,  my  lord,  what  'tis  I  lack, 
*Tis  only  some  convenient  tack. 
Some  parsonage-house,  with  garden  sweet. 
To  be  my  late,  my  last  retreat ; 
A  decent  church,  close  by  its  side. 
There,  preaching,  praying,  to  reside ; 
And  as  my  time  securely  rolls. 
To  save  my  own  and  other  souls. 


*  The  bishoprick  of  Connor  is  united  to  that  of  Down  ;  but 
there  are  two  Deans. 

In  farther  iUostration  of  Dean  Smedley's  poetical  genius,  and 
ihe  purposes  for  which  he  found  it  convenient  to  use  it,  we  sub- 
join a  Christmas  Invitation  to  Lord  Carteret.  The  I>san,  like 
many  other  great  men,  did  not  easily  forgive  those  who,  with  in- 
ferior  talents,  and  different  political  principles,  affected  the  same 
stile  of  addressing  the  great,  b  j  which  he  had  originally  distin- 
jguished  himself,  and  still  continued  to  use  for  the  benefit  of  his 
friends* 

A  CHRISTMAS  INVITATION. 

90  THE  RIGHT  HON.  THE   LORD  CARTERET,  LORD-LIEUTEVANT 
OF  IRELAND,  1725. 

Animte  qualet,  neque  camUdiores 

Terra  tulit 

The  Muse,  thoagh  late,  to  thee  the  Muse's  friend, 
Apollo  warns  these  easy  lines  to  send : 
Liiurell'd  and  gay  the  god  appear*d  at  night. 
In  sleepy  vision,  and  be  bid  me  write : 
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THE  DUKE'S  ANSWER- 

BY  DR  SWIFT. 

Dear  Smed,  I  read  thy  brilliant  lines. 
Where  wit  in  all  its  glory  shines  ; 
Where  compliments,  with  all  their  pride. 
Are  by  their  numbers  dignified : 


The  ttieroe,  metJionght,  I  beard  his  lyre  rehearse, 
And  mnsrg  joiiling  pointed  out  the  Verse. 

He  bid  roc  tbtme  and  quit  inidorioiis  ease. 
Address  the  i^reat,  and  follow  after  praise : 
Nor  longer  live  an  hermit,  but  bring  down 
Choice  spirits  to  iny  villa  from  the  town : 
— You  know  my  favoarites  :  Carteret !  first  be  he : 
He  Phoelnis  loves,  and  he^s  belov'd  by  me. 

Conrt  Bonlter,  mndi,  to  grace  tliy  plain  abode ; 
That  learned  pioos  head  o*  th*  sons  of  Ood. 
Tell  my  lov'd  West,  he  most,  avrhile,  withdraw, 
Unbend  bis  mind  and  cease  to  dictate  law  ', 
Tell  him  its  rov  desire,  its  my  command. 
He  at  your  villa  join  that  learned  band, 
Join  (tliooeh  a  few),  yet  join  the  cliietest  part 
Of  those,  who,  »kiil*d  in  each  politer  art, 
SkillM  in  the  art  of  numbers  and  of  rhyme. 
At  Button's,  *  erst,  deceiv'd  their  leisure  time ; 
'Jliere  where  immortal  Addison  repaired ; 
Where  Argyll,  sitanhope,  Steele,  were  often  heard, 
In  Cato*s  prasie  their  rhetoric  to  repeat. 
When  Cato's  principles  were  out  of  dale* 
''Philips  and  Tickell  will  obey  my  call : 
Let  no  less  hallowed  names  approach  thy  walL 
Only  adopt  my  Hort :  a  friend  so  true ! 
To  Hort  I  gave  s  genius ;  Hort  has  gdnt. 

Chaste  be  your  hours ;  to  wit  and  mirth  eonsign'd : 
Your  body  h^thfhl,  and  tranquil  your  mind. 
By  day  be  country  games  your  main  de%ht ; 
By  rules  more  quiet  wear  away  the  night. 


*  All  the  persons  mentkmed  met  at  Bolton's  coffecbonse,  being  Whig^ 
the  tw9  last  years  of  Qa^en  AnneX  reign. 
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1  hope  to  mak^  you  yet  as  clean 
As  that  same  Viz,  St  Patrick's  dean. 
I'll  give  thee  silrplice,  verge,  and  stalls 
And  may  be  something  else  Withal ; 


Taper  and  tea  succeed  tb^  settiitg  snn  i 

Be  ombre  next,  dr  be  piqnet  begun  ; 

Or  if  my  spirit  intemipts  your  rest, 

And  all  Apdilo  moves  in  erery  breast ; 

To  wit  and  learning  be  each  moment  due ; 

Old  lore  revive,  or  strike  ont  sdniewhat  ne#. 

Be  it  yonr  vacant  chasni*^  of  time,  td  fill, 

With  Homer's,  oi*  with  Hanf s  lines,  your  skill  *, 

Enjoy,  my  loVd  ladouic  Nepos :  Let, 

If  you're  inClin'd,  the  loner  spun  thread  be  set 

Of  Tnlly's  learned  reasonings  before  ye ; 

Or  Livyli  stronc  (oft  superstitious)  story, 

Horace  and  Bwic  read,  and  read  Montahhie ; 

Read  those  who  wrote  the  Crisis  and  Campaign. 

Or  if  yon  turn  yoilf  thoughts  on  church  and  state, 
JEtead  Headley<^^t  when  Befle  serves  up  the  niedt^ 

Clnb  your  own  wit  m  open  easy  strain. 
In  nncook'd  dress,  h'ke  diet  c€  the  Dean ; 
In  manner'd  that  be  the  refreshment  past ; 
flimplieity  to  me*8  an  high  repast.  '    ' 

With  bntter  new,  cheese  old,  be  crown*d  the  liieai  i 
The  cloth  remov'dy  the  talrte  clean'd,  ne'er  fail 
To  lose  an  boor  or  two  in  fVank  distonrse, ' 
While  liberal  thought  flows  unrestrain'd  by  force. 

At  human  frailty  or  indiilge  a  smile. 
Or  talk  of  morals  in  a  graver  style. 
Tell  how  the  works  of  nature  to  improve: 
Tell  nature*»  Author  how  to  praise  and  love. 
Yom*  country's  lote  t|m>ugh  various  tracks  pursue  > 
Discuss  to  justice  wtiat  to  honour's  due ; 
Rally  on  love ;  on  arts  sevefr  debate, 
'Mk  any  thing  but  of  the  modem  stat^ 
And  of  church  jargon :  These  things  leave  tb  kiiow 
To  the  vHie  orators  round  bkumer's  Row, 
Where  slavish  notioiis  dnUy  are  uiius'd. 
And  chttrch  and  coffeehoote  al^e  abds*d. 

Toart  to  the  sons  of  freedom ;  toast  the  fair ; 
Toast  Nassan,  and  hb  long-concerted  hcii". 
Then  to  the  chhrch  allot  a  solemn  glass : 
Let  the  next  round  to  ptince  and  bane,  pass ; 
And  when  you've  toasted  Townshend  and  his  friend^ 
•!— No  more— your  beverage  then  politely  ends. 

And  now,  my  beloVd  votaiy,  beware. 
Nor  swett  with  awkward  pomp  your  bill  of  &re. 
Your  guests  with  delicai^  eat  at  home. 
To  soU  on  unboQght  fooa  to  you  they  come. 

vot.  XIV.  «  e 
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And,  were  you  not  %o  gtoA  a  wriMt^ 
I  should  present  you  With  a  ndtre. 
Write  worse,  then,  if  you  can-^be  wii^-^ 
Believe  me,  His  the  way  to  rise. 


Let  Bella  dnidge,  at  plainett  boiled  and  roast ) 
No  iiicoimu*k  must  Sin<»dlev'8  table  boast« 
No  eheap-bonght  eatable,  by  ait  iBade  dear : 
None  booght  at  totf .  per  cent.  6>r  bekig  rare, 
Gnlio  consmnet  a  wealthy  hiod*s  estate. 
In  the  vile  serrioe  of  one  little  plate. 
Your  garden  teems  with  eveiy  wholesome  plant| 
Fowl  ftttenM  to  the  fall  yon  aever  want* 
The  wilder  kind  in  flocks  aromd  yon  fly ; 
They  conrt  yoor  skill,  and  seek  by  art  to  die. 
The  fall  grown  omo,  ojt  the  steenr  kind, 
We  nowhere  better  palated  can  and ; 
And  for  the  humbler  graaer  of  the  fields^ 
No  Bansted  Downs  a  sweeter  morsel  yiuds. 
More  I  forbid — 6ot  if  more  can  be  dva  yet. 
It  mhsl  a  stoat  plamb-padding  be  with  soet. 

This  only  with  yoar  numble  cottage  soiti; 
Be  of  a  piece,  aim  not  at  costly  ftnits; 
At  Gallic  bir^  or  fish  at  Uamborgh  boo^ 
On  wines  from  Pharian  shores  thrcr  tempests  nroui^ 
Let  not  the  Rhme's,  or  Danube's  vintage  flow, 
Where  scarce  as  yet  e*en  Iiish  aMies  glow : 
Excel  in  nntpbrown  ale :  nor  want  the  aid 
Of  liquids  subtile,  by  the  limbeck  made. 
When  appetite,  enkeenM  by  raral  air. 
Of  sturdy  joints  has  left  the  bones  as  Wi^ 
As  littie  NoU  Loi^s  Oliverian  coat, 
Or  Pratt  the  treasury :  not  one  single  groat 

The  cool  refreshing  fluid,  I  allow. 
Which  graceful  trees,  from  eveijr  loaded  bengh, 
Aided,  Pomona,  by  thy  skill  and  care, 
Along  the  Wye,  afford  eacb  fimilfui  year. 

Nor  ever  wantmg  be  a  cheer^il  store 
Of  wines,  sent  hither  from  tbe  GaUio  shore  $ 
Store  I  of  each  colour,  which  are  seen  to  ffwe, 
The  Mushing  beauties  oi  Miss  LMobert^s  Ma. 
The  white  foil-tasted  be  and  dry:  therad^ 
Silky  and  full :  the  grape  of  either,  bred. 
The  former,  where  the  silver  Loire  flows  } 
The  latter  round  the  ChAtean,  near  Bomdeva; 
And  if  the  tendre  of  your  gueSts  you'd  toaeh. 
Conclude  with  Burgundy,  potr/oire  Umu  kmtkf^ 
Roomy  and  neat's  your  house,  your  linen  g^ad 
Then  cheery  be  your  heart  and  clean  yew  f 
Be  Gnflon  carv'd  on  eveiy  door  and  ^aai 
GrafUm^  my  care,  for  he  to6i|  care  of  mt^ 
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'Talk  not  of  making  of  thy  nest : 
Ah  !.  never  lay  thy  head  to  rest ! 
That  head  so  well  with  wisdom  fraught. 
That  writes  without  the  toil  of  thought  I 
While  others  rack  their  busy  brains. 
You  are  not  in  the  least  at  pains. 
Down  to  your  dean'ry  new  repair. 
And  build  a  castle  in  the  air. 
Fm  sure  a  man  of  your  fifie  sense 
Can  do  it  with  a  small  expence. 
There  your  dear  spouse  and  you  together 
May  breathe  your  bellies  full  of  ether. 
When  lady  Luna  is  your  neighbour. 
She'll  help  your  wife  when  Ake's  in  labour ; 
Well  skill'd  in  midwife  artifices. 
For  she  herself  oft  falls  in  pieces. 
There  you  shall  see  a  raree  show 
Will  make  you  scorn  this  world  below, 
When  you  behold  the  milky-way. 
As  white  as  snow,  as  bright  aii  day) 
The  glittering  constellations  roll 
About  the  grinding  arctic  pole ; 
The  lovely  tingling  in  your  ears. 
Wrought  by  the  music  of  the  spheres — 
Your  spouse  shall  then  no  longer  hector. 
You  need  not  fear  a  curtain-lecture; 
Nor  shall  she  think  that  she  is  undone 
For  quitting  her  beloved  London. 
When  she^s  exalted  in  the  skies. 
She'll  never  think  of  mutton-pies ; 
When  you're  advanced  above  Dean  Viz, 
You'll  never  think  of  Goody  Gria ; 
But  ever,  ever  live  at  ease, 
And  strive,  and  strive  your  wife  io  please  j^^ 
In  her  you'll  centre  all  your  joys^ 
And  get  ten  thousand  gttlsi  and  boys : 
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Ten  thousand  girls  and  boys  youUl  get,  i 
And  they  like  stars  shall  rise  anji  set.      .   •    , 
While  you  and  spouse,  ti^sfonh^d,  shall  soon 
Be  a  new  sun  ^nd  a  new  nioon : 
Nor  shall  you  strive  your  horns  to  hide. 
For  then  your  horns  shall  be  your  pride,  , 


PARODY    . 

ON  A  CHABACTBR  OF  t)BA^  SMEDLtT, 
WRITTEN  IH  AATKN  BY  HIMSELF** 

The  very  reverend  Dean  Smedley,- 
Of  dulness,  pride,  conceit,  a  medley. 
Was  equally  allowed  to  shine 
As  poet,  scholar,  and  divine  y 


*  INSCRIPTION, 

BT  DEAN  SMEDLBT,   l7^i 

Reyerendus  Decanus,  Jonathan  S medley, 
Theologia  instructus,  in  Poesi  jexercitatus, 

Politioribtts  cxcultas  Hteris ;  ^         ^  _ 
Parce jmifl/impiofl  niiiime  ;    •  ^  f 
'  Veritaiis  Indagator,  Lib^rttUi?  Asserto^i', ., »  { 
Snbsaimatas  multis,  fastiditu^  quibusdam, 
Exoptatus  plurimis,  .omnibus  amtcus^ 
Auctor  hujus  sententiae,  Patres  sunt  VETtxLJi:* ' 
Per  laiidem  et  Tittiperiam,  per  famam  atqnor  ittHanioai ; 
UtnMnqae'foKtttifam,  t^riofifue  expert  ca^iS) 
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With  godliness  colild  well  dispense. 

Would  be  a  rake,  but  wanted  sense ; 

Would  strictly  after  Truth  inquire. 

Because  he  dreaded  to  come  nigh  her. 

For  Liberty  no  champion  bolder. 

He  hated  bailiffs  at  his  shoulder. 

To  half  the  world  a  standing  jest, 

A  perfect  nuisance  to  the  rest ; 

From  many  (and  we  may  believe  him) 

Had  the  best  wishes  they  could  give  him. 

To  all  mankind  a  constant  friend, 

Provided  they  had  ctoh  to  l^d. 

One  thing  he  did  before  he  went  hence. 

He  left  us  a  laconic  sentence, 

By  cutting  of  his  phrase,  and  trimming, 

To  prove  that  bishops  were  old  women. 

Poor  Envy  durst  not  show  her  phiz. 

She  was  so  terrified  at  his. 

He  waded,  without  any  shame. 

Through  thick  and  thin  to  get  a  name, 

Tried  every  sharping  trick  for  bread. 

And  after  all  he  seldom  sped. 

When  Fortune  favoured,  he  was  nice ; 

He  never  once  would  cog  the  dice  : 

But,  if  she  tum'd  against  his  play. 

He  knew  to  stop  ^  quatre  trots. 


Mente  sana,  sano  cor  pore,  yolens,  laetusque, 

Lustris  plus  quam  xi  numeratis, 

Ad  rem  familiarem  rcstaurandam  augendamqiie, 

£t  ad  Eyangelium  Indos  inter  Orientales  pra^cHcanduio, 

GrevWf  idibus  Februarii,  navein  ascendens, 

Arccmque  Sancti  petens  Georgiiy  Ternale  per  aeqainoxium^ 

Anno  Mxdd  Christianae  mdccxxviii, 

I'ransfretarit, 
Fata  Tocant— reTOcentqne  precamur. 
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Now  sound  in  mind,  and  sound  in  eorpw^ 
(Says  he)  though  swellM  like  any  porpoise. 
He  hies  from  hence  at  forty-^four 
(But  by  his  leave  he  sinks  a  score) 
To  the  East  Indies,  there  to  cheat. 
Till  he  can  purchase  an  estate ; 
Where,  after  he  has  filled  bis  chest. 
He'll  mount  his  tub,  an4  preach  his  best. 
And  plainly  prove,  by  dint  of  text. 
This  world  is  his,  and  theirs  the  next. 
Lest  that  the  reader  should  not  know 
The  bank  where  Ig^st  he  set  his  toe, 
'Twas  Greenwich.    There  he  took  a  ship. 
And  gave  his  creditors  the  slip. 
But  lest  chronology  should  vary. 
Upon  the  ides  of  February, 
In  seventeen  hundred  eight-and-twenty. 
To  Fort  St  George  a  pedlar  went  be. 
Ye  Fates,  when  all  he  gets  is  spent. 
Return  him  beggar  as  he  went  ! 
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ADDEE^SED  TO 
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CADENUS  AND  VANESSA.* 

WRITTEN  AT  WINDSOB^  1713. 

The  shepherds  and  the  nymphs  were  seen 
Pleading  before  the  Cyprian  queen. 
The  counsel  for  the  fair  began^ 
Accusing  the  false  creature  Man. 
The  brief  with  weighty  crimes  was  charg*d. 
On  which  the  pleader  much  enlarged ; 
That  Cupid  now  has  lost  his  art^ 
Or  blunts  the  point  of  every  dart ; — 
His  altar  now  no  longer  smokes^ 
His  mother^s  aid  no  youth  invokes : 
This  tempts  freethinkers  to  refine, 
And  bring  4n  doubt  their  powers  divine ; 
Now  love  is  dwindled  to  intrigue. 
And  marriage  grown  a  money  league ; 
Whic]^  crimes  aforesaid  (with  her  leave) 
Were  (as  he  huttibly  did  conceive) 
Against  our  sovereign  lady's  peace. 
Against  the  statute  in  that  case. 
Against  her  dignity  and  crown : ' 
Then  pray*d  an  answer,  and  sat  down. 


*  This  is  thought  to  be  one  of  Dr  Shift's  correctest  pieces. 
Its  chief  merit,  indeed,  is  the  elegant  ease  with  which  a  story,  bnt 
ilLcouceived  in  itself,  is  told.— Goldsm rru* 

Miss  Vanhomrigh,  daughter  to  Mr  Bartholomew  Vanhomngh, 
a  Dutch  iperchant  ii^  Dublin*  Her  mother  was  daughter'ahd  sdle 
heiress  4>f  Commissioner  Stone.— F. 
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The  nymphs  with  scorn  beheld  Uieir  foes  r 
When  the  defendant's  counsel  .rose. 
And,  what  no  lawyer  ever  lacked. 
With  impudence  own'd  all  the  fact ; 
But,  what  the  gentlest  heart  would  vex^ 
Laid  all  the  £uali  on  t'other  sex. 
That  modem  love  is  no  such  thing 
As  what  thojie  anci^t  poets  sing  $ 
A  fire  celestial,  chaste,  refin'd, 
Conceiv'd  and  Jdqdled  i»  the  mind  ; 
Which,  haying  fioupd  W  ^wl  flome. 
Unites,  and  both  beccHiie  th?  i^fune^ 
In  different  br^ists  tpg^thi^r  bwm» 
Together  both  to  ash^^  t»rn. 
But  women  now  feel  no  siw?h  fir<^# 
And  only  know  the  gro£^s  deaire^ 
Their  passions  mpy^  in  low^r  ^pber^, 
AVhere'er  caprice  or  fiplly  steers* 
A  dog,  a  parrot,  or  W  ftp*r 
Or  some  worse  foriM>e  in  bumw  shup^ 
Engross  the  ffu^cies  (4  the  fair. 
The  few  soft  moments  tbi^y  c w  $9»v^%^ 
From  visits  to  receive  and  pay; 
From  scandal,  polit^sHw4  P^  $ 
From  fans,  and  ilomiic^^  aiid  Ihv^^^ 
From  equipage  and  park^rade9. 
From  all  the  thous^M^d  f^indle  toys^ 
From  every  trifle  that  employe 
The  out  or  inside  of  tli^ir  headi^. 
Between  their  toilets  and  their  beds. 

In  a  dull  stream,  which  moving  slow. 
You  hardly  se6  the  current  flow ; 
If  a  small  bree^se  obstruct  the  course. 
It  whirls  about,  for  want  of  force. 
And  in  its  narrow  circle  gathers 
Nothing  but  chaff,  and  straws,  and  feathere^r 
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The  current  of  n  female  mind 

Stops  thus,  and  tunw  with  e^ery  wind ; 

Thus  whirling  round  together  dri^W9 

Fools,  fops,  and  rake«,  for  chaflTf^nd  rtraw^. 

Hence  we  conelode,  no  wom^il'^  heis^rtu 

Are  won  by  virtue,  wit,  and  parts : 

Nor  are  the  men  of  $en$e  to  blame. 

For  breasts  incapable  of  Ifome ; 

The  fault  must  on  the  nymphs  b?  plac'dt 

Grown  so  corrupted  in  their  taste. 

The  pleader  having  spoke  his  best, 
Had  witness  ready  to  attest. 
Who  fairly  could  on  oath  depose. 
When  questions  on  the  fact  arose. 
That  every  article  was  true ; 
Nor  further  those  deponents  knew : 
Therefore  he  humbly  would  insist. 
The  bill  might  be  with  costs  dismissed. 
The  cause  appeared  with  bo  much  weight. 
That  Venus,  from  her  judgment  seat, 
Desir'd  them  not  to  talk  so  loud. 
Else  she  miiflt  interpose  a  cloud : 
For  if  the  heavenly  folks  3h<m)d  know 
These  pleadings  in  the  courts  below. 
That  mortals  here  disdain  to  love. 
She  ne'er  could  show  her  fiice  above  j 
For  gods,  their  betters,  are  too  wise 
To  value  that  which  men  despise. 
And  then,  said  she,  my  son  ami  I 
Must  stroll  in  air,  'twixt  land  and  sky ; 
Or  else,  shut  out  fntkn  heaven  and  earth. 
Fly  to  the  sea,  «v  place  <rf  birth : 
There  live  with  daggled  mermaids  pent. 
And  keep  on  fish  peipetual  Lent. 

But,  since  the  case  appeared  so  nice, 
She  thought  it  best  to  take  advice. 
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The  Muses,  by  the  king's  permission. 
Though  foes  to  lo^e^  attend  the  session. 
And  on  the  right  hand  took  their  places 
In  order ;  on  the  left^  the  Graces : 
To  whom  she  might  her  doubts  pn^iose 
On  all  emergencies  that  rose. 
The  Muses  oft  were  seen  to  frown ; 
The  Graces  half  ashamed  look  down ; 
And  'twas  observed,  there  were  but  few 
Of  either  sex  among  the  crew. 
Whom  she  or  her  assess<M^  knew. 
The  goddess  soon  began  to  see. 
Thing??  were  not  ripe  for  a  decree ; 
And  said,  she  must  consult  her  books. 
The  lorers'  Fletas,  Bractons,  Cokes. 
First  to  a  dapper  clerk  she  beckoned 
To  turn  to  Ovid,  book  the  second; 
She  then  referred  them  to  a  place 
In  Virgil,  vide  Dido's  case : 
As  for  Tibullus's  reports. 
They  never  pass'd  for  law  in  courts  r 
For  Cowley's  briefo,  and  pleas  of  Waller, 
Still  their  authority  was  smaller. 

There  was  on  both  sidies  much  to  say : 
She'd  hear  the  cause  another  day. 
And  so  she  did ;  and  thAi  a  third 
She  heard  it — ^there  she  kept  her  word : 
But,  with  rejoinders  or  replies, 
Long  bills,  and  answers  stufF'd  with  lies> 
Demur,  imparlance,  and  essoign. 
The  parties  ne'er  could  issue  join :    * 
For  sixteen  years  the  cause  was  spun. 
And  then  stood  where  it  first  begun. 

Now,  gentle  Clio,  sing,  or  say 
What  Venus  meant  by  this  delay  ? 
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The  goddess  much  perplex'd  in  mind  i 

To  see  her  empire  thus  declined; 

When  first  this  grand  debate  arose^ 

Above  her  wisdom  to  compose,  '      :       \ 

Conceived  a  project  in  her  hesA 

To  work  her  ends  ;  which^  il  it  sped. 

Would  show  the  merits  of  the  c^use 

Far  better  than  consulting  laws. 

In  a  glad  hour  Lucina^s  aid 
ProducM  on  earth  a  wond'rous  maid. 
On  whom  the  Queen  of  Lore  was  bent. 
To  try  a  new  experiment 
She  threw  her  law  books  on  the  shel^ 

And  thus  debated  with  herself. 

Since  men  allege,  they  ne'er  can  find  ; 

Those  beauties  in  a  female  mind. 

Which  raise  a  flame  that  will  endure 

For  ever  uncomipt  and  pure : 

If  *tis  with  reason  they  complain. 

This  infant  shall  restore  my  reign. 

m  search  where  every  virtue  dwells. 

From  courts  inclusive  down  to  cells  :  • 

What  preachers  talk,  or  sages  write ; 

These  will  I  gather  and  unite,  I     ' 

And  represent  them  to  mankind        I        :  .  i  e       r 

Collected  in  that  infant's  mind.  i^    t>      ' 

This  said,  she  plucks  in  Heaven's  high.bowertf 

A  sprig  of  amaranthine  flowers.     ? 

In  nectar  thrice  inftises  bays. 

Three  times  refin'd  in  Titan's  rays  ; 

Then  calls  the  Graces  to  her  aid,  .    . 

And  sprinkles  itbiice  the  ixe wborn  maid : 

From  whence  the  tender  skin  assutne9 

A  sweetness  above  all. perfumes :  .    ..k 
From  whence  a  cleanliness  remains^ . 
Incapable  of  outward  stf^in3 :  1 
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From  whence  that  ^tecency  of  fiiihd> 

So  lovely  in  the  fennale  kitid^ 

Where  not  one  careless  thought  intrude ; 

Less  modest  that  the  speech  of  prudes  y 

Where  nelrer  bltish  was  callM  in  aid^ 

That  spurious  virtue  in  a  maid, 

A  virtue  but  at  sedcmd^balid  y 

They  blush  because  th^y  undtnMtid. 

The  Graces  next  would  vM  ih^it  part. 
And  show'd  but  little  of  their  art  y 
Their  work  wae  half  afa'eedy  dom. 
The  child  with  native  beaa^  %h<m6  i 
The  outward  form  nd  h^  required : 
Each,  breathing  on  her  thri<^^  innplr'd^ 
That  gentle,  sidft^  engi^^g  air. 
Which  in  old  times  adom'd  the  fair : 
And  said,  ^'  Vanessa  be  the  name 
<<  By  which  thou  shah  be  kiKntn  tofanae  f 
"  Vanessa,  by  the  gods  emtiAl'A : 
'^  Her  name  on  earth  shall  not  be  told/' 

But  still  the  work  was  trot  complete  ^ 
When  Venus  thought  on  a  deedt. 
Drawn  by  her  dovesj  away  she  flieis. 
And  finds  out  Pallas  in  ^e  skies» 
Dear  Pallas,  I  have  bees  HtM  mortis 
To  see  a  lovely  infiust  born  5 
A  boy  in  yonder  fide  below, 
So  like  my  own  without  fai»  boif , 
By  beauty  could  your  heart  be  won, 
You'd  swear  it  is  Apollo's  sot  : 
But  it  shall  ne'er  be  said,  a  dhild 
So  hopefid  hat  by  me  bi^ft  -spoil -d : 
I  have  enou|^  beml«0  to  ^«hti 
And  give  him  whcrfly  to  your  caw. 

Wisdom's  abii^e  sttipeetiiig  wUai  t 
The  Clueen  of  Learaki^  gratdty  miik$. 
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Down  from  Olympus  c^trnm  with  joy. 
Mistakes  Vanessa  for  a' boy  j 
Then  sows  witMn  her  tenAtst  mi^ 
Seeds  long  unknown  to  woftomkiild ; 
For  manly  bosoms  chiefly  fit^ 
The  seeds  of  knowledge^  judgMenrtt  wit. 
Her  soul  was  suddenly  enduai 
With  justice,  truths  and  fortitude  ; 
With  honour,  which  ifo  breath  can  stain, 
Which  malice  must  attack  in  vain  i 
With  open  heart  and  bounteous  hand. 
But  Pallas  here  was  at  a  stand } 
She  knew,  in  our  degenerate  days. 
Bare  virtue  could  not  live  on  pntise ; 
That  meat  mUsi  be  with  money  bought  t 
She  therefore,  upon  second  thought, 
Infus'd,  yet  as  it  were  by  stealth, 
Some  small  regard  for  stale  and  wealth ; 
Of  which,  as  she  grew  up,  there  sUiid 
A  tincture  in  the  prudent  maid : 
She  managed  her  estate  with  care. 
Yet  lik*d  three  footmen  to  her  chair. 
But,  lest  he  should  iiieglect  his  studies 
Like  a  young  heir,  the  thrifty  goddess 
(For  fear  young  master  should  be  spoilM)     - 
Would  use  him  like  a  younger  child  5 
And,  after  long  cotnputing,  found 
'Twould  come  to  just  five  thoumnd  pounds 

The  Queen  of  Love  was  pleas'd^  and  proud, 
To  see  Vanefsa  thus  endow'd : 
She  doubted  not  but  such  a  dame 
Through  every  breast  would  dan  a  flame ; 
That  every  rich  and  kirdly  swain 
With  pride  would  drag  about  her  chain ; 
That  scholars  would  forsake  their  books. 
To  study  bright  Vanessa'^  looks ;    . 
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As  she  advancM,  that  wcMnankind 
Would  by  her  model  form  their  mind. 
And  all  their  conduct  would  be  tried 
By  her,  as  an  unerring  guide ; 
Offending  daughters  oft  would  hear 
Vanessa's  praise  rui^  in  their  ear : 
Miss  Betty,  when  she  does  a  fault. 
Lets  fall  her  knife,  or  spills  the  salt. 
Will  thus  be  by  her  mother  chid, 
**  'Tis  what  Vanessa  new  did !  '* 
Thus  by  the  nymphs  and  swains  ador'd. 
My  power  shall  be  again  restor'd. 
And  happy  lovers  Wess  my  reign — 
So  Venus  hop'd,  but  hop'd  in  vain. 

For  when  in  time  the  Martial  Maid 
Found  out  the  trick  that  Venus  play'd^ 
She  shakes  her  helm,  she  knits  her  browsy 
And,  fir'd  with  indignation,  vows. 
To-morrow,  ere  the  setting  sun. 
She'd  all  undo  that  she  had  done; 

But  in  the  poets  we  may  find 
A  wholesome  law,  time  out  of  mind. 
Had  been  confirmed  by  Fate's  decree. 
That  gods,  of  whatsoe'er  degree,      i 
Resume  not  what  themselves  have  ^veny 
Or  any  brother  god  in  Heaven  : 
Which  keeps  the  peace  among  the  gods. 
Or  they  must  always  be  at  odds :   .     . 
And  Pallas,  if  she  broke  the  laws,     ; 
Must  yield  her  foe  the  stronger  cause  ;? 
A  shame  to  one  so  much  ador'd         .  , 
For  wisdofflL  at  Jove's  council  board.* 
Besides,  she  fear'd  the  Queen  of  Love 
Would  meet  with  better  friends  above. 
And  though  sh6  must  with  grief  refleqt; 
To  see  a  mortp,!  vM^in  deck'd     /        *    '  ,•! 
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With  graces  hitherto  unknown 
To  female  breasts,  except  her  own : 
Yet  she  would  act  as  best  became 
A  goddess  of  unspotted  fame. 
She  knew,  by  augury  divine, 
Venus  wound  fail  in  her  design  : 
She  studied  well  the  point,  and  found 
Her  foe's  conclusions  were  not  sound. 
From  premises  erroneous  brought. 
And  therefore  the  deducticxi^s  naught. 
And  must  have  contrary  effects. 
To  what  her  treacherous  foe  expects. 

In  proper  season  Pallas  meets 
The  Queen  of  Love,  whom  thus  she  greets, 
(For  gods,  we  are  by  Homer  told, 
Can  in  celestial  language  scold) 
Perfidious  godless  !  but  in  vain 
You  form'd  this  project  in  your  brain  j 
A  project  for  your  talents  fit, 
With  much  deceit  and  little  wit. 
Thou  hast,  as  thou  shah  quickly  see>  * 

Deceived  thyself,  instead  of  me ; 
For  how  can  heavenly  wisdom  prove 
An  instrument  to  earthly  love  ? 
Know'st  thou  not  yet,  that  men  commence 
Thy  votaries  for  want  of  sense  ? 
Nor  shall  Vanessa  be  the  theme 
To  manage  thy  abortive  scheme  : 
She'll  prove  the  greatest  of  thy  foes; 
And  yet  I  scorn  to  interpose. 
But,  using  neither  skill  nor  force. 
Leave  all  things  to  their  natural  course. 

The  goddess  thus  pronounced  her  doom : 
When,  lo  !  Vanessa  in  her  bloom 
Advanced,  like  Atalanta's  star. 
But  rarely  seen>  and  seen  from  far :   , 

VOL.  XIV.  F  f 
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In  a  new  world  with  caution  stept^ 
Watch'd  all  the  company  she  kept. 
Well  knowing,  from  the  books  she  read,- 
What  dangerous  paths  young  virgins  tread  \ 
Would  seldom  at  the  Park  appear. 
Nor  saw  the  playhouse  twice  a-year ; 
Yet,  not  incurious,  was  inclined 
To  know  the  converse  of  mankind. 

First  issued  from  perfumer's  shops, 
A  crowd  of  fashionable  fops  : 
They  ask'd  her  how  she  lik'd  the  play  j 
Then  told  the  tattle  of  the  day  ; 
A  duel  fought  last  night  at  two. 
About  a  lady — ^you  know  who ; 
Mentioned  a  new  Italian^  c<>me 
Either  from  Muscovy  or  Rome  ; 
Gave  hints  of  who  and  who's  together ; 
Then  fell  to  talking  of  the  weather ; 
Last  night  was  so  extremely  fine, 
The  ladies  walk'd  till  after  nine  ; 
Then,  in  soft  voice  and  speech  absurd. 
With  nonsense  every  second  word. 
With  fustian  from  exploded  plays. 
They  celebrate  her  beauty's  praise  ; 
Run  o'er  their  cant  of  stupid  lies. 
And  tell  the  murders  of  her  eyes. 

With  silent  scorn  Vanessa  sat, 
Scarce  listening  to  their  idle  chat; 
Further  than  sometimes  by  a  frown. 
When  they  grew  pert,  to  pull  them  down. 
At  last  she  spitefully  was  bent 
To  try  their  wisdota's  full  extent ; 
And  said,  she  valu'd  nothing  less 
Than  titles,  figure,  shape,  and  dress ; 
That  merit  should  be  chiefly  plac'd 
In  judgment,  knowledge,  witj  and  taste  ^ 
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And  these,  she  offep'd  to  dispute. 
Alone  distinguished  man  from  brute  : 
That  present  times  have  no  pretence 
To  virtue,  in  the  noble  sense 
By  Greeks  and  Romans  understood. 
To  perish  for  our  country's  good. 
She  namM  the  ancient  heroes  round,        .     , 
Explained  for  what  they  were  renown'd ; 
Then  spoke  with  censure  or  applause 
Of  foreign  customs,  rites,  and  laws ; 
Through  nature  and  through  art  she  rang'd. 
And  gracefully  her  subject  changM ; 
In  vain  !  her  hearers  had  no  share 
In  all  she  spoke,  except  to  stare. 
Their  judgment  was,  upon  the  whole, 
— ^That  lady  is  the  dullest  soul ! —  i 

Then  tapt  their  forehead  in  a  jeer. 
As  who  should  say — She  wants  it  here  !  -^  ! 

She  may  be  handsome,  young,  and  rich. 
But  none  will  burn  her  for  a  witch  ! 
A  party  next  of  glittering  dames. 
From  round  the  purlieus  of  St  James, 
Came  early,  out  of  pure  good  will. 
To  see  the  girl  in  dishabille. 
Their  clamour,  'lighting  from  their  chairs. 
Grew  louder  all  the  way  up  stairs ; 
At  entrance  loudest,  where  they  found 
The  room  with  volumes  litter'd  round. 
Vanessa  held  Montaigne,  and  read. 
While  Mrs  Susan  comb'd  her  head. 
They  call'd  for  tea  and  chocolate. 
And  fell  into  their  usual  chat, 
Discoursing  with  important  face. 
On  ribands,  fans,  and  gloves,  and  lace ; 
Show'd  patterns  just  from  India  brought. 
And  gravely  ask'd  her  what  she  thought. 
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Whether  the  red  or  green  were  best. 

And  what  they  cost  ?  Vanessa  guess'd. 

As  came  into  her  fancy  first ; 

Nam'd  half  the  rates,  and  lik*d  the  worst. 

To  scandal  next — What  awkward  thing 

Was  that  last  Sunday  in  the  ring  ? 

I'm  sorry  Mopsa  breaks  so  fast : 

I  said  her  face  would  never  last. 

Corinna,  with  that  youthful  air, 

Is  thirty,  and  a  bit  to  spare  t 

Her  fondness  for  a  certain  earl 

Began  when  I  was  but  a  girl ! 

Phillis,  who  but  a  month  ago 

Was  married  to  the  Tunbridge  beau, 

.  I  saw  coquetting  t'other  night 

In  public  with  that  odious  knight ! 
They  rally'd  next  Vanessa's  dress : 

That  gown  was  made  for  old  Queen  Bess. 

Dear  madam,  let  me  see  your  head  : 
Don't  you  intend  to  put  on  red  ? 
A  petticoat  without  a  hoop  ! 
Sure,  you  are  not  asham'd  to  stoop ! 
With  handsome  garters  at  your  knees, 
No  matter  what  a  fellow  sees. 

Fiird  with  disdain,  with  rage  inflam'd, 
Both  of  herself  and  sex  asham'd. 
The  nymph  stood  silent  out  of  spite. 
Nor  would  vouchsafe  to  set  them  right. 
Away  the  fair  detractors  went. 
And  gave  by  turns  their  censures  vent. 
She's  not  so  handsome  in  my  eyes  : 
For  wit,  I  wonder  where  it  lies ! 
She's  fair  and  clean,  and  that's  the  m()st : 
But  why  proclaim  her  for  a  tioast  ? 
A  baby  face  ;  no  life,  no  airs. 
But  what  she  learned  at  country  fairs ; 
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Scarce  knows  what  difference  is  between 
Rich  Flanders  lace  and  Colberteen. 
I'll  undertake,  my  little  Nanpy 
In  flounces  has  a  better  fancy ; 
With  all  her  wit,  I  would  not  ask 
Her  judgment  how  to  buy  a  mask. 
We  begg'd  her  but  to  patch  her  face. 
She  never  hit  one  proper  place ; 
Which  every  girl  at  five  years  old 
Can  do  as  soon  as  she  is  told. 
T  own,  that  out-of-fashion  stuff 
Becomes  the  creature  well  enough. 
The  girl  might  pass,  if  we  could  get  her 
To  know  the  world  a  little  better. 
(To  know  the  world !  a  modern  phrase 
iFor  visits,  ombre,  balls,  and  plays.) 

Thus,  to  the  world's  perpetual  shame. 
The  Queen  of  Beauty  lost  her  aim ; 
Too  late  with  grief  she  understood, 
Pallas  had  done  more  harm  than  good  5 
For  great  examples  are  but  vain. 
Where  ignorance  begets  disdain. 
Both  sexes,  arm'd  with  guilt  and  spite. 
Against  Vanessa's  power  unite : 
To  copy  her  few  nymphs  aspir'd; 
Her  virtues  fewer  swains  admir'd. 
So  stars,  beyond  a  certain  height. 
Give  mortals  neither  heat  nor  light. 

Yet  some  of  either  sex,  endow'd 
With  gifts  superior  to  the  crowd. 
With  virtue,  knowledge,  taste,  and  wit, 
She  condescended  to  admit : 
With  pleasing  arts  she  could  reduce 
Men's  talents  to  their  proper  use  ; 
And  with  address  each  genius  held 
To  that  wherein  it  most  excell'd  5 
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Thus,  making  others'  wisdom  known. 
Could  please  them,  and  improve  her  own. 
A  modest  youth  said  something  new ; 
She  plac'd  it  in  the  strongest  view. 
All  humble  worth  she  strove  to  raise. 
Would  not  be  prais'd,  yet  lov'd  to  praise. 
The  learned  met  with  free  approach. 
Although  they  came  not  in  a  coach : 
Some  clergy  too  she  would  allow. 
Nor  quarreird  at  their  awkward  bow ; 
But  this  was  for  Cadenus'  sake, 
A  gownman  of  a  different  make ; 
Whom  Pallas  once,  Vanessa's  tutor. 
Had  fix'd  on  for  her  coadjutor. 

But  Cupid,  full  of  mischief,  longs 
To  vindicate  his  mother's  wrongs. 
On  Pallas  all  attempts  are  vain : 
One  way  he  knows  to  give  her  pain; 
Vows  on  Vanessa's  heart  to  take 
Due  vengeance,  for  her  patron's  sake; 
Those  early  seeds  by  Venus  gown. 
In  spite  of  Pallas  now  were  grown  ; 
And  Cupid  hop'd  they  would  improve 
By  time,  and  ripen  into  love. 
The  boy  made  usie  of  all  his  craft. 
In  vain  discharging  many  a  shaft. 
Pointed  at  colonels,  lords,  and  beaux : 
Caderius  warded  off  the  blows  ; 
For,  placing  still  some  book  betwixt. 
The  darts  were  in  the  cover  fix'd. 
Or,  often  blunted  and  recoil'd. 
On  Plutarch's  Morals  struck,  were  spoil'd. 

The  Queen  of  Wisdom  could  foresee. 
But  not  prevent,  the  Fates'  decree  : 
And  human  caution  tries  in  vain 
To  break  that  adamantine  chain. 
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Vanessa,  though  by  PaJlas  taught. 
By  Love  invuhierable  thought. 
Searching  in  books  for  wisdom's  aid. 
Was,  in  the  very  search,  betray'd. 

Cupid,  though  all  his  darts  were  lost, 
Yet  still  resolv'd  to  spare  no  cost : 
He  could  not  answer  to  his  fame 
The  triumphs  of  that  stubborn  dame, 
A  nymph  so  hard  to  be  subdued. 
Who  neither  was  coquette  nor  prude. 
I  find,  said  he,  she  wants  a  doctor. 
Both  to  adore  her,  and  instruct  her  : 
I'll  give  her  wha,t  she  most  admires3^^ 
Among  these  venerable  sires. 
Cadenus  is  a  subject  fit. 
Grown  old  in  politics  and  wit, 
Caress'd  by  ministers  of  state, 
Of  half  mankind  the  dread  and  hate. 
Whate'ef  vexations  lave  attend, 
She  need  no  rivals  apprehend. 
He  sex,  with  universal  voice, 
Must  laugh  at  her  capricious  choice. 

Cadenus  many  things  had  writ : 
Vanessa  much  esteem'd  bis  wit, 
And  call'd,  fpr  his  poetic  works  : 
Meantime  the  boy  in,  secret  lurks ; 
Andj  while  the  book  was  in  her  hand. 
The  urchin  from  his  private  stand 
Took  aim,  and  shot  with  all  his  strengtii 
A  dart  of  such  prodigious,  length. 
It  pierc'd  the  feeble  volume  through. 
And  deep  transfix'd  her  bosom  too. 
Some  lines,  more,  moving  than  the  rest. 
Stuck  to  the  point  that  pierc'd  her  breast. 
And,  borne  directly  to  the  heart. 
With  pains  unknown  increas'd  her  smart. 
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Vanessa,  not  in  years  a  score. 
Dreams  of  a  gown  of  forty-foiir ; 
Imaginary  charms  can  find 
In  eyes  with  reading  almost  blind : 
Cadenus  now  no  more  appears 
Declined  in  heaUh^  advanc'd  in  years. 
She  fancies  music  in  his  tongue ; 
Nor  further  looks,  but  thinks  him  young. 
What  mariner  is  not  afraid 
To  venture  in  a  ship  decay'd? 
What  planter  will  attempt  to  yoke 
A  sapling  with  a  falling  oak  ? 
As  years  increase,  she  brighter  shines ; 
Cadenus  with  each  day  declines : 
And  he  must  fall  a  prey  to  time. 
While  she  continues  in  her  prime. 
Cadenus,  common  forms  apart. 
In  every  scene  had  kept  his  heart ; 
Had  sigh'd  and  languished,  vow'd  and  writ. 
For  pastime,  or  to  show  his  wit. 
But  books,  and  time,  and  state  affairs. 
Had  spoil'd  his  fashionable  airs  : 
He  now  could  praise,  esteem,  approve. 
But  understood  not  what  was  love. 
His  conduct  might  have  made  him  styl'd 
A  father,  and  the  nymph  his  child. 
That  innocent  delight  he  took 
To  see  the  virgin  mind  her  book. 
Was  but  the  master's  secret  joy 
In  school  to  hear  the  finest  boy. 
Her  knowledge  with  her  fancy  grew ; 
She  hourly  pressed  for  something  new ; 
Ideas  came  into  her  mind 
So  fast,  his  lessons  lagg'd  behind ; 
She  reasoned,  without  plodding  long. 
Nor  ever  gave  her  judgment  wrong. 
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But  now  a  sudden  chssxge  was  wrought : 

She  minds  no  longer  what  he  taught. 

Cadenus  was  amaz  d^  to  find 

Such  marks  of  a  distracted  mind : 

For,  though  she  seem'd  to  listen  more 

To  all  he  spoke,  than  e'er  before. 

He  found  her  thoughts  would  absent  range. 

Yet  guess'd  not  whence  could  spring  the  change. 

And  first  he  modestly  conjectures 

His  pupil  might  be  tir'd  with  lectures ; 

Which  help'd  to  mortify  his  pride. 

Yet  gave  him  not  the  heart  to  chide : 

But,  in  a  mild  dejected  strain. 

At  last  he  ventur'd  to  complain : 

Said,  she  should  be  no  longer  teaz'd. 

Might  have  her  freedom  when  she  pleas'd : 
Was  now  convinced  he  acted  wrong 

To  hide  her  from  the  world  so  long» 

And  in  dull  studies  to  engage 

One  of  her  tender  sex  and  age  : 

That  every  nymph  with  envy  own'd, 

How  she  might  shine  in  the  grande  monde  ; 

And  every  shepherd  was  undone 

To  see  her  cloister'd  like  a  nun. 

This  was  a  visionary  scheme : 

He  wak'd,  and  found  it  but  a  dream ; 

A  project  far  above  his  skill ; 

For  nature  must  be  nature  stilL 

If  he  were  bolder  than  became 

A  scholar  to  a  courtly  dame. 

She  miglit  excuse  a  man  of  letters : 

Thus  tutors  often  treat  their  betters  : 

And,  since  his  talk  offensive  grew. 

He  came  to  take  his  last  adieu. 
Vanessa,  fiird  with  just  disdain. 

Would  still  her  dignity  maintain. 
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Instructed  from  her  early  year* 
To  scorn  the  art  of  female  tears. 

Had  he  employ'd  his  time  so  long 
To  teach  her  what  was  right  and  wrong ; 
Yet  could  such  notions  entertain 
That  all  his  lectures  were  in  vam  ? 
She  ownM  the  wandering  of  her  thoi^hts  5 
But  he  must  answer  for  her  faults. 
She  well  remember'd,  to  her  cost. 
That  all  his  lessons  were  not  lost. 
Two  maxims  she  could  still  produce. 
And  sad  experience  taught  their  use ; 
That  virtue,  pleased  by  being  shown, 
Knows  nothing  which  it  <ktres  riot  own ; 
Can  make  us  without  fear  disclose 
Our  inmost  secrets  to  our  foes  : 
That  common  forms  were  not  designed 
Directors  to  a  noble  mind. 
Now,  said  the  nyroph,  to  let  you  see 
My  actions  with  your  rules  agree ; 
That  I  can  vulgar  forms  despise. 
And  have  no  secrets  to  disguise ; 
I  knew,  by  what  you  said  and  writ. 
How  dangerous  things  were  men  of  wit ; 
You  caution'd  me  against  their  charms. 
But  never  gave  me  equal  arms ; 
Your  lessons  found  the  weakest  part, 
Aim*d  at  the  head,  but  reach'd  the  heart. 

Cadenus  felt  within  him  rise 
Shame,  disappointment,  guilt,  surprise. 
He  knew  not  how  to  reconcile 
Such  language  with  her  usual  style : 
And  yet  her  words  were  so  exprest, 
He  could  not  hope  she  spoke  in  jest. 
His  thought  had  wholly  been  confined 
To  fonn  and  cultivate  her  mind. 
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He  hardly  knew,  till  he  was  told. 
Whether  the  nymph  were  young  or  old ; 
Had  met  her  in  a  public  place. 
Without  distinguishing  her  face : 
Much  less  could  his  declining  age 
Vanessa's  earliest  thoughts  engage ; 
And,  if  her  youth  indifference  met. 
His  person  must  contempt  beget : 
Or  grant  her  passion  be  sincere. 
How  shall  his  innocence  be  clear  ? 
Appearances  were  all  so  strong. 
The  world  must  think  him  in  the  wrong : 
Would  say,  he  made  a  treacherous  use 
Of  wit,  to  flatter  and  seduce : 
The  town  would  swear,  he  had  betray'd 
By  magic  spells,  the  harmless  maid : 
And  every  beau  would  have  his  jokes. 
That  scholars  were  like  other  folks ; 
And,  when  Platonic  flights  were  over. 
The  tutor  tum'd  a  mortal  lover  ! 
So  tender  of  the  young  and  fair  ! 
It  show'd  a  true  patemsd  care — 
Five  thousand  guineas  in  her  purse  ! 
The  doctor  might  have  fancy'd  worse. — 

Hardly  at  length  he  silence  broke, 
And  falter'd  every  word  he  spoke  j 
Interpreting  her  complaisance. 
Just  as  a  man  sans  consequence. 
She  rallied  well,  he  always  knew : 
Her  manner  now  was  something  new ; 
And  what  she  spoke  was  in  an  air 
As  serious  as  a  tragic  player. 
But  those  who  aim  at  ridicule 
Should  fix  upon  some  certain  rule, 
Which  fairly  hints  they  are  in  jest, 
Else  he  must  enter  his  protest : 


Digitized  by 


Google 


460  roEMs. 

For,  let  a  man  be  ne'er  so  wise. 
He  may  be  caught  with  sober  lies ; 
A  science  which  he  never  taught. 
And,  to  be  free,  was  dearly  bought  j 
For,  take  it  in  its  proper  light, 
*Tis  just  what  coxcombs  call  a  bite. 

But,  not  to  dwell  on  things  minute> 
Vanessa  finished  the  dispute ; 
Brought  weighty  arguments  to  prove 
That  reason  was  her  guide  in  love. 
She  thought  he  had  himself  described. 
His  doctrines  when  she  first  imbib'd ; 
What  he  had  planted,  now  was  grown ; 
His  virtues  she  might  call  her  own ; 
As  he  approves,  as  he  dislikes, 
Love  or  contempt  her  fancy  strikes. 
Self-love,  in  nature  rooted  fast, 
^  Attends  us  first,  and  leaves  us  last: 
Why  she  likes  him,  admire  not  at  her ; 
She  loves  herself,  and  that's  the  matter. 
How  was  her  tutor  wont  to  praise 
The  geniuses  of  ancient  cl^ys ! 
(Those  authors  he  so  oft  had  nam'd. 
For  learning,  wit,  and  wisdom,  fam'd) 
Was  struck  with  love,  esteem,  and  awe. 
For  persons  whom  he  never  saw. 
Suppose  Cadenus  flourished  then, 
He  must  adore  such  godlike  men. 
If  one  short  volume  could  comprise 
All  that  was  witty,  leam'd,  and  wise^ 
How  would  it  be  esteem'd  and  read. 
Although  the  writer  long  were  dead  ! 
If  such  an  author  were  alive. 
How  all  would  for  his  friendship  strive. 
And  come  in  crowds  to  see  his  face! 
And  this  she  takes  to  be  hter  case. 
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Cadenus  answers  every  end, 

The  book,  the  author,  and  the  friend; 

The  utmost  her  desires  will  reach,  * 

Is  but  to  learn  what  he  can  teach  : 

His  converse  is  a  system  fit 

Alone  to  fill  up  all  her  wit : 

While  every  passion  of  her  mind 

In  him  is  cent' red  and  Confin'd. 

Love  can  with  speech  inspire  a  mute. 
And  taught  Vanessa  to  dispute. 
This  topic,  never  touch'd  before. 
Displayed  her  eloquence  the  more : 
Her  knowledge,  with  such  pains  ac(juir^d, 
By  this  new  passion  grew  inspired  ; 
Through  this  she  made  all  objects  pass. 
Which  gave  a  tincture  o'er  the  mass ; 
As  rivers,  though  they  bend  and  twine. 
Still  to  the  sea  their  course  incline ; 
Or,  as  philosophers,  who  find 
Some  favourite  system  to  their  mind; 
In  every  point  to  make  it  fit. 
Will  force  all  nature  to  submit. 

Cadenus,  who  could  ne'er  suspect 
His  lessons  would  have  such  effect. 
Or  be  so  artfully  apply' d, 
Insensibly  came  on  her  side. 
It  was  an  unforeseen  event ; 
Things  took  a  turn  he  never  meant. 
Whoe'er  excels  in  what  we  prize, 
Appears  a  hero  in  our  eyes  : 
Each  girl,  when  pleasM  with  what  is  taught. 
Will  have  the  teacher  in  her  thought. 
When  miss  delights  in  her  spinnet, 
A  fiddler  may  a  fortune  get ; 
A  blockhead,  with  melodious  voice. 
In  boarding-schools  may  have  his  choice  j 
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And  oft  the  dancing-master's  art 
Climbs  from  the  toe  to  touch  the  heart- 
In  learning  let  a  nymph  delight, 
The  pedant  gets  a  mistress  by't. 
Cadenus,  to  his  grief  and  shame. 
Could  scarce  oppose  Vanessa's  flame ; 
And,  though  her  arguments  were  strong. 
At  least  could  hardly  wish  them  wrong. 
Howe'er  it  came,  he  could  not  tell, 
But  sure  she  never  talked  so  well. 
His  pride  began  to  interpose ; 
Preferred  before  a  crowd  of  beaux  ! 
So  bright  a  nymph  to  come  unsought ! 
Such  wonder  by  his  merit  wrought ! 
HTis  merit  must  with  her  prevail ! 
He  never  knew  her  judgment  fail  t 
She  noted  all  she  ever  read  ! 
And  had  a  most  discerning  head  ! 

'Tis  an  old  maxim  in  the  schools. 
That  flattery's  the  food  of  fools ; 
Yet  now  and  then  your  men  of  wit 

Will  condescend  to  take  a  bit. 
So,  when  Cadenus  could  not  hide. 

He  chose  to  justify  his  pride ; 

Construing  the  passion  he  had  shown. 

Much  to  her  praise,  more  to  his  own. 

Nature  in  him  had  merit  plac'd. 

In  her  a  most  judicious  taste. 

Love,  hitherto  a  transient  guest, 

Ne'er  held  possession  of  his  breast ; 

So  long  attending  at  the  gate, 

Disdain'd  to  enter  in  so  late. 

Love  why  do  we  one  passion  call. 

When  'tis  a  compound  of  them  all  ? 

Where  hot  and  cold,  where  sharp  and  sweet. 

In  all  their  equipages  meet ; 
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Where  pleasures  mix'd  with  pains  appear^ 
Sorrow  with  joy,  and  hope  with  fear ; 
Wherein  his  dignity  and  age 
Forbid  Cadenus  to  engage. 
But  friendship,  in  its  greatest  height, 
A  constant,  rational  delight. 
On  virtue's  basis  fix'd  to  last. 
When  love  allurements  long  are  past. 
Which  gently  warms,  but  cannot  bum^ 
He  gladly  offers  in  return  ; 
His  want  of  passion  will  redeem 
With  gratitude,  respect,  esteem  : 
With  that  devotion  we  bestow. 
When  goddesses  appear  below. 

While  thus  Cadenus  entertsdns 
Vanessa  in  exalted  strains. 
The  nymph  in  sober  words  entreats 
A  truce  with  all  sublime  conceits : 
For  why  such  raptures,  flights,  and  fancies, 
To  her  who  durst  not  read  romances  ? 
In  lofty  style  to  nmke  replies. 

Which  he  had  taught  her  to  despise  ? 

But  when  her  tutor  will  affect 

Devotion,  duty,  and  respect. 

He  fairly  abdicates  the  throne : 

The  government  is  now  her  own ; 

He  has  a  forfeiture  incurred ; 

She  vows  to  take  him  at  his  word. 

And  hopes  he  will  not  think  it  strange. 

If  both  should  now  their  stations  change ; 

The  nymph  will  have  her  turn  to  be 

The  tutor  ;  and  the  pupil,  he  : 

Though  she  already  can  discern 

Her  scholar  is  not  apt  to  learn ; 

Or  wants  capacity  to  reach 

The  science  she  designs  to  teach ; 
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Wherein  his  genius  was  below 
The  skill  of  every  common  beau^ 
Who,  though  he  cannot  spell,  is  wise 
Enough  to  read  a  lady's  eyes, 
And  will  each  accidental  glance 
Interpret  for  a  kind  advance. 

But  what  success  Vanessa  met 
Is  to  the  world  a  secret  yet. 
Whether  the  nytnph,  to  please  her  swain. 
Talks  in  a  high  romantic  strain ; 
Or  whether  he  at  last  descends 
To  act  with  less  seraphic  ends ; 
Or,  to  compound  the  business,  whether 
They  temper  love  and  books  together ; 
Must  never  to  mankind  be  told, 
Nor  shall  the  conscious  Muse  unfold. 

Meantime  the  mournful  Queen  of  Love 
Led  but  a  weary  life  above. 
She  ventures  now  to  leave  the  skies, 
Grown  by  Vanessa's  conduct  wise  : 
For,  though  by  one  perverse  event 
Pallas  had  cross'd  her  first  intent ; 
Though  her  design  was  not  obtain'd ; 
Yet  had  she  much  experience  gain'd. 
And,  by  the  project  vainly  tried^ 
Could  better  now  the  cause  decide. 
She  gave  due  notice,  that  both  parties^ 
Coram  Reginay  prox"  die  Martisy 
Should  at  their  peril,  without  fail, 
Come  and  appear,  and  save  their  baiili 
All  met ;  and,  silence  thrice  proclaim^'d, ' 
One  lawyer  to  each  side  was  nam'd. 
The  judge  discovered  in  her  face 
Resentments  for  h^r  late  disgrace  : 
And,  full  of  anger,  shame,  and  grief; 
Directed  them  to  mind  their  brief  j^ 
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Nor  spend  their  time  to  show  their  reading : 
She'd  have  a  summary  proceeding. 
She  gathered  under  every  head 
The  sum  of  what  each  lawyer  said. 
Gave  her  own  reasons  last,  and  then 
Decreed  the  cause  against  the  men. 
But  in  a  weighty  case  like  this,. 
To  show  she  did  not  judge  amiss. 
Which  evil  toftgues  might  else  report. 
She  made  a  speech  in  open  court ; 
Wherein  she  grievously  complains, 
"  How  she  was  cheated  by  the  swains  ; 
On  whose  petition  (humbly  shewing, 
That  women  were  not  worth  the  wooing, 
And  that,  unless  the  sex  would  mend. 
The  race  of  lovers  soon  xnust  end) — • 
She  was  at  Lord  knows  what  expence 
To  form  a  nymph  of  wit  and  sense, 
A  model  for  her  sex  diesi'gn-d. 
Who  never  couM?  one  lover  find. 
She  saw  her  favour  w^  misplac'd  ; 
The  fellows  had  a  wretched  taste ; 
She  needs  must  tell  them  to  their  face. 
They  were  a  stupid,  senseless  race ; 
And,  were  she  to  begin  again, 
She*d  study  to  reform  the  men ; 
Or  add  some  grains  of  folly  more 
To  women,  than  they  had  before. 
To  put  them  on  an  equal  foot ; 
And  this,  or  nothing  else,  would  do*t. 
This  might  their  mutual  fancy  strike ; 
Since  every  being  loves  its  like. 

**  But  now,  repenting  what  was  done. 
She  left  alt  business  to  her  son  5 
She  put  the  world  in  his  possession. 
And  let  him  use  it  at  discretion." 
VOL.  x^v.  G  g 
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The  crier  was  ordered  to  dismiss 
The  court,  so  made  his  last  **  O  jres  !*' 
The  goddess  would  no  longer  wait  5 
But,  rising  from  her  chair  of  state. 
Left  all  below  at  si^^  and  seven, 
Harness'd  her  doves,  and  flew  to  Heaven. 


TO  LOVE* 


In  all  I  wish,  how  happy  should  I  be. 
Thou  grand  Deluder,  were  it  not  for  thee  ! 
So  weak  thou  art,  that  fools  thy  power  despise ; 
And  yet  so  strong,  thou  triumph'st  o'er  the  wise. 
Thy  traps  are  laid  with  such  peculiar  art, 
They  catch  the  cautious,  let  the  rash  depart. 
Most  nets  are  fiird  by  want  of  thought  and  care : 
But  too  much  thinking  brings  us  to  thy  snare ; 
Where,  held  by  thee,  in  slavery  we  stay. 
And  throw  the  pleasing  part  of  life  away. 
But,  what  does  most  my  indignation  move, 
Discretion  !  thou  wert  ne'er  a  friend  to  Love : 
Thy  chief  delight  is  to  defeat  those  arts. 
By  which  he  kindles  mutual  flames  in  hearts ; 
While  the  blind  loitering  God  is  at  his  play. 
Thou  steal'st  his  golden  pointed  darts  away : 
Those  darts  which  never  fail ;  and  in  their  stead' 
Convey'st  malignant  arrows  tipt  with  lead : 


♦  Found  in  Miss  Vanhomrigh's  desk,  after  her  deaffi?  in  the 
handwriting  of  Dr  Swiftt^H-* 


Digitized  by 


Google 


TO  LOVE.  467 

The  heedless  God,  suspecting  no  deceits, 
Shoots  on,  and  thinks  he  has  done  wond'rous  feats ; 
But  the  poor  nymph,  who  feels  her  vitals  bum, 
;  And  from  her  shepherd  can  find  no  t-etum. 
Laments,  and  rages  at  the  power  divine. 
When,  curst  Discretion  !  idl  the  fault  was  thine : 
Cupid  and  Hymen  thou  hast  set  at  odds, 
And  bred  such  feuds  between  those  kindred  gods. 
That  Venus  cannot  reconcile  her  sons ; 
When  one  appears,  away  the  other  runs. 
The  former  scales,  wherein  he  us'd  to  poise 
Love  against  love,  and  equal  joys  with  joys. 
Are  now  fiU'd  up  with  avarice  and  pride. 
Where  titles,  power,  and  riches,  still  subside. 
Then,  gentle  Venus,  to  thy  father  run. 
And  tell  him,  how  thy  children  are  undone ; 
Prepare  his  bolts  to  give  one  fatal  blow. 
And  strike  Discretion  to  the  shades  below. 


A  REBUS. 

BY    VANESSA. 


Cut  the  name  of  the  man*  who  his  mistress  de- 
nied. 
And  let  the  first  of  it  be  only  applied 
To  join  with  the  prophet  f  who  David,diH  chide 
^hen  say  what  a  horse  is  that  runs  very  f&t;^:  ,^ 
And  that  which  deserves  to  be  first  put  the  last  * 


»  Jo-saph.  +  Nathan.  %  Swift. 
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Spell  all  then,  and  put  them  to^eiher,  to  ilnd 
/The  name  and  the  virtues  of  hkn  I  design*d. 
Like  the  patriarch  in  Egypt,  he'sf  vefs'd  in  the  state  y 
Like  the  prophet  in  Jewry,  he's  free  with  the  great ; 
Like  a  racer  he  flies,  to,  succour  with*  speed, 
When  his  friends  want  his  aid,  or  desert  is  in  need. 


.-;.|  1' 


THE  DEAN'S  ANSWER. 

The  nymph  who  wrote  this  in  an  amorous  fit, 
I  cannot  but  envy  the  pride  of  her  wit. 
Which  thus  she  will  venture  profusely  to  throw 
On  so  mean  a  <)esign,  dnd  a  subject  so  low. 
For  mean's  h^r  design,  and  her  subj^pt  as.  mean. 
The  first  but  a  rebus,  the  last  but  a  dean. 
A  dean's  but  a  parson :  and  what  is  a  rebus  ? 
A  thing  never  known  to  the  Muses  or  Phoebus. 
The  corruption  of  verse ;  for/ when  all  is  done. 
It  is  but  a  paraphrase  made  on  a  pun. 
But  a  genius  like  her's  no  subject  can  stifle. 
It  shows  a\id  discovers  itself  through  a  trifle. 
By  reading  this  trifle,  I  quickly  began 
To  find  her  a  great  wit,  but  the  dean  a  small  man. 
Rich  ladies  will  furnish  their  garrets  with  stuffs. 
Which  others  for  mantuas  would  think;  fine  enough : 
So  the  wit  that  is  lavishly  thrown  away  here. 
Might  fiimish  a  second-rate  poet  a-year. 
Thus  much  for'thie  verse^^  we  proceed  to  the  nexfi 
Where  the  nymph  has  entirely  for^k^n  her  t63^ ; 
Her  fine  panegyrics  are  quite  out  of  season : 
And  what  she  describes  to  be  merit,  is  treason  r    \ 
The  changes  which  faction  has  made  in  the  s^te, 
Have  put  the  dean's  politics  quite  oi^t  of  date : 
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Now  no  one  regards  what  he  utters  with  freedom, 
And,   should  he  write  pamphlets,  no  great  man 

would  read  *em ; 
And,  should  want  or  desert  stand  in  need  of  his  aid. 
This  racer  would  prove  but  a  dull  foundered  jade. 


STELLAS  BIRtH-DAV. 

MARCH  13,  I7I8.I9. 

Stella  this  day  is  thirty-four, 
(We  sha'n't  dispute  a  year  or  more) 
However,  Stella,  be  not  troubled. 
Although  thy  size  and  years  are  doubled 
Since  first  I  saw  thee  at  sixteen. 
The  brightest  virgin  on  the  green  : 
So  little  is  thy  form  declined  ; 
Made  up  so  latgely  in  thy  mind. 

O,  would  it  please  the  gods  to  split 
Thy  beauty,  size,  and  years,  and  wit ! 
No  age  could  furnish  out  a  pair 
Of  nymphs  so  graceful,  wise,  and  fait ; 
With  half  the  lustre  of  your  eyes. 
With  half  your  wit,  your  years,  and  size. 
And  then,  before  it  grew  too  late. 
How  should  I  beg  of  gentle  fate, 
(That  every  nymph  might  have  her  swain) 
To  split  my  worship  too  in  twain. 
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All  travellers  at  first  incline 

Where'er  thev  see  the  fairest  sign : 

And  if  they  find  the  chambers  neat. 

And  like  the  liquor  and  the  me8|.t, 

Will  call  again,  and  recommend. 

The.  Angel  Inn  to  every  friend. 

What  though  the  painting  grows  decay'd. 

The  house  will  never  lose  its  trade  : 

Nay,  though  the  treatcherous  tapster,  Thomas, 

Hangs  a  new  Angel  two  doors  from  us, 

As  fine  as  dauber*s  hands  can  make  it, 

In  hopes  that  strangers  may  mistake  it. 

We  think  it  both  a  shame  and  sin 

To  quit  the  true  old  Angel  Inn, 

Now  this  is  Stella's  case  in  fact. 
An  angel's  face  a  little  crack'd. 
Could  poets  or  could  painters  fix 
How  angels  look  at  thirty-six  ; 
This  drew  us  in  at  first  to  find 
In  such  a  form  an  angel's  mind ; 
And  every  virtue  now  supplies 
The  fainting  rays  of  Stella's  eyes. 
See  at  her  levee  crowding  swains. 
Whom  Stella  freely  entertains 
With  breeding,  humour,  wit,  and  sense. 
And  puts  theni  but  to  small  expence  ; 
Their  mind  so  plentifully  fills. 
And  makes  such  reasonable  bills. 
So  little  gets  for  what  she  gives. 
We  really  wonder  how  she  lives  ! 
And  had  her  stock  been  less,  no  doubt 
She  must  have  long  ago  run  out. 
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Then  who  can  think  we'll  quit  the  pl^e. 
When  Doll  hangs  out  a  newer  face  ? 
Or  stop  and  light  at  Chlo^'s  head, 
With  scmps  and  leavings  to  he  fed  ? 

Then,  Chloe,  still  go  on  to  prate 
Of  thirty-six  and  thirty-eight; 
Pursue  your  trade  of  scandal-picking. 
Your  hints,  that  Stella  is  no  chicken  ; 
Your  innuendoes,  when  you  tell  us. 
That  Stella  loves  to  talk  with  fellows  : 
And  let  me  warn  you  to  believe 
A  truth,  for  which  your  soul  should  grieve  ; 
That  should  you  live  to  see  the  day. 
When  Stella's  locks  must  all  be  gray. 
When  age  must  print  a  furrow'd  trace 
On  every  feature  of  her  face ; 
Though  you,  and  all  your  senseless  tribe, 
Could  art,  or  time,  or  nature  bribe, 
To  make  you  look  like  Beauty's  Queen, 
And  hold  for  ever  at  fifteen  ; 
No  bloom  of  youth  can  ever  blind 
The  cracks  and  wrinkles  of  your  mind  : 
All  men  of  sense  will  pass  your  door. 
And  crowd  to  Stella's  at  fourscore. 


TO  STELLA; 


WHO  COLLECTED  AND  TRANSCRIBED  HIS  POKMS. 
1720. 

As,  when  a  lofty  pile  is  rais'd. 

We  never  hear  the  workmen  prais'd, 
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Who  bring  the  Ihne,  or  place  the  stones^ 

But  all  admire  Inigo  Jones : 

So,  if  this  pile  of  scatterM  rhymes 

Should  be  approved  in  aftertimes  j 

If  it  both  pleases  and  endures, 

The  merit  and  the  praise  aure.  yours. 

Thou,  Stella,  wert  no  longer  young. 
When  first  for  thee  my  harp  was  strung, 
Without  one  word  of  Cupid's  darts, 
Of  killing  eyes,  or  bleeding,  hearts ; 
With  friendship  and  esteem  possest, 
I  ne'er  admitted  Love  a  guest. 

In  all  the  habitudes  of  life. 
The  friend,  the  mistress,  and  the  wife. 
Variety  we  still  pursue. 
In  pleasure  seek  for  something  new  j 
Or  else,  comparing  with  the  rest. 
Take  comfort  that  our  own  is  best ;    ' 
The  best  we  value  by  the  worst. 
As  tradesmen  show  their  trash  at  first ; 
But  his  pursuits  are  at  an  end. 
Whom  Stella  chooses  for  a  friend. 

A  poet  starving  in  a  garret. 
Conning  all  topics  like  a  parrot. 
Invokes  his  Mistress  and  his  Muse, 
And  stays  at  home  for  want  of  shoes : 
Should  but  his  Muse  descending  drop 
A  slice  of  bread  and  mutton-chop ; 
Or  kindly,  when  his  credit's  out. 
Surprise  him  with  a  pint  of  stout; 
Or  patch  his  broken  stocking  soles  j 
Or  send  him  in  a  peck  of  coals ; 
Exalted  in  his  mighty  mind. 
He  flies  and  leaves  the  stars  behind ; 
Counts  all  his  labours  amply  paid. 
Adores  her  for  the  timely  aid. 
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Or,  shotajd  a  porter  make  lA^quiries 
For  Chloe^  Sylvia,  Phillis,.  Iris  •, 
Be  told  the  lodgiog,  lane,  and  si^n. 
The  bowers  that  hold  those  nymphs  divinte  i 
Fair  Chloe,  would  perhaps  be  found 
With  footmen  tippling  lender  ground  ^  = 
The  charming  Sjivia  beating  flax> 
Her  shoulders  mark'd  with  bloody  tracks  5 
Bright  Phillis  mending  ragged  smocks  i 
And  radiant  Iris  in  theipoxi 
These  are  the  goddesses  enrall'd 
In  Curll's  collection,  new  and  old. 
Whose  scoundrel  fathers  wbuld  not  know  *em, 
If  they  should  meet  thaai  in  a  poem. 

True  poets  can  depress  and  raise, 
Are  lords  of  infamy  and  praise; 
They  are  npt  scurrilous  in  satire, 
Nor  will  in  panegyric  flatter. 
Unjustly  poets  we  asperse ; 
Truth  shin^  the  brighter  clad  in  verse. 
And  all  the  fictions  they  pursue 
Do  but  insinuate  what  is  true.  / 

Now,  should  my  praises  owe  their  truth, . 
To  beautir,  dccss,  or  painty  or  youth. 
What  stoics  call  without  our  power. 
They  could  not  be  ensur*d  an  hour ; 
'Twere  grafting  on  an  annual  stock. 
That  must  our  expectation  mock. 
And  making  one  luxuriant  shoot. 
Die  the  next  year  for  want  of  root : 
Before  I  could  my  verses  bring, 
Perhaps  yx)u*re  quite  another  thing* 

So  Maevius,  when  he  drain'd  his  skull 
To  celebrate  some  suburb  trull. 
His  similes  ill  order  set. 
And  every  crambo  he  could  get. 
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Had  gone  thrcmgb  all  the  common  places 
Worn  out  by  wits,  who  rhyme  on  hces  ^ 
Before  he  could  his  poem  close. 
The  lovely  nyn^h  1^  lost  her  nose. 

Your  virtues  safely  I  ccnnmend  ^ 
They  on  do  accidents  depend  r 
Let  malice  look  with  ail  her  ieyes; 
She  dares  not  say  the  poet  lies. 

Stella,  when  y<m  these  lines  transcribe^ 
Lest  you  should  take  them  for  a  bribe,, 
Resolv'd  to  mortify  your  pride, 
I'll  here  expose  your  weaker  side^ 

Your  ispirits  kindle  to  a  flame,. 
Mov*d  by  the  lightest  touch  of  bl«ne  ; 
And  when  a  friend  in  kindness  U'ies 
To  shpw  you  where  your  error  lies. 
Conviction  does  but  more  incense  j 
Perverseness  is  your  whole  defence  j 
Truth,  judgment,  wit,  give  place  tospite, 
Regar(Ues&  both  of  wrong  smd  righl^;; 
Your  virtues  ail  suspended  wait 
Till  time  has  open'd  reason's  gate ; 
And,  what  is  worse,  your  passion  bendgv. 
Its  force  against  your  nearest  friends. 
Which  manners,  decency,  and  pride. 
Have  taught  you  from  the  world  to  hide  ; 
In  vain ;  for  see,  your  friend  has  brought 
To  public  light  your  only  fault; 
And  yet  a  fault  we  often  find 
Mix'd  in  a  noble  generous  mind : 
And  may  compare  to  iEtna's  fire,    . 
Which,  though  with  tr^tnbling,  all  admire  ^ 
The  h«at,  that  makes  the  summit  glow. 
Enriching  all  the  vales  below. 
Those  who  in  warmer  climes  complain    : 
From  Phoebus'  rays  they  suflfer  pain, 
6 


Digitized  by 


Google 


TO  STELLA*  4r75 

Must  own  that  pain  is  largely  paid 
By  generous  wines  beneath  a  shade. 

Yet,  when  I  find  your  passions  rise, 
And  anger  sparkling  in  your  eyes, 
I  grieve  those  spirits  should  be  spent. 
For  nobler  ends  by  nature  meant 
One  pa^ion,  with  a  different  turn. 
Makes  wit  inflame,  or  anger  burn : 
So  the  sun's  heat,  with  different  powers. 
Ripens  the  grape,  the  liquor  sours : 
Thus  Ajax,  when  with  rage  possest 
By  Pallas  breathed  into  his  breast. 
His  valour  would  no  more  employ. 
Which  might  alone  have  conquered  Troy ; 
But,  blinded  by  resentment,  seeks 
For  vengeance  on  his  friends  the  Greeks^ 

You  think  this  turbulence  of  blood 
From  stagnating  preserves  the  flood. 
Which,  thus  fermenting  by  degrees. 
Exalts  the  spirits,  sinks  the  lees. 

Stella,  for  once  you  reason  wrong ; 
For,  should  this  ferment  last  too  long. 
By  time  subsiding,  you  may  find 
Nothing  but  acid  left  behind  ; 
From  passion  you  may  then  be  freed, 
When  peevishness  and  spleen  succeed. 
Say,  Stella,  when  you  copy  next. 
Will  you  keep  strictly  to  the  text  ? 
Dare  you  let  these  reproaches  stand. 
And  to  your  failing  set  your  hand  ? 
Or,  if  these  lines  your  anger  fire, 
Shall  they  in  baser  flames  expire  ? 
Whene'er  they  burn^  if  burn  they  must. 
They'll  prove  my  accusation  just. 
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TO  STELLA. 

VISITING  MB  IN  MY  SICKNBS5.       I7S[0. 

Pallas,  observing  Stella's  wit 
Was  more  than  for  her  sex  was  fit. 
And  that  her  beauty,  soon  or  late. 
Might  breed  confusion  in  the  state. 
In  high  concern  for  humcui  kind, 
Fix'd  honour  in  her  infjEuit  mind. 

But  (not  in  wranglings  to  engage 
With  such  a  stupid  vicious  age) 
If  honour  I  would  here  define. 
It  answers  faith  in  things  divine. 
As  natural  life  the  body  warm^, 
And,  scholars  teach,  the  soul  informs  ; 
So  honour  animates  the  whole. 
And  is  the  spirit  of  the  soul. 

Those  numerous  virtues,,  which  the  tribe 
Of  tedious  moralists  describe. 
And  by  such  various  titles  call. 
True  honour  comprehends  them  all. 
Let  melancholy  rule  supreme, 
Choler  preside,  or  blood,  or  phlegm. 
It  makes  no  difference  in  the  case. 
Nor  is  complexion  honour's  place. 

But,  lest  we  should  for  honour  take 
The  drunken  quarrels  of  a  rake  : 
Or  think  it  seated  in  a  scar. 
Or  on  a  proud  triumphal  car  5 
Or  in  the  payment  of  a  debt 
We  lose  with  sharpers  at  piquet  j 
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Or  when  a  whore,  in  her  vaeatioii> 
Keeps  punctual  to  an  assignation ; 
Or  that  on  which  his  lord^ip  swears. 
When  vulgar  knaves  would  lose  their  ears ; 
Let  Stella's  fair  example  preach 
A  lesson  she  alone  can  teach. 

In  points  of  honour  to  be  tried. 
All  passions  must  be  laid  aside : 
Ask  no  advjce,  but  think  alone ; 
Suppose  the  question  not  your  own. 
How  shall  I  act  is  not  ihe  case ; 
But  how  would  Brutus  in  my  place  ? 
In  such  a  case  would  Cato  'bleed  ? 
And  how  would  Socrates  proceed  ? 

Drive  all  objections  from  your  mind. 
Else  you  relapse  to  human  kind  : 
Ambition,  avarice,  and  lust, 
A  factious  rage,  and  breach  o(  trust. 
And  flattery  tipt  with  nauseous  fleer. 
And  guiltv  shame,  and  servile  fear. 
Envy,  and  cruelty,  and  pride. 
Will  in  your  tainted  heart  preside. 

Heroes  and  heroines  of  old. 
By  honour  only  were  enroU'd 
Among  their  br^hren  in  the  skies. 
To  which  (though  late)  shall  Stella  rise. 
Ten  thousand  oaths  upon  record 
Are  not  so  sacred  as  her  word : 
The  world  shall  in  its  atoms  ^d. 
Ere  Stella  can  deceive  a  friend. 
By  honour  seated  in  her  breast 
She  still  determines  what  is  best : 
What  indignation  in  her  mind 
Against  enslavers  of  mankind  ! 
Base  kings,  and  ministers  of  state. 
Eternal  objects  of  her  hate  ! 
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She  thinks  that  nature  ne'er  designed 
Cours^e  to  man  alone  confinM. 
Can  cowardice  her  sex  adcnm, 
Which  most  exposes  ours  to  scorn  ? 
She  wonders  where  the  charm  appears 
In  Florimers  affected  fears ; 
For  Stella  never  leam'd  the  art 
At  proper  times  to  scream  and  start ; 
Nor  calls  up  all  the  house  at  night. 
And  swears  she  saw  a  thing  in  white. 
Doll  never  flies  to  cut  her  lace. 
Or  throw  cold  water  in  her  face,. 
Because  she  heard  a  sudden  drum. 
Or  found  an  earwig  in  a  plum. 

Her  hearers  are  amaz'd  from  whence 
Proceeds  that  fund  of  wit  and  sense ; 
Which,  though  her  modesty  would  shroud^ 
Breaks  like  the  sun  behind  a  cloud; 
While  gracefulness  its  art  conceals 
And  yet  through  every  motion  steals. 

Say,  Stella,  was  Prometheus  Uind, 
And,  forming  you,  mistook  your  kind  ? 
No ;  'twas  for  you  alone  he  stole 
The  fire  that  forms  a  manly  soul; 
Then,  to  complete  it  every  way. 
He  moulded  it  with  female  clay  : 
To  that  you  owe  the  nobler  flame. 
To  this  the  beauty  of  your  frame. 

How  would  ingratitude  delight. 
And  how  would  censure  glut  her  spite. 
If  I  should  Stella's  kindness  hide    . 
In  silence,  or  forget  with  pride  ! 
When  on  my  sickly  couch  I  lay, 
Impatient  both  of  night  and  day^ 
Lamenting  in  untnanly  strains^     . 
Call'd  every  power  to  ease  my  pains ; 
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Then  Stella  ran  to  my  rdief. 

With  cheetfttl  face  and  inward  grief ; 

And,  though  by  Heaven's  severe  decree  > 

She  suffers  hourly  more  than  me^  *  * 

No  cruel  master  could  require. 

From  slaves  employ'd  for  daily  hire. 

What  Stella^  by  her  friendship  wanm'd. 

With  vigour  and  delight  ptxform'd  : 

My  sinking  spirits  now  supplies 

With  cordials  in  her  hands  and  eyes .: 

Now  with  a  soft  and  silent  tread 

Unheard  she  moves  about  my  bed. 

I  see  her  taste  each  nauseous  draught. 

And  so  obligingly  am  caught; 

I  bless  the  hand  from  whence  they  came, 

Nor  dare  <Hstort  my  face  for  shame. 

Best  pattern  of  true  friends !  beware; 
You  pay  too  dear  by  far  your  care. 
If,  while  your  tenderness  secures 
My  Kfe,  it  must  endanger  yours ; 
For  such  a  fool  was  never  found. 
Who  puird  a  palace  to  the  ground, 
Only  to  have  the  ruins  made 
Materials  for  a  house  decay'd. 


STELLA  TO  DR  SWIFT. 

ON  HIS  BIRTH-DAY,  NOV.  SO,  1721. 

St  Patrick's  Dean,  your  country's  pride, 
My  early  and  my  only  guide, 
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Let  me  among  the  rest  attend. 
Your  pupil  and  your  humble  friepd. 
To  celebrate  in  female  strains 
The  day  that  paid  your  mother's  pains ;. 
Descend  to  take  than  tribute  due  ^ 
In  gratitude  alone  to  you. 

When  men  foegim  to  xxil  me  fair. 
You  interp6s*d  your  timely  care  9 
You  early  taught  me  to  despise 
The  ogling  of  a  coxcomb's  eyes ; 
Show'd  where  my  jud^oient  was  misplae'd ; 
Refin'd  my  fancy  and  my  teste* 

Behold  that  beauty  just  decayed. 
Invoking  art  to  nature's  aid : 
Forsook  by  b^r  admiring  train. 
She  spreads  her  tattered  neten  in  vain  ^ 
Short  was  her  part  itpoa  the  sia^  :' 
Went  smoothly  on  for  half  a  page ; 
Her  bloom  was  gone ^  siie  wanted  art. 
As  the  scene  chang'li,  to  change  her  part ; 
She,  whom  no  lover  could  resist. 
Before  the  second  act  was  biss'd. 
Such  is  the  fate  o^femak  race 
With  no  endowments  but  a  face  ; 
Before  the  thirtieth  year  of  life, 
A  maid  forlorn,  or  hated  wife. 
Stella  to  you,  her  tutor,  owes 
That  she  has  ne'er  resembled  those : 
Nor  was  a  burden  to  mankind 
With  half  her  coi^rs^  of  years  behind* 
You  taught  how  I  riiight  youth  prolong, 
Bv  knowing  what  was  right  and  wrong ; 
How  from  my  heart  to  bring  supplies 
Of  lustre  to  my  fading  eyes ; 
How  soon  a  beauteous  maid  repairs 
The  loss  of  chang'd  or  falling  hairs  -, 

7 


Digitized  by 


Google 


STELLA  TO  DH  SWIFT;  4«l 

How  wit  and  virtue  from  within 
Send  out  a  smoothness  o'er  the  skin : 
Your  lectures  could  my  fancy  fix. 
And  I  can  please  at  thirty-six. 
The  sight  of  Ghloe  cit  fifteen 
Coquetting,  gives  not  rale  the  spleen ; 
The  idol  now  of  every  fool 
Till  time  shall  make  their  passions  cool ; 
Then  tumbling  down  Time's  steepy  hill. 
While  Stella  holds  her  station  stilL 
O  !  turn  your  precepts  into  laws. 
Redeem  the  women's  ruin'd  cause. 
Retrieve  lost  empire  to  our  sex, 
That  men  may  bow  thiir  rebel  necks. 

Long  be  the  day  that  give  you  birth 
Sacred  to  friendship,  wit,  and  mirth ; 
Late  dying  may  you  cast  a  shred 
Of  your  rich  mantle  o*er  my  head ; 
To  bear  with  dignity  my  sorrow. 
One  day  alone,  then  die  to-morrow* 


TO  STELLA, 

6N  liBR  BIIITH-DAY^  1721-Sf. 

liV^HiLE,  Stella,  to  your  lasting  praise 
The  Muse  her  anniial  tribute  pays, 
While  I  assign  myself  a  task 
Which  you  expect,  but  scorti  to  ask; 
If  I  penorm  this  task  with  pain, 
^i  me  of  partial  fate  complain ; 

VOL.  XIV.  H  h 
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You  every  year  the  debt  enlarge, 
I  grow  less  equal  to  the  charge  : 
In  you  each  virtue  brighter  shines. 
But  my  poetic  vein  declines  ; 
My  harp  will  soon  in  vain  be  strung^ 
And  all  your  virtues  left  unsung. 
For  none  among  the  upstart  race 
Of  poets  dare  assume  my  place  ; 
Your  worth  will  be  to  them  unknown. 
They  must  have  Stellas  of  their  own  ; 
And  thus,  my  stock  of  wit  decayed, 
I  dying  leave  the  debt  unpaid. 
Unless  Deiany,  as  my  heir. 
Will  answer  for  the  whole  arrear. 


ON  THE  GREAT  BURIED  BOTTLE. 

BY  DR  DELANY. 

Amphora,  quae  maestum  linquis,  laetumque  revises 
Arentem  dominum,  sit  tibi  terra  levis. 

Tu  quoquedepositum  serves,  neve  opprime,  manner; 
Amphora  non  meruit  tam  pretiosa  mori. 


EPITAPH, 

BY    THE    dAMB. 

Hoc  tumulata  jacet  proles  Lenaea  sepulchro, 
Immortale  genus,  nee  peritura  jacet ; 

Quin  oritura  iterum,  matris  cottcreditur  alvo  -, 
Bis  natum  referunt  te  quoque,  Bacche  Pater. 
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STELLA'S  BIRTH-DAY: 

A  GREAT  BOTTLE  OF  WINE,  LONG  BURIED^  BEING 
THAT  DAY  DUG  UP.   1722-3. 

Re  SOLVED  my  annual  verse  to  pay. 

By  duty  bound,  on  Stella's  day, 

Furnish'd  with  paper,  pens,  and  ink, 

I  gravely  sat  me  down  to  think  : 

I  bit  my  nails,  and  scratched  my  head, 

But  found  my  wit  and  fancy  fled : 

Or,  if  with  more  than  usual  pain, 

A  thought  came  slowly  from  my  brain  y 

It  cost  me  Lord  knows  how  much  time 

To  shape  it  into  sense  and  rhyme  : 

And,  what  was  yet  a  greater  curse. 

Long  thinking  made  my  fancy  worse. 

Forsaken  by  th*  inspiring  Nine, 

I  waited  at  Apollo's  shrine  : 

I  told  him  what  the  world  would  say. 

If  Stella  were  unsung  to-day  : 

How  I  should  hide  my  head  for  shame. 

When  both  the  Jacks  and  Robin  came ; 

How  Ford  would  frown,  how  Jim  would  leer. 

How  Sheridan  the  rogue  would  sneer, 

And  swear  it  does  not  always  follow. 

That  semel  in  anno  ridet  Apollo. 

I  have  assurM  them  twenty  times. 

That  Phoebus  helped  me  in  my  rhymes  y 

Phoebus  inspir'd  me  from  above. 

And  he  and  I  were  hand  and  glove. 

But,  finding  me  so  dull  and  dry  since. 

They'll  call  it  all  poetic  license  > 
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And  when  t  brag  of  aid  divine. 
Think  Eusden's  right  as  good  as  mine. 

Nor  do  I  ask  for  Slella*s  sake  ; 
'Tis  my  own  credit  lies  at  stake  : 
And  Stella  will  be  sung,  while  I 
Gan  only  be  a  stander  by. 

Apollo,  having  thought  a  little, 
itetum'd  this  answer  to  a  tittle. 

Though  you  should  live  like  old  Methusalem, 
I  furnish  hints  and  you  shall  use  all  *em. 
You  yearly  sing  as  she  grows  old, 
You*d  leave  her  virtues  half  untold. 
But,  to  say  truth,  such  dulness  reigns. 
Through  the  whole  set  of  Irish  deans, 
I'm  daily  stunn'd  with  such  a  medley 
Dean  W — d.  Dean  D — ^1,  and  Dean  Smedley. 
'     That,  let  what  dean  soever  come. 
My  orders  are,  I*m  not  at  home ; 
And  if  your  voice  had  not  been  loud. 
You  must  have  pass'd  among  the  crowd. 

But  now,  your  danger  to  prevent^ 
You  must  apply  to  Mrs  firent ;  * 
For  she,  as  priestess^  knows  the  rites 
Wherein  the  god  of  earth  delights. 
First,  nine  ways  looking,  let  her  stand 
With  an  old  poker  in  her  hand ; 
Let  her  describe  a  circle  round 
In  Saunders'  f  cellar  on  the  ground ; 
A  spade  let  prudent  Archy  J  hold. 
And  with  discretion  dig  the  mould* 
Let  Stella  look  with  watchful  eye, 
Rebecca,  §  Ford,  and  Grattans  by. 


*  The  housekeeper. — F.  f  The  butler— F. 

X  The  footman.— F.  §  Mrs  Dinglejr* 
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Stella's  birth-day,  its 

Behold  the  bottle,  where  it  lies 

With  neck  elated  toward  the  skies ! 

The  god  of  winds  and  god  of  fire 

Did  to  its  wondVous  birth  conspire ; 

And  Bacchus  for  the  poet's  use 

Pour'd  in  a  strong  inspiring  juice. 

See  !  as  you  raise  it  from  its  tomb. 

It  drags  behind  a  spacious  womb, 

And  in  the  spacious  womb  contains 

A  sovereign  medicine  for  the  brains. 
*     You'll  hnd  it  soon,  if  fate  consents ; 

If  not,  a  thousand  Mrs  Brent^s. 

Ten  thousand  Archys,  arm*d  with  spades. 

May  dig  in  vain  to  Pluto's  shades. 

From  thence  a  plenteous  draught  infuse, 
.  And  boldly  then  invoke  the  Muse ; 

But  first  let  Robert  *  on  his  knees 

With  caution  drain  it  from  the  lees ; 

The  Muse  will  at  your  call  appear. 

With  Stella's  praise  to  crown  the  year. 


STELLA  AT  WOOD  PARK, 

A  HOUSE  OF  CHARLES  FORD,  ESQ.  NEAR  DUBLIN. 

1723. 

.— ^^  Cuicumquc  nocere  Tolebat, 
Yestimenta  debat  pretiosa." 

Don  Carlos,  in  a  merry  spite. 
Did  Stella  to  his  house  invite : 


♦  The  valet— F. 
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He  entertain'd  her  half  a  3rear 

With  generous  wines  and  cortly  cheer.;    . 

Don  Carlos  made  her  chief  director. 

That  she  might  o*er  the  servants  hecti^r. 

In  half  a  week  the  dame  grew  nice, 

Got  all  things  at  the  highest  price : 

Now  at  the  table  head  she  sits. 

Presented  with  the  nicest  bits : 

She  look'd  on  partridges  with  scorn. 

Except  they  tasted  of  the  com  : 

A  haunch  of  venison  made  her  sweat. 

Unless  it  had  the  nghd  futnette. 

Don  Carlos  earnestly  would  beg,  .      - 

"  Dear  Madam,  try  thii  pigeoh'i  leg  ;**  .    . 

Was  happy,  when  he  coidd  prevail 

To  make  her  only  touch  a  quail. 

Through  candle-light  she  viewed  the  wine. 

To  see  that  every  glass  was  fine. 

At  last,  grown  prouder  than  the  d^vil 

With  feeding  high  and  treatment  ^ivil, 

Don  Carlos  now  began  to  find 

His  malice  work  as  be  designed. 

The  winter  sky  began  to  frown  : 

Poor  Stella  must  pack  off  to  town : 

From  purling  streams  and  fountains  bubbling. 

To  LifFy*s  stinking  tide  in  Dublin  : 

From  wholesome  exercise  and  air. 

To  sossing  in  an  easy  chair : 

From  stomach  sharp,  and  heirty  feeding. 

To  piddle  like  a  lady  breeding : 

From  ruling  there  the  household  singly, 

1  o  be  directed  here  by  Dingley :  * 


*  The  constant  companion  of  Stella.— F. 
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From  every  day  a  lordly  banquet. 
To  half  a  joint,  and  God  be  thanked ; 
From  every  meal  Pontac  in  plenty. 
To  half  a  pint  one  d^y  in  twenty: 
From  Ford  attending  at  her  call> 
To  visits  of  —  — ^  — 
From  Ford,  who  thinks  of  nothing  mean. 
To  the  poor  doings  of  the  Dean  : 
From  growing  richer  with  good  cheer. 
To  running  out  by  starving  here. 

But  now  arrives  the  dismal  day ; 
She  must  return  to  Ormond  Quay.* 
The  coachman  stopt  ^  she  look'd,  and  swore 
The  rascal  had  mistook  the  door : 
At  coming  in,  you  saw  her  stoop  ; 
The  entry  brush'd  against  her  iioop : 
Each  moment  rising  in  her  airs. 
She  curst  the  narrow  winding  stairs : 
Began  a  thousand  faults  to  spy ; 
The  ceiling  hardly  six  feet  high ; 
The  smutty  wainscoat  full  of  cracks : 
And  half  the  chairs  with  broken  backs : 
Her  quarter's  out  at  Lady-day ; 
She  vows  she  will  no  longer  stay 
In  lodgings  like  a  poor  Grisette, 
While  there  are  houses  to  be  let. 

Howe'er,  to  keep  her  spirits  up. 
She  sent  for  company  to  sup : 
When  all  the  while  you  might  remark. 
She  strove  in  vain  to  ape  Wood  Park. 
Two  bottles  caird  for  (half  her  store. 
The  cupboard  could  contain  but  four) 


*  Where  the  two  ladies  lodged.— F. 
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A  supper  worthy  of  herself^ 

Five  nothings  in  five  plates  of  delf. 

Thus  for  a  week  the  farce  went  on ; 
When,  all  her  country  siirvings  gone,      >> 
She  fell  into  her  former  scene. 
Small  beer,  a  herring,  and  the  Dean. 

Thus  far  in  jest :  though  now,  I  fear. 
You  think  my  jesting  too  severe  j 
But  poets,  when  a  hint  is  new. 
Regard  not  whether  false  or  true : 
Yet  raillery  gives  no  offence, 
Where  truth  has  not  the  least  pretence ; 
Nor  can  be  more  securely  plac'd 
Than  on  a  n3nnfiph  of  Stella's  taste. 
I  must  confess  your  wine  and  vittle 
I  was  too  hard  upon  a  little : 
Your  table  neat,  your  linen  fine  j 
And  though  in  miniature,  you  shine : 
Yet,  when  you  sigh  to  leave  Wood  Park. 
The  scene,  the  welcome,  and  the  spark. 
To  languish  in  this  odious  town, 
And  pull  your  haughty  stomach  down. 
We  think  you  quite  mistake  the  case, 
^he  virtue  lies  not  in  the  place : 
For  though  my  raillery  were  true, 
^  cot^ge  is  Wood  Park  with  you. 


A  RECEIPT 

TO  RBSTOBE  STELLA^S  YOUTH.       1724-5- 

The  Scottish  hinds,  too  poor  to  house 
In  frosty  nights  their  starving  cows. 
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While  not  a  blade  of  grass  or  hay- 
Appears  from  Michaelmas  to  May, 
Must  let  their  cattle  range  in  vain 
For  food  along  the  bd,rren  plain  : 
Meagre  and  lank  with  fiasting  grown, 
And  nothing  left  but  skin,  and  bone ; 
Exposed  to  want,  and  wind  and  weather, 
They  just  keep  life  and  soul  together, 
l^ill  summer  showers  and  evening's  dew 
Again  the  verdant  glebe  renew ; 
And,  as  the  vegetables  rise. 
The  famish'd  cow  her  want  supplies  ; 
Without  an  ounce  of  last  year's  flesh  ; 
Whatever  she  gains  is  young  and  fresh  j 
Grows  plump  and  round,  and  full  of  mettle. 
As  rising  from  Medea^s  ktettle. 
With  youth  and  beauty  to  enchant 
Europa's  counterfeit  gallant. 

Why,  Stella,  should  you  knit  your  brow, 
If  I  compare  you  to  a  cow  ? 
'Tis  just  the  ca^  ;  for  you  Jiave  fasted 
So  long,  till  all  your  flesh  is  wasted ; 
And  must  against  the  warmer  days 
Be  sent  to  Quilca  down  to  graze  5 
Where  mirthj  and  exercise,  and  air, 
Will  soon  your  appetite  repair ; 
The  nutriment  will  from  within. 
Round  all  your  body,  plump  your  skin ; 
Will  agitate  the  lazy  flood. 
And  fill  your  veins  with  sprightly  blood ; 
Nor  flesh  nor  blood  will  be  the  same. 
Nor  aught  of  Stella  but  the  name  : 
For  what  was  ever  understood,  , 
By  humankind,  but  flesh  and  blood  ? 
And  if  your  flesh  and  blood  be  new, 
ypu'll  be  no  morf  tjie  former  you  ; 
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But  for  a  blooming  nymph  will  pBSB, 
Just  fifteen,  coming  summer's  grass, 
Your  jetty  locks  with  garlands  crown'd : 
While  alt  the  'squires  for  nine  miles  round, 
Attended  by  abrace  of  curs. 
With  jockey  boots  and  silver  spurs. 
No  less  than  justices  o*  quorum, 
Their  cow-boys  bearing  cloaks  before  *em. 
Shall  leave  deciding  broken  pates. 
To  kiss  your  steps  at  Quilca  gates.- 
But,  lest  you  should  my  skill  disgrace. 
Come  back  before  you're  out  of  case ; 
For  if  to  Michaelmas  you  stay. 
The  new-bom  flesh  will  melt  away  ; 
The  'squire  in  scorn  will  fly  the  house 
For  better  game,  andlook  for  grouse ;  ♦ 
But  here,  before  the  frost  can  mar  it. 
We'll  make  it  firm  with  beef  and  claret. 


STELLA'S  BIRTH-DAY.     1724-5. 

As,  when  a  beauteous  nymph  decays. 
We  say,  she's  past  her  dancing  days ; 
So  poets  lose  their  feet  by  time. 
And  can  no  longer  dance  in  rhyme. 
Your  annual  bard  had  rather  chose 
To  celebrate  your  birth  in  prose  : 
Yet  merry  folks,  who  want  by  chance 
A  pair  to  make  a  country  dance. 
Call  the  old  housekeeper,  and  get  her 
To  fill  a  place,  for  want  of  better : 
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While  Sheridajfi  is  off  the  hooks. 

And  friend  Delany  at  hifi  b<!K>k$, 

That  Stella  may  avoid  disgrace. 

Once  more  the  Dean  supplies  their  place* 

Beauty  and  wit,  too  sad  a  truth ! 
Have  always  been  confin'd  to  youth*; 
The  god  of  wit  and  beauty's  queen, 
He  twenty-one  and  she  fifteen. 
No  poet  ever  sweetly  sung. 
Unless  he  were,  like  Phcebus,  young ; 
Nor  ever  nymph  inspired  to  rhyme, 
Unless,  like  Venus,  in  her  prime. 
At  fifty-six,  if  this  be  true. 
Am  I  a  poet  fit  for  you  ? 
Or,  at  the  age  of  forty-three. 
Are  you  a  subject  fit  for  me ; 
Adieu  !  bright  wit,  and  radiant  eyes ! 
You  must  be  grave,  and  I  be  wise. 
Our  fate  in  vain  we  would  oppose  : 
But  rU  be  still  your  friend  in  prose: 
Esteem  and  friendship  to  express. 
Will  not  require  poetic  dress ; 
And  if  the  Muse  deny  her  aid 
To  have  them  sung,  they  may  be  said. 

But,  Stella,  say,  what  evil  tongue 
Reports  you  are  no  longer  young ; 
That  Time  sits,  with  his  scythe  to  mow . 
Where  erst  sat  Cupid  with  his  bow  5 
That  half  your  locks  are  turn'd  to  gray  ? 
I'll  ne'er  believe  a  word  they  say. 
'Tis  true,  but  let  it  not  be  known. 
My  eyes  are  somewhat  dimmish  grown ; 
For  nature,  always  in  the  right. 
To  your  decays  adapts  my  sight ; 
And  wrinkles  undistin^uish'd  pass. 
For  I'm  asham'd  to  use  a  glass ; 
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And  till  I  see  them  with  these  eyes. 
Whoever  says  vou  have  them,  lies. 

No  length  of  time  can  make  you. quit 
Honour  and  virtue,  sense  and  wit : 
Thus  you  may  still  be  young  to  me. 
While  I  can  better  hear  than  see, 
O'  ne*er  may  Fortune  shqw  her  spite,. 
To  make  me  deaf,  and  mend  my  sight ! 


TO  STELLA. 


WJIITTEN  PIf  TI*E  I>AY  OF  HEE  BIRTH,  MARCH  IS, 

1723*4, 

BUT  NOT  ON  THE  SUBJECT,  WHEN  I  WAS  StCK  III  BS». 

Tormented  with  incessant  pains. 

Can  I  devise  poetic  strains  ? 

Time  was,  when  I  could  yearly  pay 

My  verse  on  Stella's  native  day : 

But  now,  unable  grown  to  write, 

I  grieve  she  ever  saw  the  light. 

Ungrateful !  since  to  her  I  owe 

That  J  these  pains  can  undergo. 

She  tends  me  like  a  humble  slave ; 

And,  when  indecently  I  rave. 

When  out  my  brutish  passions  break. 

With  gall  in  every  word  I  speak. 

She  with  soft  speech  my  anguish  cheers^^ 

Or  melts  my  passions  down  with  tears : 

Although  His  easy  to  descry 

She  wants  a^sistaace  more  than  I; 
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Yet  seems  to  feel  ray  pains  alon^. 

And  is  a  stoic  in  her  own.  ' 

When,  among  scholars,  can  we  find 

So  soft  and  yet  so  firm  a  mind  ? 

All  accidents  of  life  conspire 

To  raise  up  Stella's  virtue  higher  ; 

Or  else  to  introduce  the  rest 

Which  had  been  latent  in  her  breast. 

Her  firmness  who  could  e'er  have  known 

Had  she  not  evils  of  her  own  ? 

Her  kindness  who  could  ever  guess. 

Had  not  her  friends  been  in  distress  ? 

Whatever  base  returns  yoti  find 

From  me,  dear  Stella,  still  be  kind. 

In  your  own  heart  you'll  jeap  the  itmi 

Though  I  continue  still  a  brute, 

But,  when  I  once  am  out  of  pain, 

I  promise  to  be  good  again :  , 

Meantime,  your  other  juster  friendi^ 

Shall  for  my  follies  make  amends  ^ 

So  may  we  long  continue  thuSj 

Admiring  you,  you  pitying  us- 


VERSES, 

BY    STBLLA. 


If  it  be  trucj  celestial  powers. 
That  you  have  formed  me  fair. 

And  yet,  in  all  my  vainest  hours^ 
My  mind  haii  been  my  care  i 
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Then,  in  return,  I  beg  this  grace^ 

As  you  were  ever  kind. 
What  envious  Time  takes  from  my  face 

Bestow  upon  my  mind  ! 


DEATH  AND  DAPHNE. 

TO  AN  AGREEABLE  YOUNG  LADY,  EUT  EXTREMELY 
LEAN.   17^* 


[Lord  Orrery  gives  ns  the  following  curioits  anecdote  respect* 
ing  this  poem. 

^^  I  have  just  novr  cast  my  eye  orer  a  poem  called  Death  and 
Daphne,  which  makes  me  recoUedt  an  odd  inddent^  refaiting 
to  ^at  uymph«  Swift,  ^oon  after  our  acquaintance,  introduced 
me  to  her  as  to  one  of  his  female  fayou rites.  I  had  scarce  been 
half  an  hour  in  her  company,  before  she  asked  me,  if  1  had  seen 
the  Dean's  poem  upon  Dc^th  and  Daphne.  As  I  told  her  I 
had  not,  she  immediately  unlocked  a  cabinet,  and,  bringing  out 
the  manuscripty  read  it  to  me  with  a  seeming  satisfaction,  of 
which,  at  that  time,  I  doubted  the  sincerity*  While  she  wa» 
reading,  the  Dean  was  perpetually  correcting  her  for  bad  pro» 
nunciation,  and  for  placing  a  wrong  emphasis  upon  particular 
words.  As  soon  as  she  had  gone  through  the  composition, 
she  assured  me  smilingly,  that  the  portrait  of  Daphne  was 
drawn  for  herself.  1  begged  to  be  excused  from  felelieying  it ; 
and  protested  that  I  could  not  see  one  feature  that  had  the  least 
resemblauce;  but  the  Dean  immediately  burst  into  a  fit  of 
laughter.  ^  You  fancy,'  says  he, '  that  you  are  verf  polite, 
but  you  are  much  mistaken.  That  Lady  bad  rather  iPe  a  I>lphne 
drawn  by  me,  than  a  Sacharissa  by  any  other  pencil.^  She 
confirmed  what  he  had  said  with  great  earnestness,  so  that  I  had 
BO  other  method  of  ratripmg  my  error^  than  by  whispering  in 
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her  ear,  as  I  was  condactiiig  ber  down  stairs  to  dinaer,  that 
indeed  1  found 

<  Her  hand  as  dry  and  cold  as  lead  !"* 
•Lord Orrery's  Remarks  on  the  Lifeof  Swift,  Lond.  1752,  p.81.]. 


Death  went  upon  a  solemn  day 

At  Pluto's  hall  his  court  to  pay ; 

The  phantom  having  humbly  kist 

His  grisly  monarch's  sooty  fist. 

Presented  him  the  weekly  bills 

Of  doctors,  fevers,  plagues,  and  pills. 

Pluto,  observing  since  the  peace 

The  burial  article  decrease. 

And,  vex'd  to  see  affairs  miscarry, 

Declar'd  in  council  death  must  marry ; 

Vow'd  he  no  longer  could  support 

Old  bachelors  about  his  court ; 

The  interest  of  his  realm  had  need 

That  death  should  get  a  numerous  breed ; 

Young  Deathlings,  who,  by  practice  made 

Proficient  in  their  father's  trade. 

With  colonies  might  stock  around 

His  large  dominions  under  ground. 

A  consult  of  coquettes  below 
Was  call'd,  to  rig  him  out  a  beau  : 
From  her  own  head  Megara  takes 
A  periwig  of  twisted  snakes ; 
Which  in  the  nicest  fashion  curl'd, 
(Like  toupees*  of  this  upper  world) 


♦  Periwigs  with  long  tails*— P. 
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With  flowers  of  sulphur  powder'd  welly 

That  graceful  oa  his  shoulders  fell  j 

An  adder  of  the  sable  kind 

In  line  direct  hung  down  behin(l  $ 

The  owl,  the  raven,  and  the  bat^ 

Clubb'd  for  a  feather  to  his  hat  j 

His  coat,  a  usurer's  velvet  pall, 

BequeatlVd  to  Pluto,  corpse  and  atf. 

But,  loth  his  person  to'  ^ipose 

Bare,  like  a  carcase  pick'd  by  croA^sy 

A  lawyer  o'er  his  hands  and  face 

Stuck  artfully  a  parchment  case. 

No  new  fiux'd  rake  show'd  fairer  skin ; 

Nor  Phyllis  after  lying  in. 

With  snuff  was  fiU'd  his  ebon  box, 

Of  shin-bones  rotted  by  the  pox. 

Nine  spirits  of  blaspheming  fops. 

With  aconite  anoint  his  chops  j? 

And  give  hifm  words  of  dreadful  sounds, 

G — d  d— ^n  his  blood  !  and  b— -d  and  w — ds  I 

Thus  fumish'd  out,  he  sent  his  train 
To  take  a  house  in  Warwick-lane  :  * 
The  faculty,  his  hnmble  friends, 
A  comf>limental  message  sends : 
Their  president  m  scarlet  gow» 
Harangued,  and  welcomed  him  to  town. 

But  Death  had  business  to  dispatch ; 
His  mind  was  running  on  his  match. 
And,  hearing  much  of  Daphne's  fame> 
His  ftiajesty  of  terrors  came, 
fine  as  a  colonel  of  the  guards, 
To  visit  where  she  sate  at  cards ; 


♦  The  College  of  Phyiiciim».— F, 
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She,  as  he  came  into  the  room, 

Thought  him  Adohis  in  his  bloom. 

And  now  her  heart  With  pleasure  jumps; 

She  scarce  remembers  what  is  truittpis ; 

For  such  B,  shape  of  skin  and  bone 

Was  never  seen  except  her  own  ? 

Charmed  with  his  ey^s,  and  chin,  and  shoot. 

Her  pocket-glaas  drclw  dily  out ; 

And  grew  enamour'd  with  her  phiz^ 

As  just  the  counterpart  of  his. 

She  darted  many  a  private  glance. 

And  freely  made  the  first  advance ; 

Was  of  her  beauty  grown  so  vain. 

She  doubted  not  to  win  the  swain. 

Nothing  she  thought  could  sooner  g^in  him. 

Than  with  her  wit  to  entertain  him. 

She  ask*d  about  her  friends  below ; 

This  mes^re  fop,  that  battered  beau : 

Whether  some  late  departed  toasts 

Had  got  gallants  among  the  ghosts  ? 

If  Chloe  were  a  sharper  still 

As  great  as  ever  at  quadrille  ! 

(The  ladies  there  must  needs  be  rooks. 

For  cards,  we  know,  are  Pluto's  books) 

If  Florimel  had  found  her  love. 

For  Whom  she  hanged  herself  above  ? 

How  oft  a- week  was  kept  a  ball 

By  Proserpine  at  Pluto*s  hall  ? 

She  fancied  these  Elysian  shades 

The  sweetest  place  for  masquerades  : 

How  pleasant  on  the  banks  of  Styx, 

To  troll  it  in  a  coach  and  six' ! 

What  pride  a  female  heart  inflames ! 
How  endless  are  ambition's  aims  : 
Cease,  haughty  njrmph  ;  the  Fates  decree 
Death  must  not  be  a  spouse  for  thee : 

VOL.  XIV.  I  i 
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For,  when  by  chance  the  meagre  shade 
Upon  thy  hand  his  finger  laid, 
Thy  hand  as  dry  and  o<dd  a^  lead. 
His  matrimonial  spirit  fled ; 
He  felt  about  his  heart  a  damp. 
That  quite  extinguish'd  Cupid's  lamp  : 
Away  the  frighted  spectre  scuds. 
And  leaves  my  lady  in  the  suds/ 


DAPHNE. 


Daphne  knows,  with  equal  ease. 
How  to  vex  and  how  to  please ; 
But  the  folly  of  her  sex 
Makes  her  sole  delight  to  vex. 
Never  woman  more  dcvis'd 
Surer  ways  to  be  despis'd  : 
Paradoxes  weakly  wielding. 
Always  conquerM,  never  yielding. 
To  dispute,  her  chief  delight. 
With  not  one  opinion  right : 
Thick  her  arguments  she  lays  on. 
And  with  cavils  combats  reason ; 
Answers  in  decisive  way, 
Never  hears  what  you  can  say  : 
Still  her  odd  perverseness  shows 
Chiefly  where  she  nothing  knows ; 
And,  where  she  is  most  familiar. 
Always  peevisher  and  sillier : 
All  her  spirits  in  a  flame 
When  she  knows  she's  most  to  blame. 
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Send  me  hence  ten  thousand  miles^ 
From  a  face  that  always  smiles  : 
None  could  ever  act  that  part. 
But  a  fury  in  her  heart. 
Ye  who  hate  such  inconsistence^ 
To  be  easy^  keep  your  distance : 
Or  in  folly  still  befriend  her^ 
But  have  no  concern  to  mend  her; 
Lose  not  time  to  contradict  her^ 
Nor  endeavour  to  convict  her. 
Never  take  it  in  your  thought. 
That  she'll  own,  or  cure  a  fault. 
Into  contradiction  warm  her. 
Then,  perhaps,  you  may  reform  her : 
Only  take  this  rule  along, 
Always  to  advise  her  wrong ; 
And  reprove  her  when  she's  right ; 
She  may  then  grow  wise  for  spite. 

No— that  scheme  will  ne'er  succeed. 
She  has  better  learnt  her  creed: 
She's  too  cunning  and  too  skilful. 
When  to  yield,  and  when  be  wilful. 
Nature  holds  her  forth  two  mirrors. 
One  for  truth,  and  one  for  errors : 
That  looks  hideous,  fierce,  and  frightful; 
This  is  flattering  and  delightful : 
That  she  throws  away  as  foul ; 
Sits  by  this  to  dress  her  soul. 

Thus  you  have  the  case  in  view, 
Daphne  'twixt  the  Dean  and  you  : 
Heaven  forbid  he  should  despise  thee, 
But  he'll  never  more  advise  thee. 
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STELLA'S  BIRTH-DAY. 
March  13, 1726-7. 

This  day,  whatever  the  Fates  decree. 
Shall  still  be  kept  with  joy  by  me : 
This  day  then  let  us  not  be  told. 
That  you  are  ^ck,  and  I  grown  old ; 
Nor  think  on  our  approaching  ills. 
And  talk  of  spectacles  and  piUs ; 
To-morrow  will  be  time  enough 
To  hear  such  mortifying  stuff. 
Yet,  since  from  reasdn  may  be  brought 
A  better  and  more  pleasing  thought. 
Which  can  in  spite  of  all  decays. 
Support  a  few  remaining  days ; 
From  not  the  gravest  of  divines 
Accept  for  once  some  serious  lines* 

Although  we  now  can  form  no  more 
Long  schemes  of  life,  as  heretofore ; 
Yet  you,  while  time  is  running  fast. 
Can  look  with  joy  on  what  is  past. 

Were  future  happiness  and  pain 
A  mere  contrivance  of  the  brain ; 
As  atheists  argue,  to  entice 
And  fit  their  proselytes  for  vice  ; 
(The  only  comfort  they  propose. 
To  have  companions  in  their  woes) 
Grant  this  the  case ;  yet  sure  'tis  hard 
That  virtue,  styl'd  its  own  reward. 
And  by  all  sages  understood 
To  be  the  chief  of  human  good. 
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Should  actiag  die ;  Aor  leii¥e  behind 
Some  lasting  pleasure  m  the  nuad. 
Which,  by  ircasiembvance,  yi^  fts^uage 
Grie^  siclpiess,  poverty^  and  age ; 
And  strongly  ahoot  a  radiant  dart 
To  shine  through  life's  dediakig  part. 

Say^  Stdla,  feel  you  no  coatentj 
Reflecting  on  a  life  well  spent  ? 
Your  skilful  hand  employed  to  saFe  A,     .  ' 
Despairing  wretches  from  the  grav^e ; 
And  then  supporting  with  your  store 
Those  whom  you  iikaggM  from  deaAh  before  ? 
So  Providence  on  mortab  waits> 
Preserving  what  it  first  creates. 
Your  generous  boldness  to  defend 
An  innocent  and  absent  fiiend ; 
That  courage  which  can  make  you  just 
To  merit  humbled  in  the  dust ; 
The  detestation  you  express 
For  vice  in  all  its  glittering  dress ; 
That  patience  under  torturing  pain. 
Where  stubborn  stoics  would  complain : 
Must  these  like  empty  shadows  pass^ 
Or  forms  reflected  from  a  glass  ? 
Or  mere  chipneras  in  the  mind. 
That  fly,  and  leave  no  marks  behind  ? 
Does  not  the  body  thrive  and  grow 
By  food  of  twenty  years  ago  ? 
And,  had  it  not  been  still  supplied. 
It  must  a  thousand  times  have  died. 
Then  who  with  reason  can  maintain 
That  no  effects  of  food  remain  ? 
And  is  not  virtue  in  mankind  | 
The  nutriment  that  feeds  the  mind; 
Upheld  by  each  good  action  past. 
And  still  continued  by  the  last  ? 
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Then,  who  with  reason  can  pretend 
That  all  effects  of  virtue  end  ? 

Believe  me,  Stella,  when  you  show 
That  true  contempt  for  things  below. 
Nor  prize  your  life  for  other  ends. 
Than  merely  to  oblige  your  friends ;    • 
Your  former  actions  claim  their  part 
And  join  to  fortify  ycMir  heart. 
For  Virtue,  in  her  daily  race. 
Like  Janus,  bears  a  double  face ; 
Looks  back  with  joy  where  she  has  gone. 
And  therefore  goes  with  courage  on : 
She  at  your  sickly  couch  will  wait. 
And  guide  you  to  a  better  state. 

O  then,  whatever  Heaven  intends  ? 
Take  pity  on  your  pitying  friends ! 
Nor  let  your  ills  affect  your  mind. 
To  fancy  they  can  be  unkind. 
Me,  surely  me,  you  ought  to  spare. 
Who  gladly  would  your  suffering  share ; 
Or  give  my  scrap  of  life  to  you. 
And  think  it  far  beneath  your  due  ; 
You,  to  whose  care  so  oft  I  owe 
That  I' am  alive  to  tell  you  so. 


A  NEW-YEAR'S-GIFT  FOR  EEC* 
1723.4. 

Returning  Janus  now  prepares. 
For  Bee,  a  new  supply  of  cares, 

♦  Mrs  Rebecca  DiDgley,  Stella's  friend  and  companion.— F. 
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Sent  in  a  bag  to  Dr  Swift, 

Who  thus  displays  the  new-year's  gift. 

First,  this  large  parcel  brings  you  tidings 
Of  our  good  Dean's  eternal  chidings ; 
Of  Nelly's  pertness,  Rohin'sr  leasing^^ : 
And  Sheridan's  perpetual  teasings. 
This  box  is  cramm'd  on  every  side 
With  Stella's  magisterial  pride. 
Behold  a  cage  with  sparrows  fiU'd, 
First  to  be  fondled,  then  be  kill'd. 
Now  to  this  hamper  I  invite  you,      ; 
With  six  imagin'd  cares  to  fright  yoii. 
Here  in  this  bundle  Janus  sends  m         / 

Concerns  by  thouisands  for  your  friends : 
And  here's  a  pair  of  leathern  pokes. 
To  hold  your  cares  for  other  folks.       >   '       M  ' 
Here  from  this  barrel  you  may  broach 
A  peck  of  troubled  for  a  coaoh.  , 
This  ball  of  wax  your  ears  will  darken. 
Still  to  be  curious,  never  hearken.  /,  , 

Lest  you  the  town  may  have  less  trouble  in. 
Bring  all  your  Quilca's  ♦  cares  to  Dublin, 
For  which  he  sends  this  empty  sack ; 
And  so  take  all  upon  your  back. 


^  Country  howte  of  Dr  Sheridaii.~F. 
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DINGLEY  AND  BRENT.  ^ 

To  the  tone  of  ^  Te  Odiittitbi  ffod  Fmts.^ 

DiN<^iBY  and  ttr^dt,  ^ 

Wherever  tfeey  went. 
Ne'er  minded  a  word'  that  was  spoken ; 

Whatevef  was  said. 

They  ne'er  troubled  theit  heaif> 
But  laughM  at  their  own  silly  joking. 

Should  Solomit>il  wise 

In  majesty  rise, 
And  show  them  his  wit  sbnd  his  learning'; 

They  never  would  hear. 

But  turn  the  deaf  ear; 
As  a  matter  they  had  ilo  concern  in. ' 

You  tell  a  good  jest. 

And  please  air  the  rest ; 
Comes  Diugley,  and  asks  you^  what  war  it  ? 

And,  curious  to  know. 

Away  she  will  go 
To  seek  an  old  rag  in  the  closet. 


«  Dr  Swift's  housekeeper^— F. 
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BECS*  BIRTH-DAY. 

Nov.  8,  1726. 

This  day,  dear  Bee,  is  thy  nativity; 
Had  Fate  a  luckier  one,  she'd  give  it  yc. 
She  chose  a  thread  of  greatest  length. 
And  doubly  twisted  it  for  strength : 
Nor  will  be  able  with  her  shears 
To  cut  it  off  these  forty  years. 
Then  who  says  care  will  kill  a  cat  ? 
Rebecca  shows  they're  out  in  that. 
For  she,  though  overrun  with  care. 
Continues  healthy,  fat,  and  fair. 

As,  if  the  gout  should  seize  the  head. 
Doctors  pronounce  the  patient  dead ; 
But,  if  they  can,  by  all  their  arts. 
Eject  it  to  the  extremest  parts. 
They  give  the  sick  man  joy,  and  praise 
The  gout  that  will  prolong  his  days. 
Rebecca  thus  I  gladly  greet: 
Who  drives  her  cares  to  hands  and  feet 
For,  though  philosophers  maintain 
The  limbs  are  guided  by  the  brain, 
Quite  contrary  Rebecca's  led. 
Her  hands  and  feet  conduct  her  head. 
By  arbitrary  power  convey  her. 
She  ne'er  considers  why,  or  where : 
Her  hands  may  meddle,  feet  may  wander. 
Her  head  is  but  a  mere  by-stander : 


♦  Mrs  Dingley. 
VOL.  XIV.  K  k 
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And  all  her  bustling  but  supplies 
The  part  of  wholesome  exercise. 
Thus  nature  has  resolved  to  pay  her 
The  cat's  nine  lives,  and  eke  the  care. 

Long  may  she  live,  and  help  her  friends 
Whene'er  it  suits  her  private  ends ; 
Domestic  business  never  mind 
Till  coffee  has  her  stomach  lin'd ; 
But,  when  her  breakfast  gives  her  courage. 
Then  think  on  Stella's  chicken  porridge  : 
I  mean  when  Tiger*  has  been  serv'd. 
Or  else  poor  Stella  may  be  starv'd. 

May  Bee  have  many  an  evening  nap. 
With  Tiger  slabbering  in  her  lap ; 
But  always  take  a  special  care 
She  does  riot  overset  the  chair  ; 
Still  be  she  curious,  never  hearken 
To  any  speech  but  Tiger's  barking  ! 

And  when  she's  in  another  scene, 
Stella  long  dead,  but  first  the  Dean,    "^ 
May  fortune  and  her  coffee  get  her 
Companions  that  will  please  her  better ! 
Whole  afternoons  will  sit  beside  her. 
Nor  for  neglects  or  blunders  chide  her. 
A  goodly  set  as  can  be  found 
Of  hearty  gossips  prating  round  j 
Fresh  from  a  wedding  or  a  christening. 
To  teach  her  ears  the  art  of  listening. 
And  please  her  more  to  hear  them  tattle. 
Than  the  Dean  storm,  or  Stella  rattle. 
Late  be  her  death,  one  gentle  nod. 
When  Hermes,  waiting  with  his  rod, 
Shall  to  Elysian  fields  invite  her. 
Where  there  shall  be  no  cares  to  fright  her  ! 

■1 

♦  Mrs  Dingley*s  favourite  lap^og* 
1 


Digitized  by 


GooQ 


[    507    3 


ON  THE  COLLAR  OF  TIGER, 

MRS  DINGLEy's  lap-dog. 

Pray  steal  me  not ;  I'm  Mrs  Dingley's, 
Whose  heart  in  this  four-footed  thing  lies. 


END  OP  VOLUME  FOURTEENTH. 


Edinburgh. 
Printed  by  George  Ranuay  Sc  Co. 
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